, 


■•' 


:47 


oK^-V  V&  l-  z 


Given    By 


^s/HiyrYy^xA^      V/^^y^o^rCt/    JOcJtyCcr 


^n 


p 


■r 


jf:P"  ?r£>#4/-  Jcu/p 


THE 


WORKS 


O    F 


Mr.  William  Shakefpear. 


Volume  the  Fifth. 


CONTAINING 


Romeo  and  Juliet. 
Timon  /Athens. 

JVLIU  S   CiESAR. 

Macbeth. 


Hamlet,  Prince  of 
Denmark. 

King  Lear. 
Othello. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  Jacob  Tonfon,  at  Grays-Inn 
Gate.   MDCCIX. 


G  ■■¥£■ 


*■#  :j 


a 


V? 


J>',    2*07  3>  I  ' 


K     0     M     £     0 


AND 


JULIE    T. 


A 


TRAGEDY 


Printed  in  the  Year  i  joy. 


Dramatis  Perforae. 

EScalus,  Prince  of 'Verona. 
Paris,  a  young  Nobleman  in  Love  with  Juliet, 
and  Kinfman  to  the  Prince, 
Mountague,")  Two  Lords  of  antient  Families^  Ent,- 
Capulet,       j      mies  to  each  other, 
Romeo,  Son  to  Mountague. 
Mercutio,  Kinfman  to  the  'Prince,  and  Friend  to 
g    Romeo. 

'  Benvolio,  Kinfman  and  Friend  to  Romeo. 
*  Tybalt,  Kinfman  to  Capulet. 
Friar  Lawrence. 
Friar  John. 

Balthafar,  Servant  to  Romeo. 
fPage  to  Paris. 

^     P      '  ^Servants  to  Capulet. 
Gregory,  j  Y 

Abram,  Servant  to  Mountague. 

Apothecary. 

Lady  Mountague,  Wife  to  Mountague. 

Lady  Capulet,  Wife  to  Capulet.. 

Juliet,  daughter  to  Capulet,  in  Love  with  Romeo. 

Nurfe  to  Juliet. 

Citizens  of  "V  erona,  fever al  Men  and  Women  Re- 
lations to  Capulet,  Masker  s>  Guards,  and  other 
Attendants. 

The  SCENE,  in  the  beginning  of  the  Fifth  AB> 
is  in  Mantua  •>  during  all  the  reji  of  the  Play, 
in  and  near  Verona. 

ROMEO 


X 


'ROMEO 

AND 

JULIET. 


ACT!     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  the  Street  in  Verona. 

Enter  Sarapfon  and  Gregory,  with  Swords  and  Bucklers* 

S  A  MP  SO  N. 
Regtrji  a  my  word  we'll  not  carry  Coals. 
Greg*  No,  for  then  we  (Lould  be  Colliers. 
Sam,  I  mean,  ifwebein  Choler,  we'll  draw* 
Greg*  At,  while  you  live,  draw  your  Neck 
out  o'th*  Collar.  g 

Sam,  I  ftrike  quickly >  being  mov'd. 
Greg-,  But  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  to  ftrike. 
Sam.  A  D~><?  of  the  Houfe  of  Mount  a?  us  moves  me. 
Grey.  To  move,  is  to  ftir;  and  to  be  valianr,  is  to  itand  s 
Therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd,  thou  runfe'ft  away* 

Sdm.  A  Dop  of  that  Houfe  fhall  move  me  to  ftand  : 
I  will  take  theWali  of  any  Man  or  Miid  of  Mounta^ne's. 

Greg.  That  mews  th?e  weak,  Slave,  for  the  weakeft  goes 
to  the  Wall. 

Vo  L*  V.  B   >  Sam. 
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Sam.  True,  and  therefore  Women,  being  the  weakeft 
Veffels,  are  ever  thrufr.  to  the  Wall  :  therefore  I  will  pufh 
Mount  ague's  Men  from  the  Wall,  and  thruft  his  Maids  to  the 
Wall. 

Greg.  The  Quarrel  is  between  our  Matters,  and  us  their 
Men. 

Sam.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  mew  my  felf  a  Tyrant:  when  I 
have  fought  with  the  Men,  I  will  be  civil  with  the  Maids, 
and  cut  off  their  Heads. 

Greg.  The  Heads  of  the  Maids  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  Heads  of  the  Maids,  or  their  Maid. n-head^, 
Take  it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muft  take  it  in  fenfe  that  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  fhall  feel  while  I  am  able  to  ftand: 
And  'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  Fkfh. 

Greg.  Tis  well  thou  art  not  Fifli  :  if  thou  hadft,  thou 
hadft  been  Poor  John.  Draw  thy  Tool,  here  comes  of  the 
Houfe  of  the  Mount  agues. 

Enter  Abram  and  Balthafar. 

Sam.  My  naked  Weapon  is  out;  quarrel,  I  will  back  thee. 

Greg.  How?  turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Sam.  Fear  me  not. 

Greg.  No,  marry  :  I  fear  thee. 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  Law  of  our  fides:  let  them  begin. 

Greg.  I  will  frown  as  I  pifs  by,  and  let  them  take  it  as 
they  lift. 

Sam.  Nay,  astheydare.  I  will  bite  my  Thumb  at  them, 
which  is  a  difgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  Thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 

Sam.  I  do  bite  my  Thumb,  Sir. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  Thumb  at  u?,  Sir? 

Sam.  Is  the  Law  on  our  fide,  if  I  fay  ay  ? 

Greg.  No. 

Sam.  No,  Sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  Thumb  at  you,  Sir:  but 
I  bite  my  Thumb,  Sir. 

Greg.  Do  you  quarrel,  Sir  ? 

Abr.  Quarrel,  Sir?  no,  Sir. 

Sam.  If  you  do,  Sir,  I  am  for  you ;  I  ferve  as  good  a 
Man  as  you. 

Abr.  No  better  \ 

Sam,  Well,  Sir, 

Eniit 
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Enter  Benvolio. 

Greg.  Say  better :  here  comes  one  of  my  Matter's  Kinfmen. 

Sam.  Yes,  better. 

uibr.  You  Lie. 

Sam.    Draw,    if  you  be  Men.     Gregory,   remember  thy 
warning  blow.  IThey  fight. 

Ben.  Part,  Fools,   put  up  your  Swords,   you  know  not 
what  you  do. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  thefe  heartlefs  Hinds? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  Death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  Peace;  put  up  thy  Sword, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  Men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What  dra*',  and  talk  of  Peace?  I  hate  the  word 
As  I  hate  Hell,  all  Mountagues  snd  thee  : 
Have  at  thee,  Coward.  LF^* 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens  with  Clubs, 

Offic.  Club,  Bills,  and  Partifans !  ftrike!  beat  themdown, 
Down  with  the  Capulets,  down  with  the  Mountagues. 
Enter  old  Capulct  in  his  Gown,  and  Lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  noife  is  this?  Give  me  my  long  Sword,  ho? 

La.  Cap.   A  Crutch,  a  Crurch  :  why  call  you  for  a  Sword? 

Cap.  A  Sword,  I  fay  :  Old  Mounpigue  is  come, 
And  fl>urimes  his  Blade  in  fpight  of  me. 

Enter  old  Mountague  and  Lady  Mountague. 

Moun.  Th^u  Villain,  'Capulet Hold  me  not,  Jetmego. 

Lu Mom.  Thou  Unit  not  ftir  a  foot  to  feek  a  Foe. 
Enter  Prince  with  Attendants. 

Prin.  Rebellious  Subjects,  Enemies  to  Peace, 

Prophaners  of  this  Neighbour-ftained  Steel 

Will  they  not  hear?  What  ho,  you  Men,  you  Beafls> 

That  quench  the  Fire  of  your  pernicious  Rage, 

With  purple  Fountains  ifTuing  from  your  Veins : 

On  pain  of  Torture,  from  thefe  bloody  Hands 

Throw  your  miftemper'd  Weapons  to  the  ground* 

And  hear  the  Sentence  of  your  moved  Prince. 

Three  civil  Broils,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 

By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Mountague  t 

Have  thrice  difturb'd  the  quiet  of  ourStreetSj, 

And  made  Verona's  antient  Citizens 

Cad  by  their  grave  befeeming  Ornaments, 
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TQ  wield  old  Partifan*,  in  Hands  as  old, 

Cankred  with  Peace,  to  part  your  Cankred-hate; 

If  ever  you  difturb  our  Streets  again, 

Your  Lives  mall  pay  the  Forfeit  of  the  Peace. 

For  this  time  all  the  reft  depart  away : 

You,  Capnlet,  fhall  go  along  with  rre  ; 

And,  Mountague,  come  you  this  Afternoon, 

To  know  our  further  Pleafure  in  this  cafe, 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  Judgment-place: 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  Death,  all  Men  depart. 

\Exeunt  Prince  and  Capulet,  &c» 

La.  Moan.  Who  fet  this  ancient  Quarrel  new  abroach  \ 
Speak,  Nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  Servants  of  your  Adveifary, 
And  yours,  clofe  fighting,  e'er  I  did  approach; 
I  drew    to  part  them:  In  the  inftant  came  / 

The  fiery  Tibalt>  with  his  Sword  prepar'd, 
Which  as  he  breath/ d  Defiance  to  my  Ears, 
He  fwong  about  his  Head,  and  cut  the  Winds, 
Who  nothing  hurt  withal,  hiiVd  him  in  Scorn  ; 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrufts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part^ 
'Till  the  Prince  came,  who  parted  either  parr. 

La.  Moun.  O  wher^e  is  Romeo,  faw  you  him  to  Day  ? 
Right  glad  am  T,  he  was  not  at  this  Fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worfhipp'd  Sun 
Peer'd  forth  the  golden  Window  of  the  Ead, 
A  troubled  Mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad, 
Where  underneath  the  Grove  ofSycamour, 
That  Weftward  rooreth  from  this  City  fide, 
So  early  walking  did  I  fee  you  Son ; 
Towards  him  I  mad,1,  but  he  was  ware  of  me, 
And  ftole  into  the  Covert  of  the  Wood  ,• 
I  meafuring  his  AfFe&ions  by  my  own, 
Which  then  moit  fought,  where  mod  might  not  be  found. 
Being  one  too  many  by  my  weary  L\ft 
Purfued  my  Humour,  not  purfuing  his, 
And  gladly  fliun'd,  who  gladly  fled  from  me, 

Moun.  Many  a  Morning  hath  he  there  been  ken 
With  Tears  augmenting  the  frefh  Morning  Dew, 
Adding  to  Clouds,  more  Clouds,  with  liis  deep  fighs: 
But  all  fo  foon  as  the  all-cheering  Suna  Should, 
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Should,  in  the  fartheft  Eaft,  begin  to  draw 
The  fhady  Curtains  from  Aurora's  Bed, 
Away  from  light  Heals  home  my  heavy  Son, 
And  private  in  his  Chamber  pens  himielf, 
Shuts  up  his  Windows,  locks  fair  Day-light  our, 
And  makes  himfelf  an  artificial  Night, 
B!ack  and  portentous  muft  this  Humour  prove, 
Unlefs  good  Counfel  may  the  Caufe  remove. 
Ben.  My  Noble  Uncle,  do  you  know  the  Caufe? 
Mow.  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  it  of  him. 
Ben.  Have  youimportun'd  him  by  any  means? 
Moun.  Both  by  my  felf,  and  many  other  Friends; 
But  he,  his  own  Affections  Counsellor, 
Is  to  himfelf  (I  will  not  fay  how  true) 
But  to  himfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clofe, 
So  far  from  founding  and  difcovery, 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  Worm, 
E'er  he  can  fpread  his  fweet  Leaves  to  the  Air, 
Or  dedicate  his  Beauty  to  the  fame. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  Sorrows  grow, 
We  would  as  willingly  give  Cure,  as  know. 

En  er  Romeo. 
Ben.  Sec  where  he  comes:  fo  pleafe  you  ftep  afide, 
I'JI  know  his  Grievance,  or  be  much  deny'd. 

Moun.  I  would  thou  wert  fo  happy  by  thy  ftay, 
To  hear  true  Shrift.     Come,  Madam,  lets  away.     [Exeunt. 
Ben.  G>od  Morrow,  Coufin, 
Rom.  Is  the  day  fo  young? 
Ben.   But  riew  (truck  nine. 
Rom.  Ah  me,  fad  hours  fecm  long. 
Was  that  my  Father  that  went  hence  fo  faft? 

Ben.  It  was:  What  fadnefs  lengthens  Romeos  hours  ? 
Rom.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes  them  iliort. 
Ben.  In  Love? 

Rom.  Our 

Ben.   Of  Love? 

Rom.  Out  of  her  Favour,  where  I  am  in  Love. 
Ben.  Alas,  that  Love  fo  gentle  in  his  view, 
Should  be  fo  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof. 

Rom.  Alas,  that  Love,  whofe  view  is  muffled  ftill, 
Should  without  Eyes,  fee  path- ways  to  his  will: 
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Where  (hall  we  dine? Ome! •  -— whst  fray  was  here  \ 

Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all : 

Here's  much  to  do  with  Hate,  bur  more  with  Love: 

Why  then,  O  brawling  Love!  O  loving  Hate! 

®  any  thing  of  nothing  firft  create: 

O  heavy  Lightnefs,  ferious  Vanity, 

Mifhapen  Chaos  of  well-feeming  Forms, 

Feather  of  Lead,  bright  Smoke,  cold  Fire,  fick  Health, 

Still-waking  Sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is: 

This  Love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  Love  in  this. 

Doft  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Ben.  No  Coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Rom.  Good  Heart,  at  whar  ? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  Heart's  Oppreffion. 

Rom.  Why  fuch  is  Love's  Tranfgreffion. 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lye  heavy  in  my  Breaft  ; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate  to  have  it  pre  ft 
With  more  of  thine,  this  Love  that  thou  haft  {hewn 
Doth  add  more  Grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  fmoke  made  of  the  fume  of  Sighs, 
Being  purg'd,  aFirefparkling  in  Lovers  Eyes, 
Being  vext,  a  Sea  nourish 'd  with  loving  Tears  ; 
What  is  it  elfe?  a  madnefs  rood  difcreet, 
A  choaking  Gall,  and  a  preftrving  Sweet: 
Farewel,  my  Coz.  {G°in& 

Ben.  Soft,  I  will  go  a!ong. 
And  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom.  But  I  have  loft  my  felf,  I  3m  not  here, 
This  is  not  Romeo,  he's  feme  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  fadnefc,  who  is  that  you  \o\  e  ? 

Rom.  Whar,  (hall  I  groan  and  tell  thee? 

Ben.  Groan?  why  no;  but  fadly  tell  me,  \*hof 

Rom.  A  lick  Man  in  good  fadnefs  makes  his  will-— 

O,  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  fo  ill 

In  fadnefs,  Couftn,  I  do  love  a  Woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  fo  near,  when  I  fu ppos'd  you  lov'd. 

Rom.  A  right  good  Mark-man,  and  (he's  fair  I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  Coz,  is  fooneft  hit. 

Rom.  Well  in  that  hie  you  mifs,  ihe'U  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  Arrow  ;  fhe  hath  Di<m\  Wit ; 

And 
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And  in  ftrong  proof  of  Chaftity  well  arm'd; 

From  Love's  weak  childifh  Bow,  (he  lives  uncharm'd. 

She  will  not  flay  the  Siege  of  loving  Terms, 

Nor  bide  th'  Encounter  of  afTailing  Eyes, 

Nor  ope  her  Lap  to  Saint-feducing  Gold: 

O  fhe  is  rich  in  Beauty,  only  poor, 

That  when  fhe  dies,  with  Beauty  dies  her  ftore. 

Ben.  Then  fhe  hath  fworn,  that  (he  will  (till  live  chafte* 
Rom.  Sue  hath,  and  in  that  fparing  makes  huge  wafte. 
For  Beauty  ftaiVd  with  her  feverity, 
Cuts  Beauty  off  from  all  Pofterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wife  ;  wifely  too  fair, 
To  merit  Blifs  by  making  me  defpair: 
She  hath  forfworu  to  love,  and  in  thit  Vow 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 
Rom.  O  teach  me  how  I  (hould  forget  to  think. 
Ben.  By  giving  libeity  unto  thine  Eyes ; 
Examine  other  Beauties. 

Rom.  Tis  the  way  to  call  hers  (exquifite)  in  queftion  more, 
Thofe  happy  Ma^ks  that  ktfs  fair  Ladies  Brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair, 
He  that  is  ftrucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  Treafure  of  his  Eye-fight  loft* 
Shew  me  a  Miftrefs  that  is  pafling  fair; 
What  doth  her  Beauty  ferve,  but  as  a  Note, 
Where  I  may  read  who  paft  that  pafling  fair. 
Farewel,  thou  canft  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ben.  I'll  pay  that  doctrine,  or  elfe  die  in  debt.     [Exeunt* 

Enter  Capulet,  Paris  and  Servant. 
Cap.  Monntagne  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think, 
For  Men  fo  old  as  we  to  keep  the  Peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoning  are  you  both, 
And  pity  'tis  you  liv'd  at  odds  fo  long: 
But  now,  my  Lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  Suit? 
Cap.  But  faying  o'er  what  I  have  faid  before: 
My  Child  is  yet  a  Stranger  in  the  World, 
She  hath  not  feen  the  change  of  fourteen  Years, 
Let  two  more  Summers  wither  in  their  Pride, 
E'er  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  Bride, 

Par. 
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Par.  Younger  than  /he  are  happy  Mothers  made. 
Cap.  And  too  foon  marr'd  are  thofe  Co  early  made  i 
Earth  up  hath  fwallowed  all  my  hopes  but  (lie. 
She  is  the  hopeful  Lady  of  my  Earth : 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  Heart, 
My  will  to  her  confent  is  but  a  part, 
And  ftie  agree,  within  her  fcope  of  choice 
Lies  my  confent,  and  fair  according  Voice? 
This  Night,  I  hold  an  old  accuftom'd  Feaft, 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  Gueft, 
Such  as  I  love,  and  you  among  the  ftore, 
Once  more,  moft  welcome  makes  my  number  more ; 
At  my  poor  Houfe,  look  to  behold  this  Night, 
Earth-treading  Stars  that  make  dark  Heaven  light, 
Such  comfort  as  do  lufty  young  Men  feel, 
When  well-appareird  *Afril  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  Winter  treads,  even  fuch  delight 
Among  frefh  Female  buds  fhall  you  this  Night 
Inherit  at  my  Houfe  ;  hear  all,  all  fee, 
And  like  her  moft,  whofe  merit  moft  fhall  be : 
Which  one  more  view,  of  many,  mine  being  one, 
May  ftand  in  number,  though  in  reck'ning  none, 
Come,  go  with  me.   Go,  Sirrah,  trudge  about, 
Through  fair  Verona,  find  thofe  Perfons  out, 
Whofe  Names  are  written  there,  and  to  them  fay, 
My  Houfe  and  Welcome  on  their  pleafui  e  ftay    [_Ex.  Cap.  Par, 
Ser.  Find  them  out  whofe  Names  are  written  here  ?  It  is 
written,  that  the  Shooe-maker  ihould  meddle  with  his  Yard, 
and  the  Tailor  with  his  Laft,  the  Fifher  with  his  Pencil,  ancl 
the  Painter  with  his  Nets.     But  I  am  fenttofind  thofe  Per- 
fons whofe  Names  are  writ,  and  can  never  find  what  Names 
the  writing  Perfon  hath  here  writ,  ( 1  muft  to  the  Learned,} 
in  good  time.  s 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Romeo. 
Ben.  Tut  Man,  one  Fire  burns  out  anothe;'s  burning. 
One  pain  is  lefTen'd  by  another's  anguifh; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning, 
One  defperate  Grief  cures  with  another's  languid]  $ 
Take  thou  feme  rtew  Infection  to  the  Eye, 
And  the  rank  Pojfon  of  fhe  old  will  die. 
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Rom.  Your  Plantan  Leaf  is  excellent  for  that.    , 

Ben.  For  what,  I  pray  thee? 

Rom.  For  your  broken  Shin. 

Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Rom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  mad  Man  is : 
Shut  up  in  Prifon,  kept  without  my  Food, 
Whiptand  tormented;  and Good-e'en,  good  Fellow, 

Ser.  God  gi'  Good-  e'en  :  I  pray,  Sir,  can  you  read  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  Fortune  in  my  Mifery. 

Ser.  Perhaps  you  have  learn'd  it  without  Book  .• 
But,  I  pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  fee? 

Rom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  Letters  and  the  Language. 

Ser.  Ye  fay  honeftly,  reft  you  merry. 

Rom.  Stay  Fellow,  I  can  resd. 

He  reads  the  Letter. 

Signior  Martino,  and  his  Wife  and  Daughter :  Count  An- 
lelm  and  his  beauteous  Sifters;  the  Lady  Widow  of  Vitru- 
vio,  Signior  Placentio,  and  his  lovely  Nieces;  Mercutio  and 
his  Brother  Valentine ;  mine  Vncle  Capuler,  his  JVtfe  and 
Daughters;  my  fair  JVieceRofoline,  Livia,  Signior  Valentio, 
and  his  Cottjin  Tybalt;  Lucio,  and  the  lovely  Helena. 

A  fair  Affembly;  whither  fhould  they  come? 

Ser.  Up. 

Rom.  Whither?  to  Supper? 

Ser.  To  our  Houfe. 

Rom.  Whofe  Honfe? 

Ser.  My  Matter's. 

Rom.  Indeed  I  mould  have  askt  you  that  before. 

Ser.  Now  I'll  tell  you  without  asking.  My  Mafter  is  the 
great  rich  Cafulet,  and  if  you  be  nor  of  the  Houfe  of  Moun- 
tagues,  I  pray  come  and  crufh  a  Cup  of  Wine.  Reft  you 
merry.  ■  [Exit. 

Ben.  At  this  fame  ancient  Feaft  of  Capulets, 
Sups  the  fair  Rofiiline,  whom  thou  fo  loveft; 
With  all  the  admired  Beauties  of  Verona : 
Go  thither,  and  with  unattainted  Eye, 
Compare  her  Face  with  fome  that  I  ihall  (hew, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  Swan  a  Crow. 

Rom. 
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Rom,  When  the  devout  Religion  of  mine  Eye 
Maintains  fuch  Falfehood,  then  turn  Tears  to  Fire* 
And  thefe  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die, 
Tranfparent  Hcreticks  be  burnt  for  Liars. 
One  fairer  than  my  Love  !  the  all-feeing  Sun 
Ne'er  faw  her  Match,  flnce  firft  the  World  begun, 

Ben.  Tut,  tut,  youfaw  her  fair, none  elfe  beingby, 
Her  felf  pois'd  with  her  felf  in  either  Eye  : 
But  in  thofe  Chryftal  Scales,  let  there  be  weigh'd, 
Your  Ladies  love  againft  fome  other  Maid, 
That  I  will  ftiew  you,  mining  at  this  Feaft, 
And  fhe'Il  fhew  fcant  well,  that  now  mews  befh 

Rom.  I'll  go  along,  no  fuch  fight  to  be  fhewn, 
But  to  rejoice  in  fplendor  of  mine  own. 

SCENE  II.   Capulet'j'  Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet,  and  Nurfe. 

La.  Cap*  Nurfe,  where 's  my  Daughter  ?  call  her  forth 
to  me. 

Nurfe.  Now  by  my  Maiden-head,  at  twelve  Years  old^  I 
bad  her  come;  what  Lamb,  what  Lady-bird,  God  forbid.* 
Where's  this  Girl  ?  what,  Juliet  ? 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  How  now,  who  calls  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  Mother. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  here,  what  is  your  Will? 

La.  Cap.  This  is  the  matter Nurfe,  give  leave  a  while, 

we  muft  talk  in  Secret.  Nurfe  come  back  again,  I  have  re- 
membred  me,  thouP  hear  my  Counfel:  Thou  knoweft  my 
Daughter's  of  a  pretty  Age. 

Nurfe.  Faith,  I  can  tell  her  Age  unto  an  Hoijr. 

La.  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nurfe.  ril  lay  fourteen  of  my  Teeth, 
And  yet  to  my  Teeth  be  it  fpoken, 
I  have  but  four,  (he's  not  fourteen ; 
Hqw  long  is  it  now  to  Lammas-tide  ? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  odd  Days. 

Nurfe.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  Days  in  the  Year,  come  Lamr 
mas-Evtzt  Night  fhall  fhe  be  fourteen.  Sufan  and  me,  God 
reft  all  Chriftian  Souls,  were  of  an  Age.  Well*  Sufan  is  with 

God, 
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God,  (he  was  too  good  for  me.  But  as  I  faid,  on  Lammas- 

Eve  at  Night  fhall  (he  be  fourteen,  that  fhall  (lie,  marry, 
I  remember  it  well.  'Tis  fince  the  Earthquake  now  eleven 
Years,  and  (lie  was  wean'd,  I  never  (hall  forget  it,  of  all 
the  Days  in  ths  Year,  upon  that  Day  ;  for  I  had  then  laid 
Worm-wood  to  my  Dug,  fitting  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove- 

Houfe  Wall,  my  Lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua « nay, 

do  bear  a  Brain.  But  as  I  faid,  when  it  did  tafte  the  Worm- 
wood on  the  Nipple  of  my  Dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty 
Fool,  to  fee  it  teachy,  and  fall  out  with  the  Dug.  Shake, 
Qjoth  theDove-houfe  —  'twas  no  need  I  trow  to  bid  me 
trudge;  and  fince  that  time  it  is  eleven  Years,  fnr  then  (he 
could  ftand  alone,  nay,  byth'  Rood  (he  could  have  run,  and 
wadled  all  about  ;  for  even  the  Day  before  (he  broke  her 
Brow,  and  then  my  Husband,  God  be  his  Soul,  a  was 
a  merry  Man,  took  up  the  Child,  yea,  quoth  he,  doft  thou 
fall  upon  thy  Face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  haft 
more  Wit,  wilt  thou  not,  Juliet  \  And  by  my  Holy-dam, 
the  pretty  Wretch  left  Crying,  and  faid,  Ay ;  to  fee  now  how 
a  Jeft  (hall  come  about.  I  warrant,  and  I  mould  live  a 
thoufand  Years,  I  never  fhouid  forget  it  :  Wilt  thou  not, 
Juliet,  quoth  he?  and  pretty  Fool,  it  dinted,  and  faid,  Ay. 

La.  Cap,  Enough  of  this,  I  pray  thee  hold  thy  Peace. 

Nnrfe,  Yes,  Madam,  yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh,  to 
think  it  (hould  leave  ciying,  and  fay,  Ay;  and  yet  I  warrant 
it  had  upon  its  Brow  a  bump  as  big  as  a  young  Cockrels 
Stone  :  A  perilous  knock,  and  it  cried  bitterly.  Yea,  quoth 
my  Husband,  fall'd  upon  thy  Face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  back- 
ward when  thou  corned:  to  Age  ;  wilt  thou  not,  Juliet  \ 
It  dinted,  and  faid,  Ay. 

Jul.  And  (tint  thee  too,  I  pray  thee,  Nurfe,  fay  I. 

Nurfe.  Peace,  I  have  done  :  God  mark  thee  to  his  Grace, 
thou  waft  the  prettied  Babe  that  e'er  I  nurd,  and  I  might 
live  to  fee  thee  married  once,  I  have  my  wiih. 

La,  Cap.  Marry,  that  marry  is  the  very  Theam 
I  came  to  talk  of;  tell  me>  Daughter  Juliet, 
How  ftands  your  difpofition  to  be  married  ? 

Jul,  'Tis  an  hour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurfe.  An  hour,  were  not  I  thine  only  Nurfe,  I  would 
fay  that  thou  hadft  fuck'd  Wifdom  from  thy  Teat. 

jba.  Cape 
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La.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  Marriage  now  ;  younger  thanyots 
Here  in  Verona^  Ladies  of  Lftecm, 
Are  made  already  Mothers.     By  iny  count, 
I  was  your  Mother  much  upon  thtfe  Years, 
That  you  are  now  a  Maid ;  thus  then  in  brief, 
The  valiant  Paris  feeks  you  for  his  Love. 

Nurfe.  A  Man,  young  Lady,  Lady,  fuch  a  Man,  as  all 
the  World Why  he's  a  Man  of  Wax. 

La.  Cap.  feronrfs  Summer  hath  not  fuch  a  Flower. 

Nurfe.  Nay  he's  a  Flower,  in  faith  a  very  Flower. 

La.  Ca.  What  fay  you,  cm   you  love  the  Gentleman? 
This  Night  you  (hill  behold   him  at  our  Feaft, 
Read  o'er  the  Volume  of  young  Paris's  Face, 
And  hnd  Delight  writ  there  with  Beauty's  Pen; 
Examine  every  feveral  Lineament, 
And  fee  how  one,  another  lends  Content ; 
And  whit  obfcur'd  in  this  fair  Volume  lyes, 
Find  written  in  the  Margent  of  his  Eyes. 
This  precious  Book  of  Love,  this  unbound  Lover, 
To  beautifie  him,  only  lacks  a  Cover. 
The  Fifh  lives  in  the  Sea,  and  'tis  much  Pride 
For  fair  without,  the  fair  within  to  hide : 
That  Biok  in  rrunies  Eyes  doth  mare  the  Glory, 
That  in  Gold  Clafps  locks  in  the  golden  Story ; 
So  (hall  you  (hare  ail  that  he  doth  pofTefs, 
By  having  him,  making  your  felf  no  lefs. 

Nurfe.  Nolefs!  nay  bigger;  Women  grow  by  Men* 

La.  Cap.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of /Vzri.r  love  \ 

Jul.  I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move. 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  Eye, 
Than  your  Confent  gives  Strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  Guefts  are  come,  Supper  ferv'd  up,  you 
call'd,  my  young  Lady  ask'd  for,  the  Nurfe  curft  in  the 
Pantry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity  ;  I  rauft  hence  to 
wait,  I  befeech  you  follow  (traight.  [Exit* 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.  Juliety  the  County  flays. 

Nurfe,  Go,  Girl,  feek  happy  Nights  to  happy  Days. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter 
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Enter  Ro.Tieo,  /  lercutio,  Benvolio,  with  five  or  fix  other 
Masker s,  Torch- hearers. 

Rom.  What,  fhall  this  Speech  be  fpoke  to  our  excufe  I 
Or  fhall  we  on  without  Apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity, 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hood-wink'd  with  a  Scarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  Bow  of  Lath, 
Scaring  the  Ladies  like  a  Crow-keeper. 
But  lee  them  meafure  us  by  what  they  will, 
We'll  meafure  them  a  Meafure  and  be  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  Torch,  lam  not  for  this  ambling. 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  Light. 

Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo>  we  muft  have  you  dance* 

Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me,  you  have  dancing  Shoes 
With  nimble  Soles,  I  have  a  Sole  of  Lead, 
So  (lakes  me  to  the  Ground  I  cannot  move. 

Mer,  You  are  a  Lover,  borrow  Cupid's  Wings, 
And  foar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  fore  impierced  with  his  Shaft, 
To  foar  with  his  light  Feathers,  and  to  bound : 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  Woe  ; 
Under  Love's  heavy  burden  do  I  fink. 

Mer.  And  to  fink  in  it,  fhould  you  burden  Love, 
Too  great  oppreflion  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  Love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rough, 
Too  rude,  too  boifterous,  it  pricks  like  Thorn. 

Mer.  If  Love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  Love, 
Prick  Love  for  pricking,  and  you  Love  beat  down  : 
Give  me  a  Cafe  to  put  my  Vifage  in, 
A  Vifor  for  a  Vifor;  what  care  I 
What  curious  Eye  doth  quote  Deformities, 
Here  are  the  Beetle-brows  fhall  bluih  for  me. 

Ben.  Come  knock  and  enter,  and  no  fooner  in, 
But  every  Man  betake  him  to  his  Legs. 

Rom.  A  Torch  for  me,  let  Wantons,  light  of  Heart, 
Tickle  the  fenfelefs  Rufhes  with  their  Heels; 
For  I  am  provcrb'd  with  a  Grand-fire  Phrafe  ; 
I'll  be  a  Candle-lighter,  and  look  on, 
The  Game  was  ne'er  fo  fair,  and  I  am  Done. 

Mer.  Tut,  Dun's  the  Moufe,  the  Conftables  own  word; 
If  thou  art  Dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  Mire; 
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Or,  fave  your  Reverence,  Love,  wherein  thou  flicked 
Up  to  the  Ears:  Come,  we  burndjy-light,  ho. 

Rom.  Nay,  that's  not  fo. 

Met.  I  mean,  Sir,  we  delay. 
We  wafte  our  Lights  in  vain,  lights,  lights,  by  day; 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  Judgment  fits 
Five  things  in  that,  e'er  once  in  our  fine  Wits. 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  Mask  ; 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Rom.  I  dreamt  a  Dream  to  Night. 

Mer.  And  fo  did  T. 

Rom.  Well;  what  was  yours  f 

Mer%  That  Dreamers  often  Lie. 

Rom.  In  Bed  afleep;  while  they  do  dream  things  true. 

Mer*  O  then  I  fee  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you: 
She  is  the  Fairies  Mid-wife,  and  ihe  comes  in  fliape  no  big- 
ger than  an  Agat-ftone  on  the  Fore-finger  of  an  Alderman, 
drawn  with  a  teem  of  little  Atomies,  over  Mens  Nofes  as 
they  lye  afleep:  Her  Waggon  Spokes  made  of  long  Spinners 
Legs  ;  the  Cover,  of  the  Wings  of  Grafhoppers ;  her 
Trace  of  the  fmalleft  Spider's  Web  ;  her  Collars  of  the 
Moonfhine's  watry  beams;  her  Whip  of  Cricket's  bone; 
the  Lafli  of  film ;  her  Waggoner  a  fmall  gray-coated  Gnat, 
not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  Worm,  prickt  from  the  lazy 
Finger  of  a  Woman.  Her  Chariot  h  an  empty  Hazel* 
Nut,  made  by  the  Joyner  Squirrel  or  old  Grub,  time  out 
of  mind,  the  Fairies  Coach-makers  :  And  in  this  ftate  Ihe 
gallops  Night  by  Night,  through  Lovers  Brains  ;  and  then 
they  dream  of  Love.  On  Countries  Knees,  that  dream  on 
Curfies  ftrait :  O'er  Lawyers  Fingers,  who  ftrait  dream  on 
Fees  :  O'er  Ladies  Lips,  who  ftrait  on  Kiffes  dream,  which 
oft  the  angry  Mab  with  Blifters  plagues,becaufe  their  breaths 
with  Sweet-meats  tainted  are.  Sometimes  fhe  gallops 
o'er  a  Courtier's  Nofe,  and  then  dreams  he  of  (mdling 
out  a  Suit:  And  fometimes  comes  {he  with  a  Tith-pigsTaiJt 
tickling  a  Parfon's  Nofe  as  he  lies  afleep  ;  then  he  dreams 
of  another  Benefice.  Sometimes  ihe  driveth  o'er  a  Soldier's 
Neck,  and  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  Foreign  Throat,  of 
Breaches,  Ambufcadoes,  SpaniJJ?  Blades ;  of  Healths  five 
Fathom  deep ;  and  then  anon  drums  in  his  Ears,  at  which 

he 
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he  ftarts  and  wakes,  and  being  thus  frighted,  fwears  a  Prayer 
or  two,  and  fleeps  again.  This  is  that  very  Mab  that  plats 
the  Manes  of  Horfeb  in  the  Night,  and  bakes  the  Elf-locks 
in  foul  fluttifh  Hair5,  which  once  intangled,  much  Misfor- 
tunes bodes. 

This  is  the  Hag,  wh;n  Maids  lye  on  their  Backs, 
That  prefTes  them,  and  learns  them  firft  to  bear, 
Making  them  Women  of  good  Carriage  : 

This  is  fhe 

Rom.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace  ; 
Thou  ralk'ft  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  Dreams; 

Which  are  the  Children  of  an  idle  Brain, 

Begot  of  nothing,  but  vain  Phantafie, 

Which  is  as  thin  of  fubftance  as  the  Air, 

And  more  unconftant  than  the  Wind;  who  wooes 

Even  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  North, 

And  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence, 

Turning  his  fide  to  the  Dew-dropping  South.' 

Ben.  This  Wind  you  talk  of,  blows  us  from  our  felves; 

Supper  is  done,  and  we/hall  come  too  late. 
Rom.  I  fear  too  early;  for  my  mind  mifgives, 

Some  confequence  ftill  hanging  in  the  Stars, 

Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 

With  this  Night's  Revels,  and  expire  the  term 

Of  a  defpifed  Life  clos'd  in  my  Breaft, 

By  fome  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death; 

But  he  that  hath  the  iteerage  of  my  courfe, 

Direct  my  Suit  :  On,  lufty  Gentlemen. 
Ben.  Strike,  Drum. 

They  march  about  the  Stage,  and  Servants  come  forth  with 

their  Napkins. 

i  Ser.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take  away? 
He  fliift  a  Trencher  !  He  fcrape  a  Trencher  J 

2  Ser.  When  good'  Manners  mail  ye  in  one  or  two  Mens 
Hands,  and  they  unwahYd  too,  *th  a  foul  thing. 

i  Ser.  Away  with  the  Joint-ftools,remove  the  Court-cup- 
board, look  to  the  Plate  :  Good  thou,  fave  me  a  piece  of 
March-pane;   and  as   thou  loveft  me,  let  the  Porter  let  in 

Vo*.  V.  C  Snfm 
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Stifm  Grindftonc,  and  Nell,  Anthony,  and  Pot  pan. 
2  Ser.  Ay,  Boy,  ready. 

i  Ser.  You  are  look'd  for,  call'd  for,  ask'd  for,  and  fought 
for,  in  the  great  Chamber. 

2  Ser.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too ;  chearly  Boys  ; 

Be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  all  the  Gnefts  and  Ladies  to  the  Maskers. 

i  Cap.  Welcome,  Gentlemen; 
Ladies  that  have  their  Toes 

Unplagu'd  with  Corns  will  walk  about  with  you. 
Ah  me,  my  MiftrefTes,  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  Dance  ?  She  that  makes  dainty, 
She,  I'll  fwear,  hath  Corns ;  Am  I  come  near  ye  now  ? 
Welcome  Gentlemen,  I  have  feen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  Vifor,  and  could   tell 
A  whifpering  Tale  in  a  fair  Lady's  Ear, 
Such  as  would  pleafe:  'Tis  gone;  'tis  gone;  'tis  gone: 
You  are  all  welcome,  Gentlemen;  come,  Muficians,  play. 

[Muficb  plays*  and  they  Dance, 
A  Hall,  Hall;  give  room,  and  foot  it,  Girls: 
More  Light  ye  Knaves  and  turn  the  Tables  up ; 
And  quench  the  Fire,  the  Room  is  grown  too  hot. 
Ah,  Sirrah,  this  unlook'd  for  fport  comes  well: 
Nay,  fit,  nay,  fit,  good  Coufin  Capulet, 
For  you  and  I,  are  paft  our  dancing  daies: 
How  long  is't  now  fince  laft  your  fdf  and  I 
Were  in  a  Mask  ? 

2  Cap.  By'r  Lady*  thirty  Years. 

i  Cap.  What,  Man!  'tis  not  fo  much, 'tis  not  fo  much; 
'Tis  fince  the  Nuptial  of  Lmentio, 
Come  Pentecofr,  as  quickly  as  it  will, 
Some  five  and  twenty  Years,  and  then  we  Mask'd. 

2  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more,  his  Son  is  Elder,  Sir: 
His  Son  is  Thirty. 

i  Cap.  W.ll  you  tell  me  that  ? 
His  Son  was  but  a  Ward  two  Years  ago. 

i  Rom.  What  Lady  is  that  which  doth  enrich  the  Hand 
Of  yonder  Knight? 

Ser.  I  know  nor,  Sir.  * 

*  Rom.  O  (he  doth  teach  the  Torches  to  burn  bright; 
Her  Beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  Ni^hr, 

Like 
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Like  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  ts£thiop's  Ear: 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe,  for  Earth  too  dear  ! 
So  (hews  a  Snowy  Dove  trooping  with  Crows* 
As  yonder  Lady  o'er  her  Fellows  (hows  : 
The  Meafure  done,  1*11  watch  her  place  of  ftand, 
And  touching  hers,  make  blefled  my  rude  Hand. 
Did  my  Heart  love  till  now;  forfwear  it  Sight? 
For  I  ne'er  faw  true  Beauty  'till  this  Night. 

Tib.  This  by  his  Voice  (hould  be  a  Mountague< 
Fetch  me  my  Rapier,  Boy :  what  dares  the  Slave 
Come  hither  cover'd  with  an  Antick  Face, 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  our  Solemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  ftock  and  honour  of  my  Kin, 
Te  ftrike  him  dead,  I  hold  it  not  a  (in. 

Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Kinfman, 
Wherefore  ftorm  you  fo  ? 

Tib.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Mountagne^  our  Foe : 
A  Villain  that  is  hither  come  in  fpight, 
To  fcorn  at  our  Solemnity  this  Night, 

Cap.  Young  Romeo>  is  it  ? 

Tib.  'Tis  he,  that  Villain  Romeo. 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  Coz,  let  him  alone, 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  Gentleman: 
And  to  fay  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  wcll-govern'd  Youth. 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  Town, 
Here  in  my  Houfe  do  him  difparagement : 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  Note  of  him, 
It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  refpecl:, 
Shew  a  fair  Prefence,  and  put  off  thefe  Frowns, 
An  ill  befeeming  femblance  of  a  Feafh 

Tib.  It  fits,  when  fuch  a  Villain  is  a  Guefh 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  (hall  be  indur'd. 

What,  Goodman-boy I  fay  he  (hall.  Goto— — . 

Am  I  the  Matter  here,  or  you  ?     Go  to 

You'll  not  endure  him  !  God  fhall  mend  my  Soul* 
You'll  make  a  Mutiny  among  the  Guefts  : 
You  will  fet  Cock-a-hoop?  You'll  be  the  Man? 

Tib.  Why,  Uncle,  'tis  a  (hame. 

Cap.  Go  to,  go  to# 
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You  are  a  faucy  Boy *cis  fo  indeed 

This  trick  may  chance  to  fcathe  you;  I  know  what, 

You  muft  contrary  me  ? marry  'tis  time. 

Well  faid,  my  Hearts,  you  are  a  Princox,  go, 

Be  quiet,  or  more  light,  for  fhame; 

I'll  make  you  quiet.     What,  cheerly,  my  Hearts. 

Tib.  Patience  perforce  with  wilful  Choler  meeting, 
Makes  my  Flefh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw;  but  this  Intrufion  (hall, 
Now  feeming  fweet,  convert  to  bitter  Gall. 

Rom.  If  I  prophane  with  my  unworthieft  Hand,  [T(?Julief. 
This  holy  Shrine,  the  gentle  fin  is  this, 
My  Lips  two  blufhing  Pilgrims  ready  ftand, 
To  fmooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  Kifs. 

Jul.  Good  Pilgrim, 
You  do  wrong  your  Hand  too  much, 
Which  mannerly  Devotion  fhews  in  this, 

For  Saints  haveHands the^Pilgrim's  Hand  do  touch, 

And  Palm  to  Palm,  is  holy  Palmer's  Kifs. 

Rom.  Have  not  Saints  Lips,  and  holy  Palmers  too  I 
Jptl.  Ay,Pilgrim,  Lips  that  they  muft  ufe  in  Prayer. 
Rom.  O  then,dear  Saint,  let  Lips  do  what  Hands  do, 
They  pray  f grant  thou)  left  Faith  turn  to  Defpair. 

Jul.  Saints  do  not  move, 
Though  grant  for  Prayers  fake. 

Rom.  Then  move  not  while  my  Prayers  effect  do  take  J 
Thus  from  my  Lips,  by  thine  my  fin  is  purgJd.  [Kiffing  her, 
Jul.  Then  have  my  Lips  the  fin  that  they  have  took. 
Rom.  Sin  from  my  Lips !  O  trefpafs  fwectly  urg'd  : 
Give  me  my  fin  again. 

Jul.  You  kifs  by  th'  Book. 

Nut.  Madam,  your  Mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 
Rom.  What  is  her  Mother  ? 
Nur.  Marry,  Batchelor, 
Her  Mother  is  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe, 
And  a  good  Lady,  and  a  wife  and  virtuous, 
I  nurs'd  her  Daughter  that  you  talk  withal : 
I  tell  you,  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  the  Chinks. 

Rom.  Is  fhe  a  Capulet  ? 
O  dear  Account !  My  Life  is  my  Foe's  debt, 
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Ben.  Away,  be  gone,  the  fport  is  at  the  bed. 

Rom.  Ay,  (o  I  fear,  the  more  is  my  unreft. 

Cap.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone, 
We  have  a  trifling  foolifh  Banquet  towards. 
Is  it  e'en  fo  ?  why  then,  I  thank  you  all. 
I  thank  you,  honeft  Gentlemen,  good  Night: 

More  Torches  here come  on,  then  let's  to  Bed. 

Ah,  Sirrah,  by  my  Fay  it  waxes  late. 

Ill  to  my  reft.  \Exeunt. 

Jul.  Come  hither,  Nurfe. 
What  is  yond' Gentleman? 

Nur.  The  Son  and  Heir  of  old  Tyberio. 

Jul.  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  Door  ? 

Nur.  Marry,  that  I  think  to  be  young  Tetruchio. 

Jul.  What's  he  that  follows  here,  that  would  not  dance? 

Nur.  I  know  not. 

Jul.  Go  ask  his  Name.    If  he  be  Married, 
My  Grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  Bed. 

Nur.  His  Name  is  Romeoy  and  a  Mount  ague. 
The  only  Son  of  our  great  Enemy. 

Jul.  My  only  Love  fprung  from  my  only  Hate! 
Too  early  feen,  unknown,  and  known  too  late : 
Prodigious  birth  of  Love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  mud  love  a  loathed  Enemy. 

Nur.  What's  this  ?  what's  this  ? 

Jul.  A  Rhime  I  learn'd  even  now 
Of  one  I  danc'd  withal. 

[One  calls  within^  Juliet. 
Nur.  Anon,  anon : 
Come,  let's  away,  the  Strangers  all  are  gone,  \Exeunu 


ACT    II.     S  C  E  N  E  I.1 

Chorus. 

NO  W  old  Defire  doth  in  his  Death-bed  lye, 
And  young  Affection  gapes  to  be  his  Heir  : 
That  fair,  for  which  Love  groan'd  fore,  and  would  die. 
With  tender  Juliet  match'd  is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  belov'd,  and  loves  again, 
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Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  Looks : 

But  to  his  Foe  fuppos'd  he  muft  complain, 

And  (he  fteal  Love's  fweet  bait  from  fearful  Hooks, 

Being  held  a  Foe,  he  may  not  have  accefs 

To  hreath  fiich  Vows  as  Lovers  ufe  to  fwear; 

And  (he  as  much  in  Love,  her  means  much  lefs, 

To  mter  her  new  Beloved  any  where: 

But  paffion  lends  them  Power,  Time  Means  to  meet, 

Tempting  Extremities  with  extream  fweer. 

SCENE    II.     The  Street. 

Enter  Romeo  alone. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward  when  my  Heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  Earth,  and  find  my  Center  out.         [Exit,, 
Enter  Benvolio  with  Mercutio. 

Ben.  Romeo,  my  Coufin  Romeo 9  Romeo. 

Mer.  He  is  wife, 
And  on  my  Life  hath  ftoln  him  home  to  Bed. 

Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  Orchard  Wall* 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. 
Romeo  Humours,  Madman,  Paffion,  Lover, 
Appear  thou  in  the  iikenefs  of  a  figh, 
Speak  but  one  time,  and  I  am  fatisfied: 
Cry  me  but  Ay  me!  couple  but  Love  and  Day; 
Speak  to  my  Goffip  Venus  one  fair  Word, 
One  Nick-name  for  her  pur-blind  Son  and  her, 
Young  Abraham  Cupid,  he  that  (hot  fo  true, 
When  King  Cophetua  lov'd  the  Beggar-maid. 
He  heareth  not,  he  fhrreth  not,  he  moveth  not;, 
The  Ape  is  dead,  and  I  mud:  conjure  him. 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rofzline's  bright  Eyes, 
Ey  her  high  Fore-head,  and  her  Scarlet  Lip, 
By  her  fine  Foot,  ftreight  Leg,  and  quivering  Thigh,, 
And  theDefmeans  that  there  adjacent  lye, 
That  in  thy  Iikenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  And  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer,  This  cannot  anger  him,  'twould  anger  him 
To  raife  a  Spirit  in  his^  Miftrefs's  Circle, 
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Of  fome  ftrange  Nature,  letting  it  there  ftand 

'Till  (he  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down  ; 

That  were  fome  fpight. 

My  Invocation  is  fair  andhoneft,  and  in  his  Miftrefs's  Name 

I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  Trees, 
To  be  conforted  with  the  humorous  Night : 
Blind  is  his  Love,  and  be  ft  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.  If^Love  be  blind,  Love  cannot  hit  the  Mark. 
Now  will  he  fit  under  a  Medlar-tree, 
And  wi(h  his  Miftrefs  were  that  kind  of  Fruit, 
Which  Maids  call  Medlars  when  they  laugh  alone: 
O,  Romeo,  that  (he  were,  O  that  (he  were 

An  Open or  thou  a  Poprin  Pear ', 

Romeo,  good  Night,  I'll  to  my  Truckle-bed, 
This  Field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  fleep : 
Come,   (hall  we  go? 

Ben,  Go  then,  for  'tis  in  vain  to  feek  him  here, 
That  means  not  to  be  found.  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.     A  Garden. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  He  jefts  at  Scars  that  never  ft  It  a  Wound-*— 
But  foft,  what  Light  thro'  yonder  Window  breaks? 
It  is  the  Eaft,  and  Juliet  is  the  Sun  : 

Juliet  appears  above  at  a  Window* 
Arife,  fair  Sun,  and  kill  the  envious  Moon, 
Who  is  already  fick  and  pale  with  Grief, 
That  thou,  her  Maid,  art  far  more  fair  than  (he. 
Be  not  her  Maidfince  (he  is  envious, 
Her  veftal  Livery  is  but  fick  and  green, 
And  none  but  Fools  do  wear  it,  caft  it  off: 
It  is  my  Lady,  O  it  is  my  Love — O  that  (he knew  fli?  were! 
She  fpeaks,  yet  (he  fays  nothing;  what  of  that? 

Her  Eye  difcourfes,  I  will  anfwer  it 

I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  (lie  fpeaks: 
Two  of  the  faired:  Stars  of  all  the  Heaven, 
Having  fome  Bufinefs,  dointreat  her  Eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  Spheres  'till  they  return. 
What  if  her  Eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  Head, 
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The  brightnefsof  her  Cheek  would  fliame  thofe  Stars, 
As  Day-light  doth  a  Lamp ;  her  Eye  in  Heaven, 
Would  through  the  airy  Region  ftream  fo  bright, 
That  Birds  would  fing,  and  think  it  were  not  Night : 
See  how  (he  leans  her  Cheek  upon  her  Hand  / 
O  that  I  were  a  Glove  upon  that  Hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  Cheek. 

Jul.  Ah  me ! 

Rom.  She  fpeaks. 
Oh  fpeak  again,  bright  Angel,  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  Night,  being  o'er  my  Head, 
As  is  a  winged  Meflenger  from  Heaven, 
Unto  the  white  upturned  wondring  Eyes, 
Of  Mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him, 
When  he  beftrides  the  lazy  puffing  Clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  Bofom  of  the  Air. 

Jul.  O  Romeoy  Romeo wherefore  art  thou  Romeo* 

Deny  thy  Father,  and  refufe  thy  Name : 
Or  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  fwofn  my  Love, 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  Jmore,  or  fhall  I  fpeak  at  this  ?     \jifidt* 

Jul.  *Tis  but  thy  Name  that  is  my  Enemy : 
Thou  art  thy  felf,  though  not  a  Mountague. 
What's  Mount ague?  it  is  not  Hand,  nor  Foot, 

Nor  Arm,  nor  Face O  be  fome  other  Name. 

Belonging  to  a  Man. 

What's  in  a  Name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  Rofe, 
By  any  other  word  would  fmell  as  fweet. 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  calPd, 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  Title  ,*  Romeoy  doff  thy  Name, 
And  for  that  Name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  my  felf. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  Word : 
Call  me  but  Love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptiz'd, 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  Man  art  thou,  that  thus  befcreen'd  in  Night, 
So  ftumbleft  on  my  Counfel? 

Rom.  By  a  Name, 
I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am : 
My  Name,  dear  Saint,  is  hateful  to  my  k\fy 
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Becaufe  it  is  an  Enemy  to  thee, 

Had  I  it  written,   I  would  tear  the  Word. 

Jul.  My  Ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  Words 
Of  thy  Tongue's  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  found. 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Mountague  ? 

Rom,  Neicher,  fair  Maid,  if  either  thee  diflike, 

Jul.  How  cam 'ft  thou  hither, 
Tell  me,  and  wherefore? 

The  Orchard  Walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb, 
And  the  place  Death,  confidering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  my  Kinfmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  Love's  light  Wings, 
Did  I  o'er-perch  thcfe  Walls, 
For  ftony  Limits  cannot  hold  Love  out, 
And  what  Love  can  do,  that  dares  Love  attempt: 
Therefore  thy  Kinfmen  are  no  flop  to  me. 

Jul.  If  they  do  fee  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 

Rom.  Alack,  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  Eye, 
Than  twenty  of  their  Swords;  look  thou  but  fweet, 
And  I  am  proof  againfr.  their  Enmity. 

Jul.  I  would  not  for  the  World  they  faw  thee  here. 

Rom.  I  have  Night's  Cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  Eyes, 
And  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here; 
My  Life  were  better  ended  by  their  Hate, 
Than  Death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  Love. 

Jul.  By  whofe  direction  found'ft  thou  out  this  place? 

Rom.  By  Love,  that  firft  did  prompt  me  to  enquire, 
He  lent  me  Counfel,  and  I  lent  him  Eyes : 
I  am  no  Pilot,  yet  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vaft  Shore,  wafli'd  with  the  fartheft  Sea, 
I  ihould  adventure  for  fuch  Merchandife. 

Jul.  Thou  knoweft  the  mask  of  Night  is  on  my  Face, 
Elfe  would  a  Maiden  blufh  bepaint  my  Cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heard  me  fpeak  to  Night, 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain,  deny 
What  I  have  fpoke— — but  farewel  Complements : 
Doll:  thou  Love?  O,  I  know  thou  wilt  fay,  Ay, 

And  I  will  take  thy  Word yet  if  thou  fwear'ft, 

Thou  may'ft  prove  falfe;  at  Lovers  Perjuries  l 
They  fay  Jove  laughs ;  oh  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  doftlove,  pronounce  it  faithfully: 

Or 


io;>8  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Or  if  thou  think'ft  I  am  too  quickly  won,! 
I'll  frown  and  be  perverfe,  and  fay  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  wooe :  But  elfe  not  for  the  World. 
In  truth,  fair  Mountague,    I  am  too  fond ; 
And  therefore  thou  may 'ft  think  my  'Haviour  light: 
But  truft  me,  Gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true, 
Than  thofe  that  have  more  Coining  to  be  ftrange. 
I  ftiould  have  been  more  ftrange,  I  muft  confefs, 
But  that  thou  over-heard'ft,]  e'er  I  was  ware, 
My  true  Love's  Paflion ;  therefore  pardon  me, 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  Love, 
Which  the  dark  Night  hath  fo  discovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  Moon  I  vow, 
That  tips  with  Silver  all  thcfe  Fruit-tree  tops 

JhL  O  fwear  not  by  the  Moon,  trT  unconftant  Moon^ 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  Orb, 
Left  that  thy  Love  prove  like  wife  variable,, 

Rom.  What  mail  I  fwear  by? 

JhL  Do  not  fwear  at  all ; 
Or  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf, 
Which  is  the  God  of  my  Idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  Heart's  dear  love- 

Jul.  Well,  do  not  fwear although  I  joy  in  thee^ 

I  have  no  joy  of  this  Contract  to  Night ; 
It  is  too  rafli,  too  unadvis'd,  too  fudden, 
Too  like  the  Lightning  which  doth  ceafe  to  be, 
E'er  one  can  fay,  it  lightens.    Sweet,  good  Night, 
This  bud  of  Love  by  Summers  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  Flower  when  next  we  meet: 
Good  Night ;  good  Night.         .as  fweet  Repofe  and  ReftJ 
Come  to  thy  Heart,  as  that  within  my  Breaft. 

Rom.  O  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied  ? 

JhL  What  fatisfa&ion  canft  thou  have  to  Night? 

Rom.  Th'  exchange  of  thy  Love's  faithful  Vow  of  mine. 

JhL  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  requeft  it : 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Would'ft  thou  withdraw  it  ? 
For  what  purpofe,  Love  ? 

JhL  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again, 
And  yet  I  wifh  but  for  the  thing  I  have  : 

My 
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My  Bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  Sea, 
My  Love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee^ 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite, 
I  hear   fome  Noife  within;   dear  Love  adieu. 

[Nurfe  calls  within* 
Anon,  good  Nurfe— Sweet  Mount  ague  be  true : 
Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [Exiu 

Rom.  O  bleifed,  blefTed  Night,  I  am  afraid, 
Being  in  Night,  all  this  is  but  a  Dream, 
Too  flattering  fweet  to  be  fubftantia!. 

Re-enter  Juliet  above. 

Jul.  Three  Words,  dear  Romeo, 
And  good  Night  indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent  of  Love  be  Honourable, 
Thy  purpofe  Marriage,  fend  me  word  to  Morrow, 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  Rite, 
And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  Foot  I'll  lay, 
And  follow  thee,  my  Lord,  throughout  the  World. 

[Within:  Madam. 

I  com?,  anon but  if  thou  meaneft  not  well, 

I  do  befeech  thee [Within :  Madam. 

By  and  by,  I  come  ■ 

To  ceafe  thy  Strife,  and  leave  me  to  my  Grief. 

To  Morrow  will  I  fend. 

Rom.  So  thrive  my  Soul. 

Jul.  A  thoufand  times  good  Night.  [Exit. 

Rom.  A  thoufand  times  the  worfe  to  want  thy  light, 
Love  goes  toward  Love,  as  School-boys  from  their  Books, 
But  Love  from  Love,  towards  School  with  heavy  Looks. 

Enter  Juliet  again. 

Jul.  Hift !  Romeo,  hift  \  O  for  a  Falkner's  Voice, 

To  luie  thisTaffel  gently  back  again . 

Bondage  is  hoarfe  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud, 

Elfe  would  I  tear  the  Cave  where  Eccho  lyes, 

And  make  her  airy  Tongue  more  hoarfe-  Then  with 

The  repetition  of  my  Romeo 

Rom.  Ic  is  my  Soul  that  calls  upon  my  Name. 
How  filver-fweet  found  Lovers  Tongues  by  Night, 
I-ike  fofceft  Mufick  to  attending  Ears. 

JhI. 
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Jul.  Romeo. 
Rom.  My  Sweet. 
Jul.  What  a  Clock  to  Morrow 
Shall  I  fend  to  thee  ? 

Rom.  By  the  hour  of  Nine. 
Jul.  I  will  not  fail,  'tis  twenty  Years  'till  then, 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  backc 

Rom.  Let  me  ftand  here  'till  thou  remember  it. 
Jul.  I  (hall  forget,  to  have  thee  ftill  ftand  there, 
Remernbring  how  I  love  thy  Company. 

Rom.  And  I'll  ftill  ftay  to  have  thee  ftill  forget, 
Forgetting  any  other  Name  but  this. 

Jul.  'Tis  almoft  Morning,  I  would  have  thee  gonef 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  Bird, 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  his  Hand, 
Like  a  poor  Prifoner  in  his  twifted  Gyves, 
And  with  a  filken  thread  plucks  it  again, 
So  loving  jealous  of  his  Liberty. 
Rom.  I  would  I  were  thy  Bird. 
Jul.  Sweet,  fo  would  I, 
Yet  I  fhould  kill  thee  with  much  cheriftiings 
Good  Night,  good  Night. 

Rom.  Parting  is  fuch  fweet  Sorrow, 
That  I  fhall  fay  Good  Night  'till  it  be  Morrow. 

Jul.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  Eyes,  peace  in  thy  Breaft, 
Would  I  were  Sleep  and  Peace,  fo  fweet  to  Reft.        [Exit. 
Rom.  The  gray-ey'd  Morn  (miles  on  the  frowning  Night, 
Check'ring  the  Eaftern  Clouds  with  ftreaks  of  Light, 
And  Darknefs  fleckellM  like  a  Drunkard  reels, 
From  forth  Days  path-way,  made  by  Titans  Wheels. 
Hence  will  I  to  my  Ghoftly  Friar's  clofe  Cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  [Exit* 

SCENE    IV.     A  Monajiery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  with  a  Basket. 

Fri.  Now  e'er  the  San  advance  his  burning  Eye, 
The  Day  to  chcar,  and  Night's  dank  Dew  to  dry, 
I  muft  up-fill  this  Oder  Cage  of  ours, 
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With  baleful  Weeds,  and  precious  juiced  Flowers. 
The  Earth  that's  Nature's  Mother,  is  her  Tomb, 
What  is  her  burying  Grave,  that  is  her  Womb; 
And  from  her  Womb  Children  of  divers  kind 
We  fucking  on  her  natural  Bofom  find  : 
Many  for  many  Virtues  Excellent, 
None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different. 

0  mickle  is  the  powerful  Grace,  that  lies 

In  Plants,  Herbs,  Stones,  and  their  true  Qualities: 
For  nought  fo  vile,  that  on  the  Earth  doth  live, 
But  to  the  Earth  fome  fpecial  good  doth  give. 
Nor  ought  fo  good,  but  ftrain'd  from  that  fair  ufe, 
Revoks  from  true  Birth,  (tumbling  on  abufe; 
Virtue  it  felf  turns  Vice,  being  mifapplied. 
And  Vice  fometime  by  Action  dignified. 

Enter  Romeo. 
Within  the  infant  Rind  of  this  weak  Flower, 
Poifon  hath  refidence,  and  Medicine  Power: 
For  this  being  fmelr,  with  that  partchears  each  part; 
Being  tafted,  flays  all  Senfes,  with  the  Heart. 
Two  fuch  oppofed  Kings  encamp  them  ft  ill, 
In  Man,  as  well  as  Herbs,  Grace  and  rude  Will: 
And  where  the  worfer  is  predominant, 
Full  foon  the  Canker  Death  eats  up  that  Plant. 

Rom.  Good  morrow,  Father. 

Fri,  Benedicite. 
What  early  Tongue  fo  fweet  falutes  mine  Ear  \ 
Young  Son,  it  argues  a  diftemper'd  Head, 
So  foon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  Bed  ; 
Care  keeps  his  warch  in  every  old  Man's  Eye, 
And  where  Care  lodgeth,  Sleep  will  never  lye  ; 
But  where  unbruifed  Youth,  with  unftuft  Brain^ 
Doth  couch  his  Limbs,  there  golden  Sleep  doth  raign; 
Therefore,  thy  earlinefs  doth  me  afTure, 
Thou  art  up-rouz'd  with  fome  diftemperature ; 
Or  if  not  (o9  then  here  I  hit  it  right, 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  Bed  to  Night. 

Rom.  That  laftistrue,  the  fweeter  Reft  was  mine. 

Fru  God  pardon  Sin ;  waft  thou  with  Rofaline  * 

Rom.  With  Rofaline^  my  Ghoftly  Father  ?  No. 

1  have  forgot  that  Name,  and  that  Name's  Woe. 

Fri.  That's  my  good  Son :  but  where  haft  thou  been  then  ? 
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Rom.  1*11  tell  thee  e'er  thou  ask  it  me  again  j 
I  have  been  feafting  with  mine  Enemyi 
Where  on  a  fudden  one  hath  wounded  me* 
That's  by  me  wounded ;  both  our  Remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  Phyfick  lies ; 
I  bear  no  hatred,  Blefled  Man,  for  lo 
My  interceflion  likewife  fteads  my  Foe. 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  Son,  reft  homely  in  thy  drift, 
Ridling  confeffion  finds  but  ridling  fhrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know  my  Heart's  dear  Love  is  fee 
On  the  fair  Daughter  of  rich  Capulet ; 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  hers  is  fet  on  mine; 
And  all  combin'd,  fave  what  thou  muft  combine 
By  holy  Marriage ;  when,  and  where,  and  how, 
We  met,  we  woo'd,  and  made  exchange  of  Vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pafs,  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  confent  to  marry  us  to  Day. 

Fri.  Holy  Saint  Francis,  what  a  Change  is  here  ? 
Is  Rofaline,  that  thou  didft  love  fo  dear, 
So  foon  forfaken  ?  young  Mens  Love  then  lyes 
Not  truly  in  their  Hearts,  but  in  their  Eyes^ 
Jefti  Maria,  what  a  deal  of  Brine 
t  Hath  waftit  thy  fallow  Cheeks  for  Rofaline  ? 
How  much'  fait  Water  thrown  away  in  wafte, 
To  feafon  Love,  that  of  it  doth  not  tafte  ? 
The  Sun  not  yet  thy  Sighs  from  Heaven  clears,' 
Thy  old  Groans  yet  ring  in  my  ancient  Ears; 
Lo  here  upon  thy  Cheek  the  Stain  doth  fit, 
Of  an  old  Tear  that  is  not  wafht  off  yet. 
If  e'er  thou  waft  thy  fclf,  and  thefe  Woes  thine, 
Thou  and  thefe  Woes  were  all  for  Rofaline. 
And  art  thou  chang'd  ?  Pronounce  this  Sentence  then, 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  Strength  in  Men. 

Rom*  Thou  chidd'ft  me  oft  for  loving  Rofaline. 

Fri.  For  doting,  not  for  lovinp,  Pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  Love. 

Fri.  Not  in  a  Grave, 
To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Rom.  I  pray  thee  chide  me  not,  her  I  love  now 
Doth  Grace  for  Grace,  and  Love  for  Love  allow : 

The 
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The  other  did  not  fo. 

fri.   Oh  (he  knew  well, 
Thy  Love  did  read  by  Rote,  that  could  not  fpell ; 
But  come  young  Waverer,  come  go  with  me, 
In  one  refped  I'll  thy  Affiftant  be: 
For  this  Alliance  may  fo  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  Houfhold-rancour  to  pure  Love. 

Rom.  O  let  us  hence,  I  ftand  on  fudden  hafte. 

Fri*  Wifely  and  flow,  they  ftumble  that  run  fall. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     V.     The  Street. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Mercutio. 
Mer.  Where  the  Devil  mould  this  Romeo  be  ?  came  he 
not  home  to  Night  f 

Ben.  Not  to  his  Father's,  I  fpoke  with  his  Man. 
Mer.   Why   that  fame   pale   hard-hearted  Wench,   that 
Rofaltne,  torments  him  fo,  that  he  will  fure  run  mad. 

Ben.  Tjbalty  the  Kinfman  to  old  Capulet,  hath  fenj:  a  Let- 
ter to  his  Father's  Houfe. 

Mer.  A  Challenge  on  my  Life. 
Ben.  Romeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  Man  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  Letter.' 
Ben.  Nay  he  will  anfwer  the  Letter's  Mafter  how  he  dares, 
being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead,  flabb'd  with 
a  white  Wench's  black  Eye,  run  through  the  Ear  with  a 
Love-fong,  the  very  Pin  of  his  Heart  cleft  with  the  blind 
Bow-boy's  but-ihaft ;  and  is  he  a  Man  to  Encounter  7j« 
bolt  ? 

Ben.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  than  Prince  of  Cats.  Oh  he's  the  Courage- 
ous Captain  of  Compliments;  he  fights  as  you  fing  prick- 
fongs,  keeps  time,  diftance,  and  proportion ;  he  refts  his 
minum,  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  Bofom ;  the  very 
Butcher  of  a  (ilk  Button,  a  Duellift,  a  Duellift;  a  Gentle- 
man of  the  very  firfr.  Houfe  of  the  firft  and  fecond  Caufe ; 

Ah  the  immortal  Paffado,  the  Punto  reverfo,  the  Hay* 

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  Pox  of  fuch  antique  lifping  affe&ing  Phantafies, 
thefe  new  turners  of  Accent — Jefu,  a  very  good  blade,  «*— 
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a  very  tall  Man— —a  very  good  Whore.  -—Why  is  not  this  a 
lamentable  thing,  Grandfire,  that  we>  mould  be  thus  affli&ed 
with  thefe  ftrange  Flies,  thefe  Fafh  ion-mongers,  thefe  par- 
don-me's,  who  ftand  fo  much  on  the  new  Form,  that  they 
cannot  fit  at  eafe  on  the  old  Bench.  O  their  Bones,  their 
Bones. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  Roe,  like  a  dried  Herring.  O  Fleih, 
Flefh,  how  art  thoufifhified?  Now  is  he  for  the  lumbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in :  Laura  to  his  Lady  was  a  Kitchen- 
wench  ;  marry  me  had  a  better  love  to  berime  her :  Dido 
a  Dowdy,  Cleopatra  a  Gipfie,  Helen  and  Hero  Hildings  and 
Harlots :  Thisby  a  gray  Eye  or  fo,  but  not  to  the  purpofe. 
Signior  Romeo,  Bon  jour,  there's  a  French  Salutation  to  your 
Trench  flop ;  you  gave  us  the  Counterfeit  fairly  laft  Night. 

Rom.  Good  morrow  to  you  both,  what  Counterfeit  did 
I  give  you  \ 

Mer.  The  flip  Sir,  the  flip :  can  you  not  conceive  ? 

Rom.  Pardon  Mercmio,  my  Bufinefs  was  great,  and  in 
fuch  a  Cafe  as  mine,  a  Man  may  ftrain  Curtfie. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  fuch  a  cafe  as  yours  con- 
{trains  a  Man  to  bow  in  the  Hams. 

Rom.  Meaning  to  Curtfie. 

Mer*  Thou  haft  moft  kindly  hit  it. 

Rom.  A  moft  courteous  Expofition. 

Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  Pink  of  Courtefie. 

Rom.  Pink  for  Flower. 

Mer.  Right. 

Rom.  Why  then  is  my  Pump  well  flower'd. 

Mer.  Sure  Wit follow  me  this  Jeft,  now,  till  thou 

haft  worn  out  thy  Pump,  that  when  the  fingle  fole  of  it  is 
worn,  the  Jeft  may  remain  after  the  wearing,  fole-fingu- 
lar. 

Rom.  O  fingle-fol'd  Jeft. 
Solely  fingular,  for  the  fingleneft. 

Mer.  Come  between  us  good  Benvolio,  my  Wit  faints. 

Rom.  Swits  and  Spurs, 
Swits  and  Spurs,  or  I'll  cry  a  Match. 

Mer.  Nay*  if  our  Wits  run  the  Wild-goofe  Chafe,  I  am 
done  :  For  thou  haft  more  of  the  Wild-goofe  in  one  of 
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thy  Wit/,  than  I  am  fure  I  have  in  my  wiole  five.     Was 
with  you  there  for  the  Goofe  ? 

Rom.  Thou  waft  never    with  me  for  any  thing*  when 
fhou  waft  not  there  for  the  Goofe  ? 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  Ear  for  that  Jeft. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  Goofe  bite  nor. 

Mer.  Thy  Wit  is  a  very  bitter  Sweeting, 
It  is  a  moil  ftiarp  Sawce. 

Row.  And  is  it  not  well-ferv'd  in  to  a  fweet  Goofe? 

Mer.  O  here's  a  Wit  of  Cheverel,  that  ftretches  froman 
Inch  narrow,  to  an  Ell  broad. 

Rom,  I  ftretch  it  out  for  that  word  broad,  which  added 
to  the  Goofe,  proves  thee  far  and  wide,  a  broad  Goofe. 

Mer.  Wny  is  not  this  better  now, than  groaning  for  Love? 
Now  art  thou  fociable ;  now  art  thou  Romeo  ;  now  art 
thou  what  thou  art,  by  Art,  as  well  as  by  Nature  ;  for  this 
driveling  Love  is  like  a  great  Natural,  that  runs  lolling  upand 
d jwn  to  hide  his  BauMe  in  a  Hole. 

Ben.   Stop  there,  ftop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  defircft  me  to  ftop  in  my  Tale  againft  the  Hair. 

Ben.  Thou  wouldft  elfc  have  made  thy  Tale  large. 

Mer.  O  theu  art  deceiv'd,  I  would  have  made  it  more, 
for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  Tale,  and  meant 
indeed  to  occupy  the  Argument  no  longer. 
Enter  Nnrfe  and  her  Man. 

Rom.  Here's  goodly  gear  : 
A  fayle,  a  fayle. 

Afer.  Two,  two,  a  Shirt  and  a  Smock* 

Nnr.  Peter. 

Pet.  Anon. 

Nnr.  My  Fan,  Peter. 

Afer.  Good  Peter ,  to  hide  her  Face; 
For  her  Fan's  the  fairer  Face. 

Nttr.  God  ye  good  morrow,  Gentlemen* 

Mer.  God  ye  good-den  fair  Gentlewoman. 

Nnr.  Is  is  goo^-  ien  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  Ms,  I  tell  you ;  for  the  bawdy  Hl~£  of  t\\£ 
Dysl  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  Noon. 

Nur.  Out  upon  you ;  what  a  Man  are  you  ? 

Rom.  One,  Gentlewoman, 
That  God  hath  made>  himfelf  to  mar. 
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Nur.  By  my  troth  it  is  fad:  for  himfelf  to  rmr,  quotha  ? 
Gentlemen,  car;  any  of  you  tell  me  where  I  may  find  the 
young  Romeo  . 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you :  But  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
when  you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  fought 
him  :  I  am  the  youngeft  of  that  Name,  for  fault  of  a  worfe. 

Nur.  You  fay  well, 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worft  well  ? 
Very  well  took,  I' faith,  wifely,  wifely. 

Nur.  If  you  be  he,  Sir, 
I  defire  fome  Confidence  with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  invite  him  to  fome  Supper. 

Mer.  A  Baud,  a  Baud,  a  Baud.     So  ho. 

Rom.  What  haft  thou  found  \ 

Mer.  No  Hare,  Sir,  unlefs  a  Hare  Sir,  in  a  Lenten Pye;  that 
is  fomething  Stale  and  Hoar  e'er  it  be  fpenr. 
An  old  Hare  hoar,  and  an  old  Hare  hoar,  is  very  good  Meat 

in  Lent. 
But  a  Hare  that  is  hoar,  is  too   much  for  a  Score,  when  it 

hoars  e'er  it  be  fpent. 
Romeo y   will  you  come  to   your    Father's  ?  We'll  to  Dinner 
thither. 

Rom*  I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.  Farewel,  ancient  Lady : 
Farewel  Lady,  Lady,  Lady.  [Ex.  Mercutio,  Benvolio. 

Nur.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  faucy  Merchant  was  this  that 
was  fo  full  of  his  Roguery  \ 

Rom.  A  Gentleman,  Nuife,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf 
talk,  and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  Minute,  than  he  will  ftand  to 
in  a  Month, 

Nur.  And  a  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me,  I'll  take  him  dowe, 
and  a  were  luftier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  fuch  Jacks :  And 
if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  thofe  that  mail.  Scurvy  Knave,  I  am 
none  of  his  Flirt-gils  ;  I  am  none  of  his  Skains-mares.  And 
thou  muft  ftand  by  too,  and  fuffer  every  Knave  to  ufe  me 
at  his  pleafure.  [To  her  Man. 

Pet.  I  faw  no  Man  ufe  you  at  his  Pleafure :  If  I  had,  my 
Weapon  fhould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warant  you.  I 
dare  draw  as  foon  as  another  Man,  if  I  fee  occafion  in  a  good 
Quarrel,  and  the  Law  on  my  fidfe. 
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Nttr.  Now  afore  God,  I  am   fo  vext,  that  every  part  a- 

bojr  me  quivers Scurvy-Knave  !  Pray  you,  Sir,  a  Word  2 

And  as  I  told  you,  my  young  Lady  bid  me  enquire  you 
out ;  what  (he  bid  me  fay,  I  will  keep  to  my  felf:  But  firft 
let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye  mould  lead  her  in  a  Fool's  Paradife,  as 
they  fay,  it  were  a  very  grofs  kind  of  Behaviour,  as  they  fay* 
for  the  Genrlewoman  is  young;  and  therefore  if  you  (hould 
deal  double  with  her,  truly  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to 
any  Gentlewoman,  and  very  wcj2k  dealing. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady  and  Miftrefs*  I  proteft 
unto  thee . 

Nttr.  Good  Hesrr,  and  I'faith  I  will  tell  her  as  much: 
Lord,  Lord,  fhe  will  be  a  joyful  Woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou   tell  her,  Nurfe  ?  Thou  dofl:  not 
nark  me? 

Nxr.  I  will  tell  her,  Sir,  that  you  do  proteft;  which,  as  I 
take  »t,   is  a  Gentleman-like  offer. 

Rom.  Rid  her  dcvi^Q  fome  means  to  come  to  Shrift,  this  af- 
And  there  (he  ihall  at  Friar  Lawrence's  Cell,  (ternooflj 

Be  Ihriv'd  and  marr*ed :  Here  is  for  thy  pains. 

Nur.  No,  truly  Sir,  not  a  Penny. 

Rom.  Go  ro,  I  fay  you  (hall. 

Nxr.  This  Afternoon,  Sir  ?  Well,  fhe  ill  all  be  there. 

Rom.  Aid  (hy  thou,  good  Nurfe,  behind  the  Abby-waJf* 
Within  this  Hour  my  Man  (hall  be  with  thee, 
A^d  bring  th<  e  Cords  made  like  a  tackled  Stair, 
Which  to  rhe  high  top-gallant  of  my  Joy, 
Muff,  be  my  Convoy  in  the  fecret  Night. 
Firewel,  be  trufty,  and  I'll  quite  thy  Pains: 
Farewel,  commend  me  to  thy  Miftrefs. 

Nttr.  Now  God  in  Heaven  blefs  thee:  Hark  you,  §ir» 

Rom.  What  fay'ft  thou$  my  dear  Nurfe? 

Nur.  Is  your  Man  fecret?  Did  you  ne'er  hear  fay, 
Two  may  keep  Connfel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Rom.  I  warrant  thee  my  Man's  as  true  as  Steele 

Nur.  W\ll,  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  is  the  fweeteft  Lady;  Lord^ 
Lord,  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing O,  there  is  a  No- 
ble Man  in  Town,  one  Parisy  that  would  fain  lay  Knife  a- 
board;  but  (he^  good  Soul,  had  as  live  fee  a  Toad,  a  very 
Toad,  as  fee  him  :  I  anger  her  fometimes,  and  tell  her  true 
tris  is  the  properer  Man,*  but  1*11  warrant  ycii,  when  I  fay 
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fo,  (he  looks  as  pale  as  any  Clout  in  the  verfal  World,  Doth 
not  Rofemary  and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  Letter? 

Rom*  Ay  Nurfe,  what  of  that  f  Both  with  an  R. 

Nur.  Ah  mocker!  that's  the  Dog's  name.  R.  is  for  the  no, 
I  know  it  begins  with  no  other  Letter,  and  (he  hath  the 
prettied  fententious  of  it,  of  you  and  Rofemary,  that  it  would 
do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady. [Exit  Romeo. 

Nur.  A  thoufand  times.     Peter  ? 

Pet,  Anon. 

Nur.  Before,  and  apace.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Capulet'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  The  Clock  ftroke  Nine,  when  I  did  fend  the  Nurfe: 
In  half  an  Hour  (he  promifed  to  return. 

Perchance  (he  cannot  meet  him That's  not  fo- 

Oh  (he  is  Lame :  Love's  Heralds  mould  be  Thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  fafter  glides  than  the  Sun-beams, 
Driving  back  Shadows  over  lowring  Hills. 
Therefore  do  nimble  Pinion'd  Doves  draw  Love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  Wind-fwift  Cupid  Wings. 
Now  is  the  Sun  upon  the  highmoft  Hill 
Of  this  day's  journey,  and  from  nine  'till  twelve— — 

Ay  three  long  Hours and  yet  (he  is  not  come  ; 

Had  (he  Affections  and  warm  Youthful  Blood, 

She'd  be  as  fwift  in  motion  as  a  Ball, 

My  Words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fweet  Love, 

And  his  to  me ; 

But  old  Folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  Dead, 

Unwieldy,  flow,  heavy  and  pale  as  Lead. 

Enter  Nurfe. 
O  God,  (he  comes.     O  honey  Nurfe,  what  News? 
Haft  thou  met  with  him?   Send  thy  Man  away. 

Nur.  Peter>  flay  at  the  Gate. 

Jul.  Now  good  fweet  Nurfe  « -« 

O  Lord,  why  look'ft  thou  fad  ? 

Tho'  News  be  fad,  yet  tell  them  merrily  \ 

If  good,  thou  (ham'ft  the  Muflck  of  fweet  News* 

By  playing  it  to  me  with  fo  fower  a  Face. 
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JVur,  I  am  a  weary,  give  me  leave  a  while; 
Fy,  how  my  Bones  ake,  what  a  Jaunt  have  1  had? 

Jul.  I  would  thou  hadft  my  Bones,  and  I  thy  News : 
Nay  come,  I  pray  thee  fpeak Good  Nurfe  fpeak. 

JVur.  Jeful  what  hade  ?  can  you  not  ftay  a  while? 
Do  you  not  fee  how  I  am  out  of  Breath? 

Jul.  How  art  thou  out  of  Breath,  when  thou  haft  Breath 
To  fay  to  me,  that  thou  art  out  of  Breath  ? 
The  Excufe  that  thou  doft  make  in  this  delay, 
Is  longer  than  the  Tale  thou  doft  excufe. 
Is  thy  News  good  or  bad  ?  Anfwer  to  that, 
Say  either,  and  I'll  ftay  the  Circumftance  ; 
Let  me  be  fatisflcd,  is't  good  or  bad? 

JVur.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  Choice;  you  know 
not  how  tochufe  a  Man:  Romeol  no  not  he,  though  his  Face 
be  better  than  any  Man's,  yet  his  Legs  excell  all  Mens,  and 
for  a  Hand  and  a  Foot,  and  a  Baw-dy,  tho'  they  be  not  to 
be  tajk'd  on,  yet  they  are  paft  compare.  He  is  not  the  Flow- 
er of  Courtcfie,  but  I  warrant  him^as  gentle  a  Lamb— -Go 
thy  ways  Wench,  ferve  God  :  What,  have  you  dined  at 
home? 

Jul.  No,  no But  all  this  did  I  know  before: 

What  fays  he  of  our  Marriage?  What  of  that? 

JVur.  Lord  how  my  Head  akes  /  what  a  Head  have  I  ? 
It  beats  as  "it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 

My  Back  a  t'other  fide O  my  Back,  my  Back: 

Befhrew  your  Heart,  for  fending  me  about, 

To  catch  my  Death  with  jaunting  up  and  down, 

Jul,  Ffaith  I  am  forry  that  thou  art  fo  ill, 
S  weer,  fweet,  fweet  Nurfe,  tell  me  what  fays  my  Love  ? 

JVur.  Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfom, 
And  I  warrant  a  virtuous where  is  your  Mother? 

Jul.  Where  is  my  Mother  ?  Why  me  is  within, 
Here  fhould  me  be  ?  LHow  odly  thou  reply*!}  ! 
Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman : 
Where  is  my  Mother?         » 

Nur.  O  God's  Lady  dear, 
Are  you  fo  hot  ?   marry  come  up  I  trow, 
Is  this  thePoultis  for  my  aking  Bones? 

D  l  Hence- 
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Hence-forward,  do  your  MefTages  your  felf. 

Jul.   Here's  fuch  a  coil;   come,  what fays  Romeo  1 

Nnr.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  mrif  t  to  Day  ? 

Jul.  I  have. 

Nnr.  Then  hie  you  hence  te  Friar  Lawrence^  Cell, 
There  ftays  a  Husband  to  make  you  a  Wife. 
Now  comes  the  wanton  Blood  up  in  your  Cheeks, 
They'll  be  in  Scarlet  itraight  at  any  News : 
Hie  you  to  Church,  I  muft  another  way, 
To  fetch  a  Ladder,  by  the  which  your  Love 
Mufl  climb  a  Bird's  Neft  foon,  when  it  is  dark, 
I  am  the  drudge  and  toil  in  your  Delight-, 
But  you  fhall  bear  the  Burthen  foon  at  Night. 
Go,  I'll  to  Dinner,  hie  you  to  the  Cell. 

Jul.  Hie  to  high  Fortune  5  honeft  Nurfe  farewtl.  \_Exews* 

SCENE    VII.      The  Monajtcry. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Romeo. 

Fri.  So  fmile  the  Heavens  upon  this  holy  A#, 
That  after  Hours  with  Sorrow  chide  us  nor. 

Rom.  Amen,  Amen;  but  come  what  Sorow  car.. 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  Joy, 
That  one  fhort  Minute  gives  me  in  her  fight : 
Do  thou  but  clofe  our  Hands  with  holy  Words, 
Then  Love-devouring  Death  do  what  he  dare, 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  Thefe  violent  Delighrs  have  violent  Ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die  like  Fire  and  Powder, 
Which  as  they  kifs  confume.     The  fweeteft  Honey 
Is  loathfome  in  his  own  delicioufnefs, 
And  in  the  tafte  confounds  the  Appetite: 
Therefore  love  moderately,  long  Love  doth  fo, 
Too  fwift  arrives,  as  tardy  as  too  flow. 

Enter  Juliet. 
Here  comes  the  Lady.     Oh  fo  light  a  foot 
W'U  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlafting  Flint  ; 
A  Lover  may  beftride  the  Goffamour, 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  Summer  Air, 
<&nd  yet  nof  fall,  fo  light  is  Vanity, 
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Jul.  Good-even  to  my  ghoftly  ConfefTor. 

Fri.  Romeo  ihali  thank  thee  Daughter  for  us  both. 

Jul.  As  much  to  him,  elfe  are  his  Thanks  too  much. 

Rom.  Ah  Juliet,  if  the  meafure  of  thy  Joy 
Be  heaptlike  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blafon  it,  then  fweeten  with  thy  Breath 
This  neighbour  Air,  and  let  rich  Mufkk's  Tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happinefs,  that  both 
Receive  in  either,  by  this  dear  Encounter. 

Jul.  Conceit  more  rich  in  Matter  than  in  Words, 
Brags  of  his  Subftance,  not  of  O.nament : 
They  are  but  Beggars  that  can  count  their  Worth, 
But  my  true  Love  is  grown  to  fuch  excefs, 
I  cannot  fum  up  fome  half  of  my  Wealth. 

Fri.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  fhortWork, 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  fhall  not  flay  alone, 
'fill  holy  Church  incorporate  two  in  one.  \_Exemt 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE   The  Street. 
Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  and  Servants. 


Ben. 


J  Pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire, 
The  Day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad, 
And  if  we  meet,  we  fhall  not  fcape  a  Brawl; 
For  now  thefe  hot  Days  is  the  mad  Blood  fiirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  thofe  Fellows,  that  when  he 
enters  the  confines  of  a  Tavern,  claps  me  his  Sword  upon 
the  Table,  and  fays,  God  fend  me  no  need  of  thee:  And  by 
the  Operation  of  a  fecond  Cup,  draws  him  on  the  Drawer, 
wh^n  indeed  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  fuch  a  Fellow? 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack^  in  thy  mood 
as  any  in  Italy  \  and  as  foon  moved  to  be  moody,  and  as  foon 
moody  to  be  mov'd. 

Ben.  And  what  too  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  and  there  were  two  fuch,  we  mould  have 
none  ihortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.    Thou !  why  thou 
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wilt  quarrel  with  a  Man  that  hath  a  Hair  more,  or  a  Hair 
lefs  in  his  Beard  than  thou  haft :  Thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a 
Man  for  cracking  Nuts,  having  no  other  reafon,  but  be- 
caufe  thou  haft  hafel  Eyes ;  what  Eye,  but  fuch  an  Eye, 
would  fpy  out  fuch  a  quarrel?  Thy  Head  is  as  full  of  quar- 
rels, as  an  Egg  is  full  of  Meat,  and  yet  thy  Head  hath  been 
beaten  as  addle  as  an  Egg  for  quarrelling:  Thou  haft  quar- 
rell'd  with  a  Man  for  Coughing  in  the  Street,  becaufehe  hath 
wakened  thy  Dog  that  hath  lainafleepin  the  Sun.  Didft 
thou  not  fall  out  with  a  Tailor  for  wearing  his  new  Doub- 
let before  Eaflerl  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  Shnqes 
with  old  Ribband  ?  And  yet  thou  wilt  Tutor  me  from 
quarrelling ! 

Ben.  And  I  were  fo  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  ar%  any  Man 
mould  buy  jthe  Fee*fimple  of  my  Life  for  an  hour  a^d  a 
quarter. 
Men  The  Fee*fimple  ?  O  fimple  ! 

£»m*Tybalr,  Petruch'o,  and  others. 
Ben.  By  my  Head  here  come  the  Capttlets. 
Afer.  By  my  Heel  I  care  not. 
Tyb.  Follow  me  clofe,  for  I  will  fpeak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  Good-den,  a  Word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  Word  with  one  of  us?  couple  it  with 
fomething,  make  it  a  Word  and  a  Blow. 

Tyb.  You  (hall  find  mc  apt  enough  to  that,  Sir,  and  you 
will  give  me  occafion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  fome  O:cafion  without  gi- 
ving ?     i 

Tyb.  Mercutio,  thou  confort'ft  with  Romeo 

Mer.  Confort!  What,  doft  thou  make  us  Minftreh  ?  And 
thou  make  Minftrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  Dif- 
cords:  Here's  my  Fiddlcftick ;  here's  that  (hall  make  you 
dance.     Come,  Confort.        [Laying  his  Hand  on  his  Sword. 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  pubhek  haunt  of  Men: 
Either  withdraw  unto  fome  private  place, 
Or  reafon  coldly  of  your  Grievances, 
Or  elfe  depart;  here  all  Eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Mens  Eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze, 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  Man's  pleafure  J. 
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Enter  Romeo. 

Tyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  Sir,  here  comes  my  Man,, 

Mer.  But  I  11  be  hang'd,  Sir,  if  he  wear  your  Livery: 
Marry  go  before  to  Field,  he'll  be  your  Follower, 
Your  Worfhip  in  that  fenfe  may  call  him  Man. 

Tyb.  Romeo,  the  love  I  bear  thee  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this;  Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Rom.  Tybalt,  the  reafon  that  I  have  to  love  thee, 
Doth  much  excufe  the  appertaining  rage 
To  fuch  a  greeting  : 
Therefore  rarewel,  I  fee  thou  know'ir.  me  not. 

Tyb.  Boy,  this  fhall  not  excufe  the  Injuries 
That  thou  hart  done  me,  therefore  turn  and  draw. 

Rom.  I  do  proteft  I  never  injur'd  thee, 
But  lov'd  thee  better  than  thou  canft  devife; 
'Till  thou  fhait  know  the  reafon  of  my  Love. 
And  Co  good  Capttlct>  which  Name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own,  be  fatisficd. 

Mer.  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  Submiflion  ! 
Allaftucatho  carries  it  away, 
7 y  bait, '  You,  Rat-catcher,  will  you  walk? 

Tyb.  What  wouldft  thou  have  with  me  ? 

Mer.  Good  King  of  Cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
Lives,  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal ;  and  as  you  fhall  ufe 
me,  hereafter  dry  beat  the  reft  of  the  eight.  Will  you  pluck 
your  Sword  out  of  his  Pilcher  by  the  Ears  ?  Make  hafte, 
left  mine  be  about  your  Ears  e'er  it  be  out. 

Tyb.  I  am  for  you.  [Drawing* 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercufio,  put  thy  Rapier  up. 

Mer.  Come,  Sir,  your  PaiTado.         [Mer.  andTyb.  fight. 

Rom.  Draw,  Benvolio beat  down  their  Weapons 

Gentlemen for  fhame  forbear  this  Outrage 

Tybalt Mercutio the  Prince  exprefly  hath 

Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona,  Streets. 

Hold  Tybalt —good  Mercmio.  [Exit  Tybalt. 

Mer.  I  am  hurt . 

A  Plague  pf  both  the  Houfes,  I  am  fped  : 
1$  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing? 

Ben.  What,  art  thou  hurt  ? 

Mer.  Ay,  ay,  a  Scratch,  a  Scratch;  marry  'tis  enough. 
Where  is  my  Page  f  <3o,  Villain,  fetch  a  Surgeon. 

Rom 
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Rom.  Courage,  Man,  the  hint  cannot  be  much. 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  Well,  nor  (o  wide  as  a 
Church-door,  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  ferve  :  Ask  for  me  to 
Morrow,  and  youifhall  find  me  a  Grave-Man.  I  am  pepper'd, 
I  warrant,  for  this  World  :  A  Plague  of  both  your  Houfes, 
What?  a  Dog,  a  Rat,  a  Moufe,  a  Cat  to  fcratch  a  Man  to 
Death;  a  Braggart,  a  Rogue,  a  Villain,  that  fights  by  the 
Book  of  Arithmetick?  Why  the  Devil  came  you  between 
us  ?  I  was  hurt  under  your  Arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  beft. 

Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  Houfe,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  (hall  faint ;  a  Plague  o'  both  .your  Houfes, 
They  have  made  Worms-meat  of  me, 
I  have  it,  and  foundly  too  .your  Houfes.  [.Ear.  Mer.  Ben, 

Rom.  This  Gentleman,  the  Prince's  near  Allie, 
My  very  Friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  Hurt 
In  my  behalf,  my  Reputation  fiain'd 
With  Tybalt's  Slander;  Tybalt,  that  an  Hour 
Hath  been  my  Coufin:  O  fweet  Juliet, 
Thy  Beauty  hath  made  me  Effeminate, 
And  in  my  Temper  foftned  Valour's  Sceel. 

Enter  Benvolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo ,  brave  Mercutio's  dead, 
That  gallant  Spirit  hath  afpir'd  the  Clouds, 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  fcorn  the  Earth. 

Rom.  This  Day's  black  Fate,  on  more  Days  does  depend, 
This  but  begins  the  Woe,  others  muft  end. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again0 

Rom.  He  gone  in  Triumph,  and.  Mercntio  (lain  $ 
Away  to  Heaven  refpedive  Lenity** 
And  Fire  and  Fury  be  my  Conduft  now? 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  Villain  back  again, 
That  late  thou  gav'ft  me  ;  for  Mercutio%  Soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  Heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  Company: 
Either  thou  or  I,  or  both  muft  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou  wretched  Boy,  that  didft  confprt  him  here? 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  iliall  determine  thata     [They fight,Tyb%\t falls. 
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Ben.  Romeo,  away,  be  gone  : 

The  Citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  (lain 

Stand  not  aimz  d,  the  Prince  will  doom  thee  Death, 
If  thou  art  taken:  Hence,  be  gone,  away. 

Rom.  O !  I  am  Fortune's  Fool. 

Ben.  Why  doft  thou  ftay  ?  [Exit  Romeo, 

Enter  Citizens. 

Gt.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kill'd  Mercutio  \ 
Tybalt  that  Murtherer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben.  There  lyes  that  Tybalt. 

Ctt.  Up  Sir,  go  with  me  : 
I  charge  thee  in  the  Prince's  Name  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  Mountague,  Capulet,  their  Wives,  &c, 

Prin,  Wnere  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  Fray? 

Ben.  O  NoSle  Prince  I  can  difcover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal   Braul : 
There  lies  the  Man  flain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  flew  thy  Kinfman  brave  Mercutio. 

La.  Cap.  Tybalt  my  Coufin !  O  my  Brother's  Child, 
O  Prince,  O  Coufin,  Husband,  O  the  Blood  is  fpili'd, 

Qf  my  dear  Kinfman Prince,  as  thou  art  true, 

For  Blood  of  ours,  fhed  Blood  of  Mount 'ague. 
Q  Coufin,  Coufin. 

Prin.  Benvolio,  who  began  this  Fray  ? 

Ben.  Tybalt  here  Slain,   whom  Romeo's  hand  did  Slays 
Romeo  that  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  Quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  high  Difpleafure  :   All  this  uttered, 
With  gentle  Breath,  calm  Look,  Knees  humb  v  bow'd, 
Could  not  take  Truce  with  the  unruly  Spleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  Peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  Steel  at  bold  Mercutio**  Breaft, 
Who  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  Point  to  Point, 
And  with  a  martial  Scorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  Death  afide,  and  with  the  other  fends, 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whofe  Dexterity 
Retorts  it  :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 

Hold  Friends,  Friends  part,  and  fwifter  than  his  Tongue, 
His  able  Arm  beats  down  their  fatal  Points, 
And  twixt  them  rufhes,  underneath  whofe  Arm, 
An  envious  thruft  from  Tybalt,  hit  the  Life 
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Of  ftout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled. 

But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 

Who  had  but  newly  entertained  Revenge, 

And  to't  they  go  like  Lightning,  for  e'er  I 

Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  flout  Tybalt  {lain  $ 

And  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  to  Fly : 

This  is  the  Truth,  or  let  Benvolio  die. 

La.  Cap.  He  is  a  Kinfman  to  the  Mountagues 
Affection  makes  him  falfe,  he  fpeaks  not  true. 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  ftrife, 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  kill  one  Life* 
I  beg  for  Juftice,  which  thou  Prince  muft  give  ? 
Romeo  flew  Tybalt*  Romeo  muft  not  Live. 

Prin.  Romeo  flew  him,  he  flew  Mercutioy 
Who  now  the  Price  of  his  dear  Blood  doth  owe. 

La.  Cap.  Not  Romeo,  Prince,  he  was  Mercutip's  Friend, 
His  Fault  concludes  but  what  the  Law  fhould  end, 
The  Life  of  Tybalt. 

Prin.  And  for  that  Offence, 
Immediately  we  do  Exile  him  hence  : 
I  have  an  Intereft  in  your  Hearts  Proceeding, 
My  Blood  for  your  rude  Brawls  doth  lye  a  Bleeding, 
But  I'll  amerce  ypu  with  fo  ftrong  a  Fine, 
That  you  (hall  all  Repent  the  Jofs  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  Pleading  and  Excufes, 
Nor  Tears,  nor  Prayers  mail  purchafe  our  abufes, 
Therefore  ufe  none  ;  let  Romeo  hence  in  hafte, 
Elfe  when  he  is  found,  that  Hour  is  his  lafh 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  and  attend  our  Will : 
Mercy  but  Murthers,  pardoning  thofe  that  Kill.     [Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

An  Apartment  in  CapuletV  Houfe. 

Enter  Juliet  alone. 

Jul.  Gallop  apace,  you  fieryrfooted  Steedsj 
Toward  Phoebus  lodging,  fuch  a  Waggoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  Weft, 
And  bring  ia  cloiidy  Night  immediately, 
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Spred  thy  clofe  Curtain,  Love-performing  night, 

That  run-aways  Eyes  may  wink,  and  Romeo 

Leap  to  thefe  Arms,  untalkt  of  and  unfeen. 

Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  Amorous  Rites, 

By  their  own  Beauties:  Or  if  Love  be  blind, 

It  bell:  agrees  with  Night ;  Come  civil  Night, 

Thou  fobcr-futed  Matron,  all  in  black, 

And  learn  me  how  to  lofe  a  winning  Match, 

Plaid  for  a  pair  of  llainlcfs  Maidenheads, 

Hood  my  unmann'd  Blood  baiting  in  my  Cheeks, 

With  thy  black  Mantle,  'till  ftrange  Lovegrown  bold, 

Thinks  true  Love  a&ed  flmple  Modefty: 

Come  Night,  come  Romeo,  come  thou  Day  in  Night, 

For  thou  wilt  lye  upon  the  Wings  of  Night, 

Whiter  than  new  Snow  on  a  Raven's  back: 

Come  gentle  Night,  come  loving  black-brow'd  Night, 

Give  me  my  Romeo,  and  when  I  fhall  die, 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  Stars, 

And  he  will  make  the  Face  of  Heaven  fo  fine, 

That  all  the  World  will  be  in  love  with  Night, 

And  pay  no  Worlhip  to  the  Garifh  Sun, 

O  I  have  bought  the  Manfion  of  a  Love, 

But  not  pofTefs'd  it,  and  though  I  am  fold, 

Not  yet  enjoy'd  ;  fo  tedious  is  this  Day, 

As  is  the  Night  before  fome  Feftiva), 

To  an  impatient  Child  that  hath  new  Robes, 

And  may  not  wear  them.  O  here  comes  my  Nurfe! 

Enter  Nurfe  with  Cords* 
And  fhe  brings  News,  and  every  Tongue  thatfpeaks 
But  Romeo 's  Name,  fpeaks  Heavenly  Eloquence; 
Now  Nurfe,  what  News?  What  haft  thou  there  ? 
The  Cords  that  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch? 
Nur.  Ay,  ay,  the  Cords. 
Jul.  Ay  me,  what  News  f 
Why  doft  thou  wring  thy  Hands? 

Nur.  A  weladay  he's  dead,  he's  dead, 
We  are  undone,  Lady,  we  are  undone  — 
Alack  the  Day  he's  gone,  he's  kilfd,  he's  dead. 
Jul.  Can  Heav'n  be  fo  envious  ? 
Nur.  Romeo  can, 
Jbough  Heaven  cannot.  O  Romeo  I  Romeo  f 
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Who  ever  Would  have  thought  it,  Romeo  \ 

Jul.  What  Devil  art  thou,  that  doft  torment  Che  thus  \ 
This  Torture  fhould  be  roar'd  in  difmal  Hell. 
Hath  Romeo  (lain  himfelf  ?    Say  thou  but  Ay; 
And  that  bare  Vowel  Ay,  (hall  poifon  more 
Than  the  Death-darting  Eye  of  Cockatrice : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  fuch  an  Ay, 
Or  thofe  Eyes  fliot  that  makes  the  anfwer  Ay, 
If  he  be  (lain  fay  Ay,  or  if  not,  No. 
Brief  Sounds  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 

Nttr.  I  faw  the  Wound,  I  faw  it  with  mine  Eyes; 
God  fave  the  Mark,  here  on  his  manly  Breafh 
A  piteous  Coarfe,  a  blody  piteous  Coarfe  j 
Pale,  pale  as  Afties^  all  bedawb'd  in  Bloody 
All  in  gore  Blood,  I  fwooned  at  the  fight. 

Jul.  O  break  my  Heart 

Poor  Bankrupt  break^t  once; 

To  prifon  Eyes,  ne'er  look  on  Liberty, 

Vile  Earth  to  Earth  refign,  end  motion  here, 

And  thou  and  Romeo  prefs  one  heavy  Bier. 

Nhu  O  Tybdt>  Tybalt,  the  beft  Friend  I  had  i 
O  courteous  Tybalt,  honeft  Gentleman 
That  ever  I  (hould  live  to  fee  thee  Dead. 

JtiL  What  Storm  is  this  that  blows  fo  contrary  ?' 
Is  Romeo  flaughter'd  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead  * 
My  deareft  Coufin,  and  my  dearer  Lord? 
The  dreadful  Trumpet  found  the  general  Doom, 
For  who  is  living,  if  thofe  two  are  gone  ? 

Nttr.  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banilhed, 
Romeo  that  kilPd  him,  he  is  Banilhed. 

Jul.  O  God  ! 
Did  Romeo's  Hand  filed  Tybalt's  Blood  ? 

Nnr.  It  did,  it  did,  alas  the  day!  it  did. 

JuL  O  Serpent  Heart,  hid  with  a  flowring  Face* 
Did  ever  Dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  Cave  ? 
Beautiful  Tyrant,  Fiend  Angelical, 
Ravenous  Dove,  feather'd  Raven,  - 
Wolvifli-ravening  Lamb, 
Defpifed  Subftance  of  Divineft  Show  : 
Juft  oppofite  to.  what  thou  juftly  fcem'lij 
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A  damned  Sainr,  an  honourable  Villain : 
O  Nature!  what  hadft  thou  to  do  in  Hell, 
When  thou  didft  bower  the  Spirit  of  a  Fiend 
In  mortal  Paradife  of  fuch  fweet  Flefh  ? 
""Was  ever  Book  containing  fuch  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound?  O  that  deceit  fhould  dweU 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  Palace. 

Nnr.  There's  no  Truft,  no  Faith,  no  honefty  in  Men, 
All  Perjur'dj  all  Forfworn ;  all  Naught;  all  D i (Tern biers  ;• 

Ah,  whore's  my  Man?  Give  me  fome  Aqua-vit& 

Thefe  Griefs,  thefe  Woes,  thefe  Sorrows  make  me  old  \ 
Shame  come  to  Romeo, 

JhL  Blifter'd  be  thy  Tongue 
For  fuch  a  Wifh,  he  was  not  born  to  fhame, 
Upon  his  Brow   Shame  is  afham'd  to  fit  i 
For  'tis  a  Throne  where  Honour  may  be  Crown'd, 
Sole  Monarch  of  the  univerfal  Earth. 
O  what  a  Beaft  was  I  to  chide  him  fo? 

Nur.  Will  you  fpeak  well  of  him 
That  kill'd  your  Coufin  ? 

JuL  Shall  I  fpeak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  Husband  ? 
Ah  poor  my  Lord,  what  Tongue  fhall  fmooth  thy  Name* 
When  I  thy  three  Hours  Wife  have  mangled  it ! 
But  wherefore  Villain  did'ft  thou  kill  my  Coufin  ? 
That  Villain  Coufin  would  have  kill'd  my  Husband: 
Back  foolilh  Tears,  back  to  your  native  Spring, 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  Woe, 
Which  you  miftaking  offer  up  to  Joy  : 
My  Husband  lives  that  Tybalt  would  haveflain, 
And  Tybalt  dead  that  would  have  kill'd  my  Husbands 
All  this,  is  Comfort ;  wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was  worfer  than  Tybalt's  Death 
That  murdered  me ;  I  would  forget  it  fain, 
But  oh  it  prefTes  to  my  Memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  Sinners  minds; 
Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  Banifhed  : 
That  Banifhed,  that  one  word  Banifhed, 
Hath  flain  ten  thoufand  Tybalts:   Tybalt's  death 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there : 
Or  if  fower  woe  delights  in  Fellowfhip, 
And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  Grkf% 
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Why  followed  not,  when  (he  faid  Tybalt's  deadi 
Thy  Father  or  thy  Mother,  nay,  or  both, 
Which  modern  Lamentation  might  have  mov'di 
But  with  a  Rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 

Romeo  is  baniihed to  fpeak  that  word, 

Is  Father,  Mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 

All  (lain,  all  dead:  Romeo  is  baniflied: 

There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  meafure,  bound* 

In  that  word's  death,  no  words  can  that  woe  found* 

Where  is  my  Father,  and  my  Mother,  Nurfe  ? 

Nur*  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt's  Coarfe. 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

JuL  Wafh  they  his  wounds  with  Tears;  mine  fri all  be  fpent 
When  theirs  are  dry*  for  Romeo's  Banifliment. 
Take  up  thofe  Cords,  poor  Ropes  you  are  beguil'd, 
Both  you  and  I,  for  Romeo  is  Exil'd : 
He  made  you  for  an  Highway  to  my  Bed, 
But  I  a  Maid,  die  Maiden-widowed. 
Gome  Cord,  come  Nurfe,  I'll  to  my  Wedding-bed, 
And  Death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  Maiden-head. 

Nur.  Hie  to  your  Chamber,  Til  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you,  I  wot  well  where  he  is : 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  Night ; 
I'll  to  him,  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence  Cell. 

JuL  O  find  him,  give  this  Ring  to  my  true  Knight, 
And  bid  him  come,  to  take  his  laft  Farewel,  \JExeunt* 

SCENE    III.     The  Monajlery. 

Enter  Frier  Lawrence  dnd  Romeo. 

Fri.  Romeo,  come  forth,  come  forth,  thou  fearful  Man, 
Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  Parts  ; 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  Calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what  News  § 
What  is  the  Prince's  Doom  ? 
What  Sorrow  craves  admittance  at  my  Hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri*  Too  familiar 
Is  my  dear  Son  in  fuch  fower  Company  : 
I  bring  thee  Tydings  of  the  Prince's  Doom. 
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Rom.  What,  lefs  than  Dooms-day,  is  the  Prince's  Doom  ? 
Fri.  A  gentle  Judgment  vanifrTd  from  his  Lips, 
Not  Body's  Death,  but  Body's  BanTfhment. 

Rom.  Ha,  Banimment !  Be  merciful,  fay  Deaths 

For  Exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 

Much  more  than  Death  :  Do  not  fay  Banifhment. 
Fri.  Here  from  Verona  art  thou  banifhed: 

Be  patient,  for  the  World  is  broad  and  wide. 
Rom.  There  is  no  World  without  Verona  Walls, 

But  Purgatory,  Torture,  Hell  it  felf: 

Hence  bani/Vd,  is  banifhed  from  the  World, 

And  World's  Exile  is  Death.     Then  banifhed 

Is  Death  mifs-term'd,  calling  Death  Banifhed. 

Thou  cut'ft  my  Head  off  with  a  Golden  Ax, 

And  fmii'ft  upon  the  ftroak  that  murders  me. 
Fri.  O  dcidly  Sin!  O  rude  Unthankfulnefs/ 

Thy  Fault  our  Law  calls  Death,  but  the  kind  Prince 

Taking  thy  part  hath  rufht  afide  the  Law, 

And  turn'd  that  black  word  Death  to  Banifhment. 

Tint  is  dear  Mercy,  and  thou  feed  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  Torture,  and  not  Mercy:  Heaven  is  here 

Where  Juliet  lives,  and  every  Cat  and  Dog, 

And  little  Moufe,  every  unworthy  thing 

Lives  here  in  Heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 

But  Romeo  may  not.     More  Validity, 

More  honourable  State,  more  Courtfhip  lives 

In  Carrion  Flies,  than  Romeo :  They  may  feize 

On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  Hand, 

And  fteaj  immortal  Bleffings  from  her  Lips, 

Who  even  in  pure  and  veftal  Modefty 

Still  blufh,  as  thinking  their  own  Kiffes  fin. 

This  may  Flies  do,  when  Tfrom  this  muftfly, 

And  fay 'ft  thou  yet,  that  Exile  is  not  Death? 

But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banifhed. 

Hadft  thou  noPoifon  mixt,  no  fharp-ground  Knife, 

No  fudden  mean  of  Death,  tho'  ne'er  fo  mean, 

But  banifhed  to  kill  me/  Banifhed? 

O  Friar,  the  Damned  ufe  that  word  in  HeJl; 

Howlings  attend  it,  how  haft  thou  the  Heart* 

Being  a  Divine,  a  Ghoftly  ConfefTor, 
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A  Sin-Abfolver,  and  my  Friend  profeft, 
To  mangle  me  with  that  word  Banifhed? 
Fri.   Fond  Mad-man,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Rom.  i  O  thou  wilt  fpeak  again  of  Banifhment. 
Fri.  PH  give  thee  Armour  to  keep  off  that  Word, 
Adverfity's  ffreet  Milk,  Philofophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  tho'  thou  art  baniflied. 

Rom.  Yet,  banifhed?  Hang  up  Philofophy, 
Unlefs  Philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet^ 
Difplant  a  Town,  reverfe  a  Prince's  Doom, 

It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more 

*  Fri,  O  then  I  fee  that  mad  Men  have  no  Ears. 

Rom.  How  fhou'd  they, 
When  wife  Men  have  no  Eyes? 

Fri.  Let  me  defpair  with  thee  of  thy  Eftate. 
Rom*  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  of  that  thou  doft  not  feel : 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  Juliet  my  Love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banifhed. 
Then  might'ft  thou  fpeak,  then  might'fl  thou  tear'thy  Hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  Ground  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  meafure  of  an  unmade  Grave. 

[Throwing  bimfelf  on  the  Ground. 
Fri.  Arife,  one  knocks;  [Knocks  within* 

Good  Romeo  hide  thy  felf. 

Rom.  Not  I, 
Unlefs  the  breath  of  Heart-fick  Groans, 
Mift-like,  infold  me  from  the  fearch  of  Eyes.  [Knocks 

Fri,  Hark,  how  they  knock. 

Who's  there? Romeo^  arife, 

Thou  wilt  be  taken-       flay  a  while ftand  up  ;  [Knock. 

Run  to  my  Study— By  and  by God's  Will ; 

What  Simplenefs  is  this*  I  come,  I  come.  [Knock? 

Who  knocks  fo  hard  ? 

Whence  come  you?  what's  your  Will? 

Nur.  [Within.']  Let  me  come  in, 
And  you  mall  know  my  Errand: 
I  come  from  Lady  Juliet. 
Fri.  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurfe. 
Nur.  O  holy  Friar,  O  tell  me  holy  Friar, 
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Where  is  my  Lady's  Lord  Vwherz  s  Ro?neo  ? 

Fr'u  There,  on  the  Ground, 
With  his  own  Tears  made  drunk. 

Nur.  O  he  is  even  in  my  Miftref/s  Cafe, 
Juft  in  her  Ca'e,  O  woful  Sympathy! 
Piteous  Predicament,  even  fo  lyes  me, 
Jilubbring  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbring. 
Stand  up,  ftand  up,  Hand  and  you  be  a  Man, 
For  Juliet's  fake,  for  her  fake  rife  and  ftand : 
Why  mould  you  fall  into  fo  deep  an  Oh!  ^-~ 

Rom,   Nurle. 

Nur.  AhSir!  Ah  Sir! Death's  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.  Speak'ft  thou  of  Juliet*.  How  is't  with  her? 
Doth  not  me  think  me  an  old  Murtherer, 
Now  I  have  ftain'd  the  Child-hood  of  our  Joy 
With  Blood,  removed  but  little  from  her  own? 
Where  is  me  ?  and  how  does  (he  f  and  what  fays 
My  conceal'd  Lady  to  our  conceal**!  Love  ? 

Nur.  Oh  (he  fays  nothing,  Sir,  but  weeps  and  weeps^ 
And  now  falls  on  her  Bed,  and  then  ftarts  up, 
And  Tybalt  calls,  and  then  on  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom.  As  if  that  Name 
Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  Gun 
Did  murder  her,  as  that  Names  curfed  Hand 
Murdered  her  Kinfman.     Oh  tell  me,  Friar,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  Anatomy 
Doth  my  Name  lodge  ?  Tell  me,  that  I  may  fack 
The  hateful  Manfion. 

Fri.  Hold  thy  defperate  Hand  : 
Art  thou  a  Man  ?  Thy  form  cries  out,  thou  art : 
Thy  Tears  are  Womanifh,  thy  wild  Afts  do  note 
The  unreafonable  fury  of  a  Beaft. 
Unfeemly  Woman,  in  a  feeming  Man, 
And  ill  befeeming  Beaft  in  feeming  both, 
Thou  hail:  amaz'd  me.     By  my  holy  Orderi 
I  thought  thy  difpofition  better  temper'd. 
Haft  thou  (lain  Tybalt  ?  Wilt  thou  flay  thy  fclf  ? 
And  flay  thy  Lady,  that  in  thy  Life  live*, 
By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thy  felf  ? 

E  x  Why, 


1 1  *4  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Why  rail'ft  thou  on  thy  Birth  \  the  Heaven  and  Earth  ? 

Since  Birth,  and  Heaven,  and  Earth,  all  three  do  meet 

In  thee  at  once,  which  thou  at  once  would'ft  lofe. 

Fy,  fy,  thou  (ham'ft  thy  Shape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit; 

Which  like  an  Ufurer  abound'ft  in  ali, 

And  ufeft  none  in  that  true  ufe  indeed, 

Which  mould  bedeck  thy  Shape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit: 

Thy  noble  Shape  is  but  a  Form  of  Wax, 

Digrefling  from  the  Valour  of  a  Man; 

Thy  dear  Love  fworn,  but  hollow  Perjury, 

Killing  that  Love  which  thou  haft  vow'd  to  cherifh  ; 

Thy  Wit,  that  Ornament  to  Shape  and  Love, 

Mif-ihapen  in  the  Conduct  of  them  both, 

Like  Powder  in  a  skillefs  Soldier's  Flask, 

Is  fet  a  fire  by  thine  own  Ignorance, 

And  thou  difmembred  with  thine  own  Defence. 

What,  roufe  thee,  Man,  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 

For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  waft  but  lately  dead. 

There  art  thou  happy.     Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 

But  thou  flew'ft  Tybalt ;  there  art  thou  happy  too. 

The  Law  that  threatned  Death  became  thy  Friend, 

And  turn'd  it  to  Exile;  there  art  thou  happy. 

A  pack  of  Bleffings  light  upon  thy  Back, 

Happinefs  courts  thee  in  her  beft  Array, 

But  like  a  mif-hav'd  and  a  fullen  Wench, 

Thou  putteft  up  thy  Fortune  and  thy  Love : 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  fuch  die  miferable. 

Go  get  thee  to  thy  Love,  as  was  decreed, 

Afcend  her  Chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her; 

But  look  thou  ftay  not  'till  the  Watch  be  fer, 

For  then  thou  canft  not  pafs  to  Mantmy 

Where  thou  (halt  live,  'till  we  can  find  a  time 

To  blaze  your  Marriage,  reconcile  your  Friends, 

Beg  pardon  of  thy  Prince,  and  call  thee  back, 

With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  Joy, 

Than  thou  went'ft  forth  in  Lamentation. 

Go  before,  Nurfe,  commend  me  to  thy  Lady, 

And  bid  her  haften  all  the  Houfe  to  Bed, 

Which  heavy  Sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto. 

Rojneo  is  coming. 

Nur. 
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N*r.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  ftaid  here  all  Night, 
To  hear  good  Counfel :  Oh,  what  Learning  is ! 
My  Lord,  I'll  tell  my  Lady  you  will  come. 

Rom.  Do  fo,  and  bid  my  Sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nur.  Here,  Sir,  a  Ring  fhe  bid  me  give  you,  Sir : 
Hie  you,  make  hafte,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

Rom.  How  well  my  Comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this, 

Fri.  Go  hence. 
Good  Night,  and  here  ftands  all  your  State : 
Either  be  gone  before  the  Watch  be  fet, 
Or  by  the  break  of  Day  difguis'd,  from  hence, 
Sojourn  in  Mantua;  I'll  find  out  your  Man, 
And  he  (hall  fignifie  from  time  to  time, 
Every  good  hap  to  you  that  chances  here: 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  'tis  late,  farewel,  Good  Night. 

Rom.  But  that  a  Joy,  paft  Joy,  calls  out  on  me, 
It  were  a  Grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee: 
Farewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.     Capulet'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris. 

Cap.  Things  have  fain  out,  Sir,  fo  unluckily, 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  Daughter: 
Look  you,  flie  Jov'd  her  Kinfman  Tybalt  dearly, 

And  fo  did  I Well,  we  were  born  to  die. 

3Tis  very  late,  (he'll  not  come  down  to  Night: 
I  promife  you,  but  for  your  Company, 
I  would  have  been  a  bed  an  hour  ago. 

Par.  Thefe  times  of  Woe  afford  no  time  to  Woo: 
Madam,  good  Nighr,  commend  me  to  your  Daughter. 

La.  Cap.  I  will,  and  know  her  Mind  early  to  Morrow; 
To  Night  (he  is  mew'd  up  to  her  heavinefs. 

Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 
Of  my  Child's  Love:  I  think  fhe  will  be  rul'd 
Jn  all  refpe&s  by  me,  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  e'er  you  go  to  Bed, 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  Son  Paris  Love, 

And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednefday  next 

But  foft;  what  day  is  this  § 

Par*  Monday,  my  Lord. 
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Cap.  Monday  \  ha !  ha !  well,  Wednefday  is  too  foon, 
A  Thurfday  let  it  be :  A  Thurfday  tell  her 
She  (hall  be  married  to  this  Noble  Earl: 
Will  you  be  ready?  Do  you  like  this  hade? 

We'll  keep  no  great  a-do a  Friend  or  two— - 

For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  {lain  fo  late, 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelefly, 
Being  our  Kinfman,  if  we  revel  much  : 
Therefore  we'll  have  fome  half  a  dozen  Friends, 
And  there's  an  end.    But  what  fay  you  toThurfdayl 

Par.  My  Lord, 
I  would  that  Thurfday  were  to  Morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone — a  Thurfday  be  it  then  : 
Go  you  to  Juliet  e'er  you  go  to  Bed,     [To  Lady  Capulet. 
Prepare  her,  Wife,  againft  this  Wedding-day. 

Farewel,  my  Lord light  to  my  Chamber,  hoa! 

'Afore  me,  it  is  fo  late,  that  we  may  call  it  earJy  by  and  (by. 
(Sood  Night.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V.      The  Garden 

Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet  above  at  a  Window ;  a  Ladder  of 

Ropes  fit. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ? 
It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  Ear, 
Nightly  fhe  fings  on  yond  Pomgranate  Tree, 
Believe  me  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  Lark,  the  Herald  of  the  Morn, 
No  Nightingale.    Look,  Love,  what  envious  Streaks 
Do  lace  the  fevering  Clouds  in  yonder  Eaft: 
Night's  Candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  Day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  mifty  Mountain  tops, 
I  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  ftay  and  dye. 

Jul.  Yon  Light  is  not  Day-light,   ]  know  it,  I: 
It  is  fome  Meteor  that  the  Sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  Night  a  Torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua. 
Therefore  ftay,  yet  thou  need'fl:  not  to  be  £one. 

Rom.  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  Death, 
I  am  content,  fo  thou  wilt  have  it  fo. 
I'll  fay  yon  gray  is  not  the  Morning's  Eye, 

.'Tis 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  2 1  27 

5Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia  s  Brow, 
Nor  that  is  not  the  Lark  whofe  Notes  do  beat 
The  vaulty  Heavens  fo  high  above  our  Heads, 
I  have  more  care  to  ftay,  than  will  to  go  : 
Come  Death  and  welcome,  Juliet  wills  it  fo. 
How  is't,  my  Soul?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  Day. 
Jul.  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away  : 
It  is  the  Lark  that  fings  fo  out  of  Tune, 
Straining  harm  Difcords,  and  unpleafing  Sharps. 
Some  fay  the  Lark  makes  fweet  Divifion  ; 
This  doth  not  fo:  For  (he  divideth  us. 
Some  fay,  the  Lark,  and  loathed  Toad  change  Eyesi 
O  now  I  would  they  had  chang'd  Voices  too  : 
Since,  arm  from  arm,  that  Voice  doth  us  affray, 
Hunting  thee  hence,  with  Huntf-up  to  the  Day, 

0  now  be  gone,  more  light,  and  light  it  grow  s. 

Rom.  More  light  and  light,  more  dark  and  dark  our  Woes. 

Enter  Nurfe. 
Nur.  Madam. 
Jul.  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Your  Lady  Mother  is  coming  to  your  Chamber : 
The  Day  is  broke,  be  wary,  look  about. 

Jul.  Then  Window  let  Day  in,  and  let  Life  out. 
Rom.  Farewel,  farewe',  one  Kifs,  and  I'll  Defcend. 
Jul.  Art  thou  gone  fo?  Love  !  Lord  !  ah  Husband/  Friend  I 

1  muft  hear  from  thee  every  Day  in  the  Hour, 

[Romeo  comes  down  by  the  Ladder  into  the  Garden. 
For  in  a  Minute  there  are  many  Days, 

0  by  this  count  I  mail  be  much  in  Years, 
E're  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.   Farewel  : 

1  will  omit  no  opportuniry, 

That  may  convey  my  Greetings,  Love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O  thinkeft  thou  we  ill  ail  ever  meet  again  ? 

Rom.  I  doubt  it  nor,  and  all  thefe  Woes  mail  ferve 
For  fweet  Difcourfes,  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O   God  !  I  have  an  ill  Divining  Soul, 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  now,  thou  art  fo  low, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  Tomb  : 
Either  my  Eye-fight  fails  ;  or  thou  look' ft  pale.~ 

Rom.  And  truft  me,  Love,  in  my  Eye  fo  do  you  : 
Dry  Sorrow  drinks  our  Blood.  Adieu,  adieu.         \Exeunt. 
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SCENE    VI.     Juliet' j  Chamber. 

Enter  Juliet. 

JuL  O  Fortune,  Fortune,  all  Men  call  thee  fickle, 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  doft  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  Faith  ?  be  fickle  Fortune  : 
For  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  fend  him  back. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 
La,  Cap*  Flo  Daughter,  are  you  up  ? 
Jul.  Who  is't  that  calls  *  is  it  my  Lady  Mother? 
Is  (he  not  down  fo  iate,  or  up  fo  early  ? 
What  unaccuftom'd  Caufe  procures  her  hither  ? 
La*  Cap.  Why  how  now,  Juliet  ? 
Jul.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La. Cap.  Evermore  weeping  for  your  Coufin's  Death? 
What  wilt  thou  wafh  him  from  his  Grave  with  Tears  ? 
And  if  thou  couldft,  thou  couldft  not  make  him  live  : 
Therefore  have  done,  fome  Grief  fhews  much  of  Love, 
But  much  of  Grief  (hews  ftillfome  want  of  Wit. 
JuL  Yet  let  me  weep,  for  fuch  a  feeling  lofs. 
La.  Cap.  So  (hall  you  feel  the  lofs,  but  not  the  Friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul.  Feeling  fo  the  lofs, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  ever  weep  the  Friend.  w' 

La.  Cap.  Well  Girl,  thcu  weep'ft  notfo  much  for  his  death, 
As  that  the  Villain  lives  which  flaughter'd  him. 
Jul.  What  Villain,  Madam  ? 
La.  Cap.  That  fame  Villain,  Romeo. 
Jul  Villain  and  he  be  many  Miles  afunder: 
God  pardon  him,  I  do  with  all  my  Heart, 
And  yet  no  Man  like  he  doth  grieve  my  Heart. 
La*  Cap.  That  is  becaufe  the  Traitor  lives. 
Jul.  Ay,  Madam,  from  the  reach  of  thefe  my  Hands  : 
Would  none  but  I  might  verge  my  Coufin's  Death. 

La.  Cap.  We  will  have  Vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not 
Then  weep  no  more.  I'll  fend  to  one  in  Mantua* 
Where  that  fame  baniuVd  Runnagate  doth  live, 
Shall  give  him  fuch  an  unaccuftom'd  Dram, 
That  he  (hall  foon  keep  Tybalt  Company  : 
And  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  be  fatisfied 
JuL  Indeed  I  never  (hall  be  fatisfied 
With  Rinuo,  'till  I  behold  him Dead  Is 
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Is  my  poor  Heart,  fo  for  a  Kinfman  vext  : 
Jvladam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  Man 
To  bear  a  Poifon,  I  would  temper  it; 
That  Romeo  fhould,  upon  receipt  thereof, 
Soon  deep  in  quiet.     O  how  my  Heart  abhors 
To  hear  him  natrfd,  and  cannot  come  to  him, 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  CouCmTjbalt, 
Upon  his  Body  that  hath  flaughter'd  him. 

La.  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I'll  find  fuch  a  Man. 
But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  Girl. 

Jul.  And  Joy  comes  well  in  fuch  a  needy  time. 
What  are  they,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfliip  ? 

La.  Cap.  Well,  well,  thou  haft  a  careful  Father,  Child; 
One,  who  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavinefs, 
Hath  forted  out  a  fudden  day  of  Joy, 
That  thou  expects  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 

Jul.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  this  ? 
La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  Child,  early  next  Thurfday  morn, 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  Gentleman, 
The  County  Parisy  at  St.  Peters  Church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  a  joyful  Bride. 

Jul.  Now  by  St.  Peters  Church,  and  Peter  too, 
He  fhall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  Bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  hafte,  that  I  muft  wed 
E*er  he  that  fhould  be  Husband  comes  to  wooe. 
I  pray  you  tell  my  Lord  and  Father,  Madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet,  and  when  I  do,  I  fwear 
It  fhall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I. hate, 
Rather  than  Paris.     Thefe  are  News  indeed. 

La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  Father,  tell  him  fo  your  felf, 
And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands.  / 

Enter  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 
Cap.  When  the  Sun  fets,  the  Earth  doth  drizzle  Dew; 
But  for  the  Sunfet  of  my  Brother's  Son, 
Jt  rains  down-right. 

How  now  ?  a  Conduit,  Girl  ?  what,  ftill  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  fhow'ring  in  one  little  Body  ? 
Thy  Counterfeit's  a  Bark,  a  Sea,  a  Wind ; 
For  ftill  thy  Eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  Sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears,  the  Bark  thy  Body 
Sailing  in  this  fait  Flood,  the  Winds  thy  Sighs, 
Who  raging  with  the  Tears,  and  they  with  ther% 
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Without  a  fudden  Calm  will  over-fet 

Thy  tempeft-tolTed  Body.     How  now,  Wife  ? 

Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  Decree  ? 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  Sir ; 
But  fhe  will  none,  me  gives  you  thanks  ? 
I  would  the  Fool  were  married  to  her  Grave. 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  Wife, 
How,  will  fhe  none?  doth  fhe  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  fhe  not  proud?  doth  fhe  not  count  her  bleft, 
Unworthy  as  fhe  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  Gentleman  to  be  her  Bridegroom  ? 

Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have  ;  But  thankful,  that  you  have. 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate. 
But  thankful  even  for  Hate,  that  is  meant  Love. 

Cap.  How  now? 
How  now  ?  chopt  Logick?  what  is  this  ? 
Proud  !  and  I  thank  you  !  and  I  thank  you  not ! 
Thank  me  no  thinkings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds. 
But  fettle  your  fine  Joints  'gainft  Thurfday  next, 
To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peters  Church  : 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  Hurdle  thither. 
Out  you  Green- ficknefs  Carrion,  out  you  Baggage,, 
Out  you  Tallow-face. 

La.  Cap.  Fie,  fie,  what  are  you  mad  ? 

Jul.  Good  Father,  I  befeech  you  on  my  Knees, 
Hear  me  with  patience,  but  to  fpeak  a  word. 

Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  Baggage,  difobedient  Wretch, 
I  tell  thee  what,  get  thee  to  Church  a  Thurfday> 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  Face. 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  anfwer  me. 
My  Fingers  itch,  Wife :  we  fcarce  thought  us  bleft, 
That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  Child, 
But  now  I  fee  this  one  is  one  too  much, 
And  that  we  have  a  Curfe  in  having  her  : 
Out  on  her,  Hilding. 

Nttr.  God  in  Heav'n  blefs  her, 
You  are  to  blame,  my  Lord,  to  rate  her  fo: 

Cap.  And  why,  my  Lady  Wifdom  ?  hold  ypur  tongue^ 
Good  Prudence,  fmatter  with  your  ©offip,  go. 
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Nut.  I  fpeak  no  Treafon, 

0  God-ye-good-den— 
May  not  one  fpeak  ? 

Cap.  Peace  you  mumbling  Fool, 
Utter  your  Gravity  o'er  a  Goffip's  Bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  Bread,  it  makes  me  mad: 
Day,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  play, 
Alone,  in  company,  ftill  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  march'd,  and  having  now  provided 
A  Gentleman  of  Noble  Parentage, 
Of  fair  Demeans,  Youthful,  and  nobly  Allied, 
Scuff 'd,  as  they  fay,  with  honourable  Parts, 
Proportioned  as  ones  thought  would  wifh  a  Man  : 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  Fool, 
A  whining  Mammet,  in  her  Fortunes  tender, 
To  anfwer  I'll  not  wed,  I  cannot  Love, 

1  am  too  young,  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

But,  and  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you 

Graie  where  you  will,  you  fhall  not  Houfe  with  me : 

Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  ufe  to  jell:. 

TTourfday  is  near,  lay  Hand  on  Heart,  advife  ; 

And  you  be  mine,  I'll  ^ive  you  to  my  Friend  : 

And  you  be  nor,  hang,  beg,  ftarve,  die  in  the  Streets, 

For,  by  my  Soul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 

Nor  what  is  mine,  (hall  never  do  thee  good  : 

Truft  to't,  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forfworn.  [Exit. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds, 
That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  Grief? 
O  fweet  my  Mother,  caft  me  not  away, 
Delay  this  Marriage  for  a  Month,  a  Week, 
Or  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  Bed 
In  that  dim  Monument  where  Tybalt  lyes. 

La.  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  fpeak  a  word  : 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee,  [Exit. 

Jul.  O  God  ! 
O  Nurfe,  how  (hall  this  be  prevented  ? 
My  Husband  is  on  Earth,  my  Faith  in  Heaven, 
How  (hall  that  Faith  return  again  to  Earth, 
Unlefs  that  Husband  fend  it  me  from  Heav'n, 
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By  leaving  Earth  ?  Comfort  me,  counfel  me, 
Alack,  alack,  thatHeav'n  mould  pra&ife  Stratagems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  Subject  as  my  felf. 
What  fay' ft  thou?  haft  thou  not  a  word  of  joy? 
Some  comfort,  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Faith  here  it  is : 
Romeo  is  banifiVd,  and  all  the  World  to  nothing 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you  : 
Or  if  he  do,  it  needs  mull:  be  by  Health. 
Then  fince  the  cafe  fo  (lands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  beft  you  married  with  the  Count. 
Oh  he's  a  lovely  Gentleman; 
Romeo's  a  Dim-clout  to  him ;  an  Eagle,  Madam, 
Hath  not  fo  green,  fo  quick,  fo  fair  an  Eye 
As  Paris  hath:  beih re w  my  very  Heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  fecond  Match, 
For  it  excels  your  firft  :  Or  if  it  did  not, 
Your  firft  is  dead,  or  'twere  as  good  he  were, 
As  living  here,  and  you  no  ufe  of  him. 

Jul.  Speakeft  thou  from  thy  Heart  ? 

Nur.  And  from  my  Soul  too, 
Or  elfe  belhrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen. 

Nur.  What  ? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marvellous  much  ; 
Go  in,  and  tell  my  Lady  I  am  gone, 
Having  difpleas'd  my  Father,  to  Lawrence  Cell, 
To  make  Confeffion,  and  to  be  Abfolved. 

Nur.  Marry  I  will,  and  this  is  wifely  done.  [Exitl 

JhL  Ancient  Damnation !  O  moft  wicked  Fiend ! 
Is  it  more  Sin  to  wilh  me  thus  forfworn, 
Or  to  difpraife  my  Lord  with  that  fame  Tongue 
Which  (he  hath  prais'd  him  wifh  above  compare, 
So  many  thoufand  times  ?  Go,  Counfellor, 
Thou  and  my  bofom  henceforth  (hall  be  twain: 
I'll  to  the  Friar  to  know  his  remedy. 
If  all  elfc  fail,  my  felf  have  power  kto  die.  [Exeunt. 
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A  CT   IV-     SGEN  E    I. 

SCENE   the  Monaftery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Paris. 

Fri.  /^\N  Thufday>  Sir !  the  time  is  very  fhort. 

V^J     Par.  My  Father  Capulet  will  have  it  fo, 
And  I  am  nothing  flow  to  (lack  his  hafte. 

Fri.  You  fay  you  do  not  know  the  Lady's  mind : 
Uneven  is  the  courfe,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  (he  weeps  for  Tybalt's  Death, 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk  of  Love, 
For  Vcnm  fmiles  not  in  a  Houfe  of  Tears: 
Now,  Sir,  her  Father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  fheihould  give  her  Sorrow  fo  muchfway; 
And,  in  his  Wifdom,  haftes  our  Marriage, 
To  flop  the  Inundation  of  her  Tears, 
Which  too  much  minded  by  her  felf  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  Society. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  hafte? 

Fri.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  mould  be  flow'd. 
Look,  Sir,  here  comes  the  Lady  towards  my  Cell. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Par.  Happily  met,  my  Lady  and  my  Wife. 

Jul.  That  may  be,  Sir,  when  I  may  be  a  Wife. 

Par.  That  may  be,  muft  be,  Love,  on  Thnrfday  next. 

Jul  What  muft  be,  mail  be. 

Fri.  That's  a  certain  Text. 

Par.  Come  you  to  make  Confeffion  to  this  Father  ? 

Jul.  To  anfwer  that,  I  ftiould  confefs  to  you. 

Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  I  will  confefs  to  you  that  I  love  him. 

Par.  So  will  ye,  I  am  fure,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  If  I  do  fo,  it  will  be  of  more  Price, 
Being  fpoke  behind  your  Back,  than  to  your  Face. 

Par.  Poor  Soul,  thy  Face  is  much  abus'd  with  Tears. 

Jul.  The  Tears  have  got  fmall  Victory  by  that : 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  fpighr. 

Par*  Thou  wrong'ft  it,  more  than  Tear?,  with  that  report. 
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Jul.  That  is  no  (Tender,  Sir,  which  is  but  truth, 
And  what  I  fpeak,  I  fpeak  it  to  my  Face. 

Par.  Thy  Face  is  mine,  and  thou  haft  flander'd  it. 

Jul.  It  may  be  fo,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 
Are  you  at  leifure,  Holy  Father,  now, 
Or  mall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  Mafs  ? 

Fri.  My  leifure  ferves  me,  penfive  Daughter,  nowl 
My  Lord,  I  muft  intreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  ftiield,  I  mould  difturb  Devotion  : 
Juliet,  on  Thurfday  early  will  I  rowze  ye, 
'Till  then  adieu,  and  keep  this  holy  kifs.  \Exit  Paris, 

Jul.  O  fhut  the  Door,  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo, 
Come  weep  with  me,  paft  hope,  paft  cure,  paft  help. 

Fri.  O  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  Grief, 
It  ftrains  me  paft  the  compafs  of  my  Wits  : 
I  hear  thou  muft,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it9 
On  Thurfday  next  be  married  to  this  Count. 

Jul.  Teilmenot,  Friar,  that  thou  heareft  of  this, 
Urilefs  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If  in  thy  wifdom,  thou  canft  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  Refolution  wife, 
And  with  this  Knife  I'll  help  it  prefently. 
God  joined  my  Heart  and  Romeo*s,  thou  our  Hands, 
And  e'er  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  feal'd, 
Shall  be  the  Label  to  another  Deed, 
Or  my  true  Heart,  with  treacherous  Revolt, 
Turn  to  another,  this  (hall  flay  them  both : 
Therefore  out  of  thy  long  experienc'd  Time, 
Give  me  fome  prefent  CounfeJ,  or  behold 
'Twixt  my  extreams  and  me,  this  bloody  Knife 
Shall  play  the  Umpire;  arbitrating  that, 
Which  the  Commiflion  of  thy  Years  and  Art 
Could  to  no  Iffueof  true  Honour  bring  : 
Be  not  fo  long  to  fpeak,  I  long  to  die, 
If  what  thou  fpeak'ft  fpeak  not  of  Remedy. 

Fri.  Hold,  Daughter,  I  do  'fpy  a  kind  of  hope,' 
Which  craves  as  defperate  an  Execution, 
As  that  is  defperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If  rather  than  to  marry  County  Paris, 
Thou  haft  the  ftrength  of  Will  to  flay  thy  felf, 
Then  it  is  likely,  thou  wilt  undertake 
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A  thing  like  Death  to  chide  away  this  fhame, 
That  cop'ft  with  Death  himfelf,  to  Ycape  from  it: 
And  if  thou  dar'fr,  I'll  give  thee  remedy, 

Jul.  O  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  eff  the  Battlements  of  any  Tower, 
Or  walk  in  thievifh  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  Serpents  are:  Chain  me  with  roaring  Bears, 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  charnel  Houfe, 
O'er  covered  quite  with  dead  Mens  ratling  Bones, 
With  reeky  Shanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  Skulls : 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  Grave* 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  Man  in  his  Grave, 
Things  that  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble, 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unftain'd  Wife  to  my  fr/eet  Love. 

Fri.  Hold  then.  Go  home,  be  merry,  give  confent, 
To  many  Paris.   Wcdnefday  is  to  morrow  ; 
To  morrow  Night  1<  ok  that  thou  lye  alone, 
Let  not  thy  Nurfe  Jye  with  thee  in  thy  Chamber: 
Take  thou  this  Viol  being  then  in  Bed, 
And  this  diftilling  Liquor  drink  thou  off, 
When  prefent'y,  through  all  thy  Veins,  fhall  run 
A  cold  and  drowfie  Humour :  For  no  Pulfe 
Shall  keep  his  Native  Progrefs,  but  furceafe  : 
No  warmth,  no  breath  fhall  teftifie  thou  lived; 
The  Rofes  in  thy  Lips  and  Cheeks  fhall  fade 
To  mealy  Afhes,  the  Eyes  Windows,  fall 
Like  Death,   when  he  fhuts  up  the  Day  of  Life > 
Each  part  depriVd  of  fupple  Government, 
Shall  ftifF  and  ftark,  and  cold  appear  like  Death, 
And  in  this  borrowed  likenefs  of  fhrunk  Death, 
Thou  (halt  continue  two  and  forty  Hours, 
And  then  awake,  as  from  a  pleafant  Sleep. 
Now  when  the  Bridegroom  in  the  Morning  comes 
To  rowfe  thee  from  thy  Bed,  there  art  thou  Dead : 
Then  as  the  manner  of  our  Country  is, 
In  thy  beft  Robes  uncover'd  on  the  Bier, 
Be  born  to  Burial  in  thy  Kindreds  Grave  : 
Thou  (halt  be  born  to  that  fame  antient  Vault, 
Where  all  the  Kindred  of  the  Capulets  lye. 
In  the  mean  time,  againft  thou  fhak  awake, 
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Shall  Romeo  by  my  Letters  know  our  Drift, 
And  hither  mall  he  come;  and  that  very  Night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  this  (hall  free  thee  from  this  prefent  Shame, 
If  no  unconftant  Toy  nor  Womanifh  fear, 
Abate  thy  Valour  in  the  a&ing  it. 

Jul.  Give  me,  give  me,  O  tell  not  me  of  fear. 

fri.  Hold,  get  you  gone,  be  ftrong  and  profperous 
In  this  refolve,  I'll  fend  a  Friar  with  fpeed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  Letters  to  thy  Lord. 

Jul  Love  give  me  Strength,  and  ftrength  mail  help  afford, 
Farewel,  dear  Father. 

SCENE     II.     Capukt9  s  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Nurfe,  and  two  or  three 

Servants. 

Cap.  So  many  Guefts  invite  as  here  are  writ  .• 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  Cooks. 

Ser.  You  mail  have  none  ill,  Sir,  for  I'll  try  if  they  can 
lick  their  Fingers. 

Cap.  How  canft  thou  try  them  fo  ? 

Ser.  Marry,  Sir,  'tis  an  ill  Cook  that  cannot  lick  his  own 
Fingers :  Therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his  Fingers,  goes 
not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  be  gone.  We  (hall  be  much  unfurniuVd  for 
this  time :  What  is  my  Daughter  gone  to  Friar  Lawrence! 

Nur.  Ay  forfooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  fomegood  on  her, 
A  peevifli  felf-will'd  Harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Nur.  See  where  fhe  comes  from  Shrift,  with  merry  look. 

Cap.  How  now,  my  Headftrong  I 
Where  have  you  been  gadding  ? 

Jul.  Where  I  have  learnt  mc  to  repent  the  Sin,' 
Of  difobedient  Oppofition, 
To  you  and  your  behefts;  and  am  enjoy n'd 
By  holy  Lawrence,  to  fall  proftrate  here, 

To 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  Zl$7 

To  beg  your  Pardon :  Pardon  I  befeech  you^ 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  rufd  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  Count,  go,  tell  him  of  this* 
I'll  have  this  Knot  knit  up  to  morrow  morning. 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  Lord  at  Lawrence  Cell, 
And  gave  him  what  becoming  Love  I  might, 
Not  ftepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  Modefty. 

Cap.  Why  I  am  glad  on't,  this  is  well,  ftand  up, 
This  is  as't  mould  be,  let  me  fee  the  County : 
Ay  marry,  go  I  fay,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now  afore  God,  this  reverend  Holy  Friar, 
All  our  whole  City  is  much  bound  to  him. 

Jul.  Nurfe,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  Clofet, 
To  help  me  fort  fuch  needful  Ornaments, 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnifh  me  to  morrow  ? 

La.  Cap.  No  not 'till  Thurfday,  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap.  Go  Nurfe,  go  with  her; 
We'll  to  Church  to  morrow.        [Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurfe, 

La.  Cap.  We  fhali  be  (hort  in  our  Provifion ; 
sTis  now  near  Night. 

Cap.  Tufh,  I  will  ftir  about, 
And  all  things  fhali  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  Wife: 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her, 
I'll  not  to  bed  to  Night,  let  me  alone  : 
I'll  play  the  Hufwife  for  this  once.     What  ho  \ 
They  are  all  forth ;  well  I  will  walk  my  felf 
To  County  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Againfl:  to  morrow.  My  Heart  is  wondrous  Light^ 
Since  this  fame  way-ward  Girl  is  fo  reclaimed. 

[Exeunt  Capulet  and  Lady  Cap.' 

SCENE    lit;  JulietV  Chamber. 

Enter  Juliet  and  Narfe. 

Jul.  Ay>  thofe  Attires  are  beft;  but,  gentle  Nurfe, 
I  pray  thee  leave  me  to  my  felf  to  Night  c 
For  I  have  need  of  many  Orifons* 
To  move  the  Heavens  to  f>  «j»  my  ftate, 

Which  well  thou  know'ft  is  tt<&  and  full  of  Sin. 

Vol.  V  B  Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Capulet. 
La.  Cap.  What  are  you  bufie,  ho  ?  Need  you  my  kelp? 
JhU  No,  Madam,  we  have  cuil'd  fuch  Neceflaries 
As  are  behovefiil  for  our  ftate  to  morrow  : 
So  pleafe  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone, 
And  let  the  Nurfe  this  Night  fit  up  with  you; 
For  I  am  fure  you  have  your  Hands  full  all, 
In  this  fo  fudden  Bufinefs. 

Mo.  Good  night, 
Get  thee  to  bed  and  reft,  for  thou  haft  need.         [Exeunt, 

Jul.  Farewel ; 
God  knows,  when  we  mall  meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  Veins, 
That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of  Fire  .• 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me. 
Nurfe  -—  what  fhould  ihe  do  here  ? 
My  difmal  Scene,  I  needs  muft  a<3:  alone: 
Come  Vial  ■  what  if  this  Mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 

Shall  I  be  married  to  morrow  Morning? 
No,  no,  this  fTiall  forbid  it ;  Lye  thou  there. 

[Pointing  to  a  Dagger. 
What  if  it  be  a  Poifon,  which  the  Friar, 
Subtilly  hath  miniftred,  to  have  me  dead, 
Left  in  this  Marriage  he  mould  be  difhonour'd, 
Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 
I  fear  it  is,  and  yet  methinks  it  lliould  not, 
For  he  hath  ftill  been  tried  a  Holy  Man. 
How,  if  when  I  am  kid  into  the  Tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time,  that  Romeo 
Come  to  redeem  me  ?  There's  a  fearful  Point  / 
Shall  I  not  then  be  ftifled  in  the  Vault, 
To  whofe  foul  Month  no  healthfome  Air  breaths  in* 
And  there  die  ftrangled  e'er  my  Romeo  comes  ? 
Or  if  I  live,  it  is  not  very  like, 
The  horrible  conceit  of  Death  and  Night, 
Together  with  the  Terror  of  the  place, 
As  in  a  Vault,  an  ancient  Receptacle, 
Where,  for  thefe  many  hundred  Years,  the  Bones 
Of  all  my  buried  Anceftors  are  packt; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  Earth, 
Lies  feftring  in  his  Shrowd;  where,  as  they  fay, 
At  fome  Hours  in  the  Nighr,  Spirits  refort  —  A  lack, 
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Alack,  alack!  is  it  not  like  that  I 

So  early  waking,  what  with  loathfome  fmells,~ 

And  fhrieks  like  Mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  Earthy 

That  living  Mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad         "j 

Or  if  I  walk,  mall  I  not   be  diftraught, 

Invironed  with  all  thefe  hideous  Fears* 

And  madly  play  with  my  Fore-fathers  Joints," 

And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  Shroud  ? 

And  in  this  Rage,  with  fome  great  Kinfman's  Bone 

As  with  a  Club,  dafh  out  my  defperate  Brains  t 

O  look !  methinks  I  fee  my  Coufin's  Ghoft, 

Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  fpit  his  Body 

Upon  his  Rapier's  Point :  Stay,  Tybalt  ftay ! 

Romeo !  Rome o  I  Romeo  I  here's  drink  •—  I  drink  to  thee.  [Exit* 

SCENE    IV.    A  Hall 

Enter  Lad)  Capulet  and  Nttrfe. 

La,  Cap.  Hold, 
Take  thefe  Keys  and  fetch  more  Spices,  Nurfe* 

Nur.  They  call  for  Dates  and  Quinces  in  the  Paftry. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap.  Come,  ftir,  ftir,  ftir, 
The  fecond  Cock  hath  crow'd, 
The  Curphew  Bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  a  Clock  : 
Look  to  the  bak'd  Meats,  good  Angelica. 
Spare  not  for  coll:. 

Nnr.  Go,  you  Cot-quean,  go; 
Get  you  to  Bed ;  faith  you'll  be  fick  to  morrow 
For  this  Night's  Watching. 

Cap.  No  not  a  whit,  I  have  watch'd  e'er  now 
All  Night  for  a  lefs  Caufe,  and  ne'er  been  fick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  Moufe-hunt,  in  your  timej 
But  I  will  watch  you,  from  fuch  watching,  now. 

[Exit  Lady  Capulet  and  Nnrfi. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hooa  -       — 
Now,  Fellow,  what's  there  ? 

Enter  three  or  four  with  Spits,  and  Logs,  and  Baskets* 

Ser.  Things  for  the  Cook,  Sir,  but  I  know  not  what. 

Cap.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte*  Sirrah,  fetch  drier  Logs* 
Call  Peter 9  he  will  (hew  thee  where  they  are* 

F  %  Ser. 
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Ser.  I  have  a  Head,  Sir,  that  will  find  out  Logs; 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter. 

Cap.  Mafs  and  well  faid,  a  merry  Horfon,  ha  f 

Thou  fhak  be  Logger-head good  Faith,  'tis  Day. 

[Play  Mufick* 
The  County  will  be  here  with  Mufick  ftraight, 
For  fo  he  faid  he  would.  I  hear  him  near. 
Nurfe,  Wife,  what  ho  ?  What,  Nurfe,  I  fay  ? 

Enter  Nurfe* 
Go  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up, 
1*11  go  and  chat  with  Paris  :  Hie,  make  hafte, 
Make  hade,  I  fay.  -    [Exit  Capulet* 

SCENE  draws  and  difc overs  Juliet  on  a  Bed. 

Nur.  Miftrefs,  what  Miftrefs  !  Juliet  !  - Faft  I  war- 
rant her. 

Why  Lamb — —  why  Lady  ■ Fie  you  flug-a-bed 

Why  Love,  I  fay  -—  Madam,  Sweet-heart  —  Why  Bride 

What,  not  a  Word  !  You  take  your  Pennyworths  now  ; 
Sleep  for  a  week;  for  the  next  Night  I  warrant, 
The  County  Paris  hath  fit  up  his  reft, 

That  you  ihould  reft  but  little God  forgive  me  — — 

Marry  and  Amen How  found  is  fhe  afteep  ? 

I  muft  needs  wake  her:  Madam,  Madam,   Madam, 

Ay,  let  the  County  take  you  in  your  Bed 

He'll  fright  you  up  y'faith.    Will  it  not  be  ? 
Whatdreft,  and  in  yourCloaths  —  and  down  again! 
I  muft  needs  awake  you  :  Lady,  Lady,  Lady  — — 
Alas !  alas !  help  I  help  I  my  Lady's  dead. 
Oh  wel!-a-day,  that  ever  t  was  born ! 
Some  Aqua-vita  ho  I  my  Lord,  my  Lady  I 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La*  Cap.  What  Noife  is  hare  ? 

Nur.  O  lamentable  Day  ! 

La.  Cap.  What  is  the  matter? 

Nur.  Look,  jock  oh  heavy  Day ! 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  O  me,  my  Child,  my  only  Life ! 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee  .* 
Help,  help,  callhdp. 

Enter  Caonlet. 

Cap-  For  fhame  bring  Juliet  forth,  her  Lord  is  come. 

Nur.  She's  dead,,Deceaft,  (he's  dead:  Alack  the  Day. 

La. 
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La.Cap.  Alack  the  Day,  fhe's dead,  fhe's dead,  iht'sdead, 

C*/>.  Ha!  Letme  fee  her Out  alas  (he's  cold, 

Her  Blood  is  fettled,  and  her  Joints  are  ftirT, 
Life  and  thefe  Lips  have  long  been  feparated: 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  Frofl: 
Upon  the  fweetefl:  Flower  of  the  Field. 

Nur.  O  lamentable  Day  ! 

La.  Cap.  O  woful  time  I 

Cap.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me  wail, 
Ties  up  my  Tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  and  Paris. 

JFru  Come,  is  the  Bride  ready  to  go  to  Church? 

Cap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 
OSon,  the  Night  before  thy  Wedding-day, 
Hath  Death  lain  with  thy  Wife:  See,  there  fhe  lief, 
Flower  as  ihe  was,  D.flower'd  now  by  him  : 
Death  is  my  Son-in-Law,  Death  is  my  Heir, 
My  Daughter  he  hach  wedded,     I  will  dye, 
And  leave  him  all,  Life,  living,  ail  is  Death's. 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  fee  this  Morning'*  Face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  a  fight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Accurft,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  Day, 
Mod  miserable  Hour,  that  e'er  time  faw 
In  lafting  Labour  of  his  Pilgrimage. 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  Child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  folace  in, 
And  cruel  Death  hath  catcht  it  from  my  fight. 

Nur.  O  wo!  O  woful,  woful,  woful  Day! 
Moft  lamentable  Day  !  moft  woful  Day  ! 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold, 
ODay  /  O  Day !  ODay !  O  hateful  Day ! 
Kevcr  was  ktn  to  black  a  Day  as  this: 
O  woful  Day  !  O  woful  Day  ! 

Par.  BeguiPd,  divOrced,wronged,  fpighted,  flain ! 
Moft  deteftable  D=ath,  by  thee  beguil'd, 

By  cruel,   cruel  thee  quite  overthrown . 

O  Love  I  O  Life !  not  Life,  but  Love  in  Death. 

Cap.  D->fpis'd,diftrefTed,  hated,  martyr'd,  kill'd-— 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam*  ft  thou  now 
To  murther,  murther  our  Solemnity  ? 
O Child!  O  Child!  my  Soul,  and  not  my  Child f 
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Dead  art  thou- alack  my  Child  is  dead, 

And  with  my  Child,  my  Joys  are  buried. 

Fri.  Peace  ho  for  frame Confufions  ?  Care  lives  not 

In  thefe  Confufions.     Heaven  and  your  felf 
Had  part  in  this  fair  Maid,  now  Heaven  hath  all, 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  Maid: 
Your  pari  in  her,  ycu  could  not  keep  from  Death, 
But  Heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  Life : 
The  moft  you  fought  was  her  Promotion, 
For  'twas  your  Heaven  that  fhe  fhould  be  advane'd  ; 
And  weep  ye  now,  feeing  me  is  advane'd 
Above  the  Clouds,  as  high  as  Heaven  it  felf? 
O  in  this  love,  you  love  your  Child  fo  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  feeing  that  fhe  is  well. 
She's  not  well  Married  that  lives  married  long, 
But  {he's  beft  Married  that  dyes  married  young* 
Dry  up  your  Tears,  and  ftick  your  Rofemary 
On  this  fair  Coarfe,  and  as  the  Cuftom  is, 
All  in  her  beft  Array,  bear  her  to  Church ; 
For  tho'  fond  Nature  bids  all  us  lament, 
yet  Nature's  Tears  are  Reafon's  Merriment.. 
Cap.  All  things  that  we  ordained  Feftival, 
Turn  from  their  Office  to  black  Funeral: 
Our  Inftruments,  to  melancholly  Bells  ; 
Our  wedding  Chear,  to  a  fad  burial  Feaft; 
Our  folemn  Hymns,  to  fallen  Dirges  change'; 
Our  Bridal  Flowers,  ferve  for  a  buried  Coarfe; 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri.  Sir,  go  you  in,  and  Madam,  go  with  him, 
And  go,  Sir  Paris,  every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  Coarfe  unto  her  Grave. 
r  The  Heavens  do  lowre  upon  you  for  fome  ill : 
Move  them  no  more,  by  croffing  their  high  Will.  {Exeunt, 
Mu,  Faith  we  may  put  up  our  Pipes  and  be  gone, 
Nur.  Honeft  good  Fellows :  Ah,  put  up,  put  up, 
for  well  you  know  this  is  a  pitiful  Cafe. 

Mu.  Ay,  by  ijiy  Troth,  the  Cafe  may  be  amended. 

£  titer  Peter. 
Pet.  Muficians:  OtTMuficians, 
Heart's  eafe,  Heart's  eafe ; 
ph,  $nd  you  will  hare  me,  live,  play  Heart's  eafe. 
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Mh.  Why  Heart's  eafe? 

Pet.  O  Muficians, 
Becaufe  ray  Heart  it  felf  plays,  my  Heart  is  full, 

Mh.  Not  a  dump  we,  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Pet.  You  will  not  then  ? 

Mh.  No. 

/V/.  I  will  then  give  it  you  foundly. 

Mh.  What  will  you  give  us? 

Pet.  No  Mony  on  my  Faith,  but  the  Gleek. 
I  will  give  you  the  Miniftrel. 

Mh.  Then  I  will  give  you  the  Serving  Creature. 

Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  ferving  Creature's  Dagger  on  your 
Pate.  I  will  carry  no  Crotchets,  I'll  Re  you,  I'll  Fa  you,  do 
you  Note  me? 

Mh.  And  you  Re  us,  and  Fa  u?,  you  Note  us. 

1  Mh.  Pray  you  put  up  your  Dagger, 
And  put  out  your  Wit. 
Then  have  at  you  with  my  Wit. 

Pet.  I  will  dry-beat  you  with  an  Iron  Wif, 
And  put  up  my  Iron  Dagger. 
Anfwer  me  like  Men  : 
When  griping  Griefs  the  Heart  doth  wound 

Then  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found 

Why  Silver  found  ?  Why  Mulick  with  her  Silver  found  ? 
What  fay  you,  Simon  Catling : 
Mh.  Marry,  Sir,  becaufe  Silver  hath  a  fweet  found. 
Pet.  Prateft  .<*  what  fay  you,  Hugh  Rebeck*. 

2  Mh.  I  fay  Silver  found,  becaufe  Muficians  found  for  Sil- 
Pet.  Prateft  too?  what  fay  you,  James  Sound-Poftl     fver. 

3  Mh.  Faith  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pet.  O  I  cry  you  mercy,  you  are  the  Singer. 
I  will  fay  for  you,  it  is  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found, 
Becaufe  Muficians  have  no  Gold  for  founding : 
Then  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found,  with  fpeedy  help  doih 
lend  redrefs.  \JExit. 

Mh.  What  a  peftilent  Knave  is  this  fame? 

1  Mh.  Hang  him,  Jack^  come,  we'll  in  here,  tarry  for  the 
Mourners,  and  ftay  Dinner.  [Exit. 
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ACT    V.     S  C  E  N  E   I, 

SCENE    Mantua. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rem.TF  I  may  truft  the  flattering  truth  of  Sleep, 

X  My  Dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  News  at  hand  4 
My  Bofom's  Lord  fits  lightly  in  his  Throne, 
And  all  this  winged  unaccuftom'd  Spirit, 
Lifts  me  above  the  Ground  with  chearful  Thoughts. 
I  dreamt  my  Lady  came  and  found  me  dead, 
(Strange  Dream !  that  gives  a  dead  Man  leave  to  think) 
And  breath'd  fuch  Life  with  KifTes  in  my  Lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  Emperor. 
Ah  me !  how  fweet  is  Love  it  felf  pofTeft, 
When  but  Love's  Shadows  are  fo  rich  in  Joy. 

Enter  Romeo'*  Man* 

News  from  Verona How  now  Balthazar  ? 

Doft  thou  not  bring  me  Letters  from  the  Friar? 
How  doth  my  Lady  ?  Is  my  Father  well  ? 
How  doth  my  Lady  J  diet  ?  That  I  ask  again, 
For  notning  can  be  ill,  if  me  be  well. 

Man.  Then  fhe  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ilJ, 
Her  Body  fleeps  in  Caputet's  Monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  Angels  lives: 
I  faw  her  laid  low  in  her  Kindreds  Vault, 
And  prefentJy  took  Pofl  to  tell  it  you  j 
O  pardon  me  for  bringing  thefe  ill  News, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  Office,  Sir. 

Rom,  Is  it  even  fo  ? 

Then  I  deny  you  Stars. 

Thou  knowcfl  my  Lodging,  get  me  Tnk  and  Paper, 

And  hire  Pofl-Hoifes,  I  will  hence  to  Night. 

Man,  I  do  befefcfi  you,  Sir,  have  patience: 
Your  Looks  an°.  pale  and  wild,  and  clo  import 
Some  Mifadventure 

Rqw.  Tu(h,  thou  art  deceiv'd, 
Lea\e  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do: 
Rgft  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Friar  ? 

Mm* 
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Man.  No,  good  my  Lord. 
Rom.  No  matter:  Get  thee  gone, 
And  hire  thofe  Horfer,  I'll  be  with  thee  ftraight.  [Exit  Man* 
Well  Juliet,  I  will  lye  with  thee  to  Night; 

Let's  fee  for  means O  Mifchief  thou  art  fwift 

To  enter  in  the  Thought  of  defperate  Men: 

I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  which  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  Weeds,  with  overwhelming  Brows, 

Culling  of  Simples;  Meager  were  his  Looks, 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones: 

And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortoife  hung, 

An  Alligator  ftuft,  and  other  Skins 

Of  ill-Qiap'd  Fifties,  and  about  his  Shelves 

A  beggarly  Account  of  empty  Boxes ; 

Green  earthen  Pots,  Bladders,  and  mufty  Seeds, 

Remnants  of  Packthread,  and  old  Cakes  of  Rofes 

Were  thinly  fcattered,  to  make  up  a  fhew. 

Noting  this  Penury,  to  my  feif  I  faid, 

And  if  a  Man  did  need  a  Poifon  now, 

Whofe  fale  is  prefent  Death  in  Mantua, 

Here  lives  a  Caitiff  Wretch  would  fell  it  him. 

O  this  fame  Thought  did  but  fore-run  my  Need, 

And  this  fame  needy  Man  mull:  fell  it  me. 

As  I  remember,  this  fhould  be  the  Houfe, 

Being  holy-day,  the  Beggar's  Shop  is  friur. 

What  ho  !  Apothecary  ! 

Enter  Apothecary, 
Ap.  Who  calls  fo  loud  ? 

Rom.  Come  hither  Man,  I  fee  that  thou  art  poor, 
Hold,  there  is  forty  Ducats,  let  me  have 
A  Dram  of  Poifon,  fuch  foon-fpeeding  Geer, 
As  wiildifperfe  it  felf  thro'  all  the  Veins, 
That  the  Life-weary-taker  may  fall  Dead, 
And  that  the  Trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  Breath, 
As  violently,  as  hafty  Powder  hYd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  Canon's  Womb. 

Ap.  Such  Mortal  Drugs  I  have,  but  Mantua's  Law 
Is  Death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  fo  bare  and  full  of  Wretchednefs, 
And  fear*  ft  to  dye?  Famine  is  in  thy  Cheeks, 

Need 
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Need  and  Oppreflion  ftarveth  in  thine  Eyes,' 
Contempt  and  Beggary  hang  on  thy  Back : 
The  World  is  not  thy  Friend,  nor  the  World's  Law  5 
The  World  affords  no  Law  to  make  thee  Rich, 
Then  be  not  Poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My  Poverty,  but  not  my  Will  confents. 

Rom.  I  pray  thy  Poverty,  and  not  thy  Will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  any  Liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off,  and  if  you  had  the  Strength 
Of  twenty  Men,  it  would  difpatch  you  ftraight. 

Rom.  There  is  thy  Gold,  worfe  Poifon  to  Mens  Souls, 
.  Doing  more  Murder  in  this  Joathfom  World, 
Than  thefe  poor  Compounds  that  thou  maift  not  fell : 
I  k\\  thee  Poifon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none. 
Farewel,  buy  Food,  and  get  thy  felf  in  Flefh. 
Come  Cordial,  and  not  Poifon,  go  with  me 
To  Juliet*s  Grave,  for  there  muft  I  ufe  thee.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    II.     The  Monaftery  near  Verona. 

Enter  Friar  John  to  Friar  Lawrence. 

John.  Holy  Francifcan  Friar  !  Brother !  ho  I 

Law.  This  fame  mould  be  the  Voice  of  Friar  John. 

Welcome  from  Mantua^  what  fays  Romeo  I 

Or  if  his  Mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  Letter. 
John.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  Brother  out, 

One  of  our  Order,  to  affociate  me, 

Here  in  this  City  vifiting  the  Sickf 

And  finding  him,  the  Searchers  of  the  Town, 

Sufpe&ing  that  we  both  were  in  a  Houfe 

Where  the  infectious  Peftilence  did  reign, 

Seal'd  up  the  Doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth, 

So  that  my  fpeed  to  Mantua  there  was  ftaid. 
Law.    Who  bare  my  Letter  then  to  Romeo* 
John.  I  could  not  fend  it ;  here  it  is  again, 

Nor  get  a  MefTenger  to  bring  it  thee, 

So  fearful  were  they  of  Infection. 

Law.  Unhappy  Fortune  1  by  my  Brotherhood, 

The  Letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  Charge 

Of  dear  Import,  and  the  neglecting  it 

May  do  much  Danger.     Friar  John,  go  hence, 

Get 
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Get  me  an  Iron  Crow,  and  bring  it  ftreight 
Unto  my  Cell.  ,      , 

7^/*.  Brother,  I'll 'go  and  bring  it  thee.  [£#*>. 

1,4m;.  Now  muft  I  to  the  Monument  alone, 
Within  this  three  Hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake, 
She  will  befhrew  me  much,  that  Romeo  \ 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  Accidents  : 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  Cell  'till  Romeo  come, 
Poor  living  Coarfe,  clos'd  in  a  dead  Man's  Tomb.         [Exit. 

SCENE  III.     AChurch-yard,  in  it,  a  nolle 
Monument  belonging  to  the  Capulets. 

Enter  Paris  and  his  Page,  with  a  Light. 

Par.  Give  me  thy  Torch,  Boy;  hence,  and  (land  aloof : 
Vet  put  it  out,  for  1  would  not  be  feen  : 
Under  yond'  young  Trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Laying  thy  Ear  clofe  to  the  hollow  Ground, 
So  lliall  no  foot  upon  the  Church-yard  tread, 
Being  loofe,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  Graves, 
But  thou  malt  hear  it :  Whiftle  then  to  me, 
As  fignal  that  thou  heareft  fomething  approach. 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Pag.  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  ftand  alone 
Here  in  the  Church-yard,  yet  I  will  adventure.  [Exit. 

Par.  Sweet  Flower,  with  Flowers  thy  bridal  Bed  I  itrew : 
O  Woe,  thy  Canopy  is  Daft  and  Stones, 
Which  with  fweet  Water  nightly  I  will  dew, 
Or  wanting  that,  with  Tears  diftill'd  by  Mones; 
The  Obfequies  that  I  for  thee  will  keep, 
Nightly  (hall  be,  to  ftrew  thy  Grave  and  weep. 

[The  Boy  whifiles. 
The  Boy  gives  warning,  fomething  doth  approach,     ■ 
What  curfed  Foot  wanders  this  way  to  Night, 
To  crofs  my  Obfequies,  and  true  Loves  Right? 
What  with  a  Torch?  Muffle  me,  Night,  a  while. 
Enter  Romeo  and  Peter  with  a  Light. 

Rom.  Give  me  that  Mattock,  and  the  wrenching  Iron. 
Hold,  take  this  Letter,  early  in  the  Morning 

See 
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See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  Lord  and  Father, 

Give  me  the  Light ;  upon  thy  Life  I  charge  thee* 

Whate'er  thou  hear'ft  or  feeft,  ftand  all  aloof, 

And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  Courfe. 

Why  I  defcend  into  this  Bed  of  Death, 

Is  partly  to  behold  my  Lady's  Face  : 

But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  Finger, 

A  precious  Ring,  a  Ring  that  I  muft  ufe 

In  dear  Employment,  therefore  hence  be  gone  : 

But  if  thou,  Jealous,  doft  return  to  Pry 

In  what  I  further  mail  intend  to  do, 

By  Heaven  I  will  tear  thee  Joint  by  Joint, 

And  ftrew  this  hungry  Church-yard  withthy  Limbs : 

The  Time,  and  my  Intents  are  favage  wild, 

More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far, 

Than  empty  Tygers,  or  the  roaring  Sea. 

Pet.  I  will  be  gone  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Rom.  So  malt  thou  fhewmeFriendmip:  Take  thou  that, 
Live  and  be  profperou?,  and  farewel  good  Fellow. 

Pet.  For  all  this  fame,  I'll  hide  me  here  about, 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  [Exit. 

Rom,  Thou  deteftable  Maw,  thou  Womb  of  Death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  deareft  Morfel  of  the  Earth : 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  Jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  Mowtment* 
And  in  defpight,  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  Food, 

Par.  This  is  that  banifht  haughty  Monntague 
That  murthered  my  Love's  Coufin;  with  which  Grief, 
It  is  fuppofed  the  Fair  Creature  died, 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fome  Villanous  Shame 
To  the  dead  Bodies  ?  I  will  apprehend  him. 
Stop  thy  unhallowed  Toil,  vile  Mountagm; 
Can  Vengeance  be  purfu'd  further  than  Death  f 
Condemned  Villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee ; 
Obey,  and  go  with  me,  for  thou  muft  Die. 

Rom.lI  muft  indeed,  and  therefore  camel  hither— - 
Good  gentle  Youth,  tempt  not  a  defperate  Man, 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me,  think  upon  thofe  gone, 
Let  them  affright  thee.  I  befeech  thee,  Youth, 
Pull  not  another  Sin  upon  my  Head, 
By  urging  me  to  Fury.     O  be  gone, 
By  Heaven  I  love  thee  better  than  my  klfi  For 
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For  I  come  hither  arm'd  againft  my  felf : 
Stay  not,  be  gone ;  Live,  and  hereafter  fay, 
A  mad  Man's  Mercy  bid  thee  run  away* 

Par.  I  do  defie  thy  Commiferation, 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  Fellon  here, 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  Then  have  at  thee  Boy. 

[They  Fight,  Paris  falls. 

Pag.  O  Lord  they  Fight,  I  will  go  call  thee  Watch. 

Par.  O  I  am  (lain >  if  thou  be  Merciful, 
Open  the  Tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet. 

Rom.  In  Faith  I  will :  Let  me  perufe  this  Face  — 
Mercutio's  Kinfman  !  Noble  County  Paris ! 
What  faid  my  Man,  when  my  betofTed  Soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  I  think 
Me  told  me  Paris  mould  have  married  Juliet* 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  Or  did  I  dream  it  fo  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  fo  ?  O  give  me  thy  Hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  four  Misfortune's  Book, 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  Grave. 
A  Grave?  O  no  a  Lanthorn,  (laughter'd  Youth: 
For  here  lyes  Juliet,  and  her  Beauty  makes 
This  Vault  a  Feafting  Prefence  full  of  Light. 
Death,  lye  thou  there,  by  a  dead  Man  interr'd. 
How  oft  when  Men  are  at  the  Point  of  Death, 
Have  they  been  Merry?  Which  their  Keepers  call 
A  Lightning  before  Death  ?  O  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  Lightning  ?  O  my  Love,  my  Wife, 
Death  that  hath  fuckt  the  Honey  of  thy  Breath, 
Hath  had  no  Power  yet  upon  thy  Beauty : 
Thou  art  not  Conquer'd,  Beauties  Enfign  yet 
Is  Crimfon  in  thy  Lips,  and  in  thy  Cheeks, 
And  Death's  pale  Flag  is  not  advanced  there. 
Tybalt,  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  Sheet  ? 
O  what  more  Favour  can  I  do  to  thee, 
Then  with  that  Hand  that  cut  thy  Youth  in  twain, 
To  funder  his  that  was  thy  Enemy  ? 
Forgive  me,  Coufin.     Ah  dear  Juliet  : 
Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  I  will  believe, 
Shall  I  believe,  that  unfubflantial  Death  is  Amorous? 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  Monfter,  keeps 
Thee  here  in  Dark,  to  be  his  Paramour  ?  For 
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For  fear  of  that,  I  dill  will  ftay  with  thee, 

And  never  from  this  Palace  of  dim  Night 

Depart  again:  Come  lye  thou  in  my  Arms, 

Here's  to  thy  Health,  where-e'er  thou  tumbleft  in* 

O  true  Apothecary ! 

Thy  Drugs  are  quick.     Thus  with  a  Kifs  I  die, 

Depart  again;  here,  here  will  I  remain, 

With  Worms  that  are  thy  Chamber-Maidsj  O  here 

Will  I  fet  up  my  Everlafting  reft ; 

And  (hake  the  Yoak  of  inaufpicious  Stars 

From  this  World's  wearied  Flefh,  Eyes  look  your  laft. 

Arms  take  your  laft  Embrace;  and  Lips,  O  you 

The  Doors  of  Breath,  feal  with  a  Righteous  Kifs 

A  datelefs  Bargain  to  eagrofling  Death : 

Come  bitter  Conduct,  come  unfavoury  Guide, 

Thou  defperate  Pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  dafliing  Rocks,  thy  Sea-fick  weary  Bark: 

Here's  to  my  Love.     O  true  Apothecary  f 

Thy  Drugs  are  quick.     Thus  with  a  Kifs  I  die. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  with  Lanthorn,  Crow,  and  Spade] 
Fri.  St.  Francis  be  my  fpeed,  how  oft  to  Night 
Have  my  old  Feet  ftumbled  at  Graves?  Who's  there? 
Pet.  Here's  one,  a  Friend,  and  one  that  knows  you  well* 
Fri.  Blifs  be  upon  you.     Tell  me,  good  my  Friend, 
What  Torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  Light 
To  grubs  aud  eyelefs  Sculls?   As  I  difcern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capulets  Monument. 

Pet.  It  doth  fo,  Holy  Sir. 
And  there's  my  Mafter,  one  that  you  Love. 
Fri.  Who  is  it? 
Pet.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  been  there? 
Pet.  Full  half  an  hour. 
Fri.  Go  with  me  to  the  Vault. 
Pet.  I  dare  nor,  Sir. 
My  Mafter  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence** 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  Death, 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  Intents. 

Fri.  Stay,  then  I'll  go  alone;  fears  comes  upon  tftej 
O  much  I  fear  focne  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Art 
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Pet.  As  I  did  fleep  under  this  young  Tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  Matter  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  Matter  flew  him. 

Fri.  Romeo! 
Alack,  alack,  what  Blood  is  this  which  ttains 
The  ftony  Entrance  of  this  Sepulchre? 
What  mean  thefe  Mafterlefs  and  Goary  Swords 
To  lie  difcolour'd  by  this  place  of  Peace? 
Romeo  !  oh  pale!  Who  elfe?  What  Paris  too? 
And  fteep'd  in  Blood  ?  Ah  what  an  unkind  Hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  Chance? 
-"■The  Lady  ftirs. 

Jtil.\  O  comfortable  Friar,  where's  my  Lord  ? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  mould  be ; 
And  there  I  am;  where  is  my  Romeo? 

Fri.  I  hear  fome  noife,  Lady,  come  from  that  Nell 
Of  Death,  Contagion,  and  unnatural  Sleep  ; 
A  greater  Power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  Intents;  come,  come  away, 
Thy  Husband  in  thy  Bofom  there  lyes  Dead, 

And  Paris  too Come  I'll  difpofe  of  thee, 

Among  a  Sifterhood  of  Holy  Nuns : 

Stay  not  to  queftion,  for  the  Watch  is  coming, 

Come,  go  good  Juliet ,  I  dare  no  longer  ftay. 

[Exit. 

Jul.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 
What's  here?  ACupclos'd  in  my  true  Love's  hand? 
Poifon  I  fee  hath  been  his  timelefs  End. 
O  Churl,  drink  all,  and  left  no  Friendly  drop, 
To  help  me  after?  I  will  Kifs  thy  Lips, 
Haply  fome  Poifon  yet  doth  Hang  on  them, 
To  make  me  Die  with  a  Reftorative. 
Thy  Lips  are  warm. 

Enter  Boy  and  Watch. 

Watch.  Lead  Boy,  which  way  ? 

Jul.  Yea,  noife? 
Then  I'll  be  brief.     O  happy  Dagger, 
Tis  in  thy  Sheath,  there  ruft  and  let  me  die-^ 

\Kills  her  felf. 
Boy.  This  is  the  place, 
There  where  the  Torch  doth  burn.       j 

Watch. 


2  i  5 1  Romeo  ^»^  Juliet. 

Wtack  The  Ground  is  bloody, 
Search  about  the  Church-yard. 
Go  fome  of  you,  who  e'er  you  find  attach. 
Pitiful  fight!  here  lyes  the  County  (lain, 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  thefe  two  Days  buried. 
Go  tell  the  Prince,  rura  to  the  Capulets, 
Raife  up  the  Mountagues,  fome  others  fearch- 


We  fee  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Woes  eta  lye ; 
But  the  true  Ground  of  all  thefe  piteous  Woes 
We  cannot  without  Circuroftance  defcry. 

Enter  fome  of  the  Watch  with  Romeo'*  Man, 

iWatch.  Here's  Romeo's  Man, 
We  found  him  in  the  Church-yard. 

i  Watch.  Hold  him  in  fafety,  'till  the  Prince  comes  hithen 
Enter  Friar  and  a  third  Watchman. 

$  Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar  that  trembles,  fighs  and  weeps : 
We  took  this  Mattock  and  this  Spade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  Church-yard  fide. 

i  Watch.  A  great  Sufpicion,  flay  the  Friar  too. 
Enter  the  Prince  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  mifadventure  is  fo  early  up, 
That  calls  our  Perfon  from  our  Mornings  Reft? 
Enter  Capulet  and  Lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  fhould  it  be  that  they  fo  fhriek  abroad  I 
\  La.  Cap.  Q  the  People  in  the  Street  cry  Romeo, 
Some  Juliet,  and  fome  Paris,  and  all  run 
With  open  out-cry  toward  our  Monument. 

Prince.  What  Fear  is  this  which  forties  in  your  Ears^ 

Watch.  Soveraign,  here  lyes  the  County  Paris  flain, 
And  Romeo  dead,  and  Juliet  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  khTd. 

Prince.  Search, 
Seek,  and  know  how  this  foul  Murther  comes. 

Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar,  and  ftanphter'd  Romeo's  Man$ 
With  Inftruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
Thefe  dead  Mens  Tombs. 

Cap.  O  Heaven! 
O  Wife,  look  how  our  Daughter  bleeds! 
This  D»agger  hath  mifta'en,  for  loe  his  Houfe 
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Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Mountague, 

And  is  mif-fheathed  in  my  Daughter's  Bofom; 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  this  fight  of  Death  is  as  a  Bell, 
That  warns  my  old  Age  to  a  Sepulcher. 

Enter  Mountague. 

Pri.  Come,  Mountague,  for  thou  art  early  up 
kTo  fee  thy  Son  and  Heir  now  early  down. 

Moun.  Alas,  my  Liege,  my  Wife  is  dead  to  Night, 
Grief  of  my  Son's  Exile  hath  ftop'd  her  Breath  : 
What  further  Wo  confpires  againft  my  Age? 

Pri.  Look,  and  thou  malt  fee. 

Mqhyi.  O  thou  untaught,  what  Manners  is  in  this, 
To  prefs  before  thy  Father  to  a  Grave  ? 

Pri.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  Out-rage  for  a  while, 
Till  we  can  clear  thefe  Ambiguities, 
And  know  their  Spring,  their  Head,  their  true  Defcent  $ 
And  then  will  I  be  General  of  your  Woes, 
And  lead  you  even  to  Death.     Mean  time  forbear, 
And  let  Mifchance  be  Slave  to  Patience. 
Bring  forth  the  Parties  of  Sufpicion. 

Fri.  I  am  the  greateft,  able  to  do  leait, 
Yet  mod  fufpeded,   as  the  Time  and  Place 
Doth  make  againft  me,  of  this  direful  Murther  : 
And  here  I  ftand  both  to  Impeach  and  Purge 
My  felf  Condemned,  and  my  felfExcus'd. 

Pri.  Then  fay  at  once  what  thou  doft  know  in  this  I 

Fri.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  fliort  date  of  Breath 
Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tedious  Tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  Husband  to  that  Juliet ; 
And  (he  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  Wife: 
[  Married  them  ;  and  their  ftoln  Marriage  Day 
Was  Tybalt's  Dooms-day,  whofe  untimely  Death 
Banifh'd  the  new*made  Bridegroom  from  this  City  s 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd* 
You,  to  remove  that  Siege  of  Grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd,  and  would  have  Married  her  perforce 
To  County  Paris.     Then  comes  flie  to  me, 
And>  with  wild  Looks,  bid  me  devife  fome  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  fecoad  Marriage, 
Or  in  my  Cell  there  would  fee  kill  her  felf. 
■*Vot,  V,  G  Then 
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Then  gave  I  her  (To  turofd  by  rry  Artj 

A  fleeping  Potion >  which  (o  took  effecl: 

As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 

The  form  of  Death.     Mean  time  I  v/rit  to  Romeo, 

That  he  fhould  hither  come,  as  this  dire  Nigh:, 

To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  Grave, 

Being  the  time  the  Potion's  force  ihouM  ceafe. 

But  he  which  bore  my  Letter,  Rriar  John, 

Was  (laid  by  Accident,  and  yefternighc 

Return'd  my  Letter  back;  then  all  alone, 

At  the  prefixed  Hour  of  her  w.king, 

Came  I  to  take  her  frc  m  her  Kindreds  Vault, 

Meaning  to  keep  her  clofeJy  at  my  Oil, 

'Till  I  conveniently  cmriJ  kvd  to  Romeo. 

But  when  I  came  <fome  Mmute  e'er  the  time 

Of  her  awaking)  here  untimely  by 

The  Noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo  dea^. 

She  wakes,  and  I  intreat  her  to  come  forth, 

And  bear  this  Work  of  Heaven  with  Patience: 

But  then  a  Noife  did  fcarc  me  from  the  Tomb, 

And  (he,  too  defperate,  would  not  go  with  me, 

But,  as  it  feems,  did  Violence  on  her  felf. 

All  this  I  know,  and  to  the  Marriage  her  Nurfe  is  privy  z 

If  ought  in  this  mifca.nied  by  my  fault, 

Let  my  old  Life  be  facrifie'd,  fome  Hour  before  the  time, 

Unto  the  Rigour  of  fevereft  Law. 

Pri.  We  ftill  have  known  thee  for  an  Holy  Man, 
Where's  Romeo  %  Man?  What  can  he  fay  to  this? 

Peter.  I  brought  my  Mafter  News  o{Jnliet\  Death, 
And  then  in  Poft  he  came  from  Manttta 
To  this  fame  Place,  to  this  fame  Monument, 
This  Letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  Father, 
And  threatned  me  with  Death,  going  in  the  Vault, 
l£  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Pri.  Give  me  the  Letter,  I  will  look  on  it. 
Where  is  the  County's  Page  that  raised  the  Watch  I 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  Mafter  in  this  Place? 

Page.  He  came  with  Flowers  to  ftrew  his  Lady's  Grave, 
And  bid  me  ftand  aloof,  and  fo  I  did  : 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  Tomb, 

And 
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And  by  and  by  my  Matter  drew  on  him, 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  Watch, 

Pri.  This  Lerter  doth  make  good  the  Friar's  words, 
Their  CnuTe  of  Love,  the  tidings  of  her  Death: 
And  here  he  writes,  that  he  did  buy  a  Poifon 
Of  a  poor  'Pothccjry,  and  therewithal 
C    me  to  this  Vault  to  die,  and  lye  with  Juliet. 
Where  be  thefe  Enemies  ?  Capulet,  Mountague, 
See  what  a  Scourge  is  laid  upon  your  Hate, 
That  Heav'n  finds  means  to  kiii  your  Joys  with  Love; 
And  f,  for  winking  at  your  D;fcords  too, 
Have  loll  a  brace  of  Kinfmen  :  All  are  pumfh'd. 

Cap.  O  Brother  Aloumague>  give  me  thy  Hand, 
This  is  my  Daughter's  Jointure;  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Moun.  But  I  can  give  thee  more, 

r  I  will  raife  her  Statue  in  pure  Gold, 
That  while  Verona,  by  that  Name  is  known, 
There  mall  no  Figure  at  that  rate  be  fet, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  (hall  Romeo  by  his  Lady  lye, 
Poor  Sacrifices  of  our  Enmity. 

Pri.   A  gloomy  Peace  this  Morning  with  it  brings, 
The  Sun  for  Sorrow  will  not  mew  his  Head ; 
Go  hence  to  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things  ; 
Some  mall  be  pardon'd,  and  fome  puniflied. 
For  never  was  a  Story  of  more  Wo, 
Than  this  of  Juliet^  and  her  Romeo,  \Exeunt  omnes. 
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PRO- 


PROLOGUE 


TWO  Houjholds,  both  alike  in  ^Dignity, 
(In  fair  Verona,  where  we  lay  our  Scene) 
From  antient  Grudge^  break  to  new  Mutiny, 

Where  Civil  Blood  makes  Civil  Hands  unclean  : 
From  forth  the  fatal  Loines  ofthefe  two  Foesy 

A  pair  of  Star-crofs'd  Lovers  take  their  Life* 
Whofe  mif-adventufd pit  ions  Overthrows^ 

1)oy  with  their  "Deaths  bury  their  Parents  Strife. 
The  fearful  Pajfage  of  their  ^Death-marked  Love> 

And  the  Continuance  of  their  Parents  Rage, 
Which  but  their  Childrens  End  nought  could  remove, 

Is  now  the  two  Hours  Traffick  of  our  Stage. 
The  which  ^  if  you  with  patient  Ears  attend, 
What  herejhall  mifs,  our  Toil  fhallftrive  to  mend. 
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Dramatis   Perfonse. 

Imon,  A  Noble  Athenian. 


Apemantus,  a  churlijh  Thilofopher. 

Sempronius,  another  flattering  Lord. 

Alcibiades,  an  .Athenian  General 

Flavins,  Steward  to  Timon, 

Flaminius,  ^ 

Lucilius,     >Timon  J  Servants. 

Servilius,    ^ 

Caphis, 

Varro, 

rp-     ■  >  Several  Servants  to  Ufurers. 

Lucius, 

HorterifiuSj  | 

Ventidius,  one  of  Timon\f  falfe  Friends. 

Cupid  and  Maskers. 

Sandra,}  M^PS  t0  A,clbiades" 

Thieves,  Senators^  Toet^  Tainter->  Jeweller  Mer- 
cer and  Merchant  $  with  divers  Servants  and 
Attendants. 

SCENE    Athens,    and  the  Woods  not  jar 

from  it. 


TIMON 


y   /    ji 


JV 


O    F 


ATHENS. 


ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE    A  Hall  in  TimonV  #0#/<?. 

£^r  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  ^«^ Mer- 
cer, at  feveral'Doors. 

POET. 
OOD  Div,  Sir. 
Pain.  I  am  glad  ye  a^e  well. 
Poet.  1  have  not  km  you  long,  how  goes 
the  World? 
Pain.  It  wears,  Sir,  as  it  grows. 
Peer.   Ay,  that's  well  known. 
But  what  particular  clarity  ?  What  fo  ftrange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches:  See 
Mairick  of  Bounty,  all  thefe  Spirits,  thy  Power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend. 
I  know  the  Merchant. 
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Tain.  I  know  them  both,  th' other's  a  Jeweller, 

Mer.  Oh  'tis  a  worthy  Lord. 

Jew.  Nay,  that's  moft  fixt. 

Mer.  A  moft  incomparable  Man,  breath'd  as  it  were. 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  Goodnefs: 
He  pafles— 

Jew.  I  have  a  Jewel  herec 

Mer.  O  pray  let's  fee't.     For  the  Lord  Timon>  Sir  * 

Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  Eftimate,  but  for  that- 


Poet.  When  we  for  recompence  have  prais'd  the  vild, 
It  ftains  the  Glory  in  that  happy  Verfe, 
Which  aptly  fings  the  good. 

Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form. 

Jew.  And  rich ;  here  is  Water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  Sir,  in  fome  Work,  fome  Dedication 
to  the  great  Lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  {\\pt  idly  from  me. 
Our  Poefie  is  as  a  Gown,  which  ufes 
From  whence  'tis  nourifht :  The  fire  i'th'  Flint 
Shews  not  'till  it  be  ftruck:  Our  gentle  Flame 
Provokes  it  felf,  and  like  the  current  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  Pi&ure,  Sir: When  comes  your  Book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  Heels  of  my  Prefentment,  Sir, 
Let's  fee  your  Piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  Piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis,  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain9  Indifterenr. 

Poet.  Admirable!  How  this  Grace 
Speaks  his  own  {landing ;  what  a  mental  Power 
This  Eye  ftioots  forth  ?  How  big  Imagination 
Moves  in  this  Lip;  to  th'dumbnefs  of  the  Gefture, 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  Life : 
Here  is  a  touch Is't  good  ? 

Poet.  I  will  fay  of  it, 
Ir  tutors  Nature,  artificial  Strife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches  livelier  than  Lift. 

Enter  certain  Senators^ 

Pain.  How  this  Lord  is  followed  { 
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Poet.  The  Senators  of  Athens,  happy  Men. 

Pain.  Look,  more. 

Poet.  You  fee  this  confluence,  this  great  ftaod  of  Vifiters, 
I  have,  in  this  rough  Work,  ftiap'd  out  a  Man, 
Whom  this  beneath  World  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  ampleft  Entertainment:  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,   but  moves  it  felf 
In  a  wide  Sea  of  Wax,  no  levell'd  Malice 
Infe&s  one  Comma  in  the  Courfe  I  hold, 
But  flies  an  Eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  Tracl:  behind. 

Pain.  How  fhall  I  underftand  you  ? 

Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 
You  fee  how  all  Conditions,  how  all  Minds, 
As  well  of  glib  and  flipp'ry  Creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  auftere  Quality,  tender  down 
Their  Services  to  Lord  Timon:  His  large  Fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  Nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  Love  and  Tendance 
All  forts  of  Hearts ;  yea,  from  the  glafs-fac'd  Flatterer 
To  Apemantus>  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf,  even  he  drops  down 
The  Knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Mo  ft  rich  in  Timon  s  Nod, 

Pain.  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 

Poet.  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  Hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd.  The  bafeo'th'  Mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  Deferts,  all  kind  of  Natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  Sphere, 
To  propagate  their  States  ;  amongft  them  all, 
Whofe  Eyes  are  on  this  Sovereign  Lady  fixt, 
One  do  I  perfonate  of  Lord  Timon  $  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  Ivory  Hand  wafts  to  her, 
Whofe  prefent  Grace,  to  prefent  Slaves  and  Servants 
Tranflates  his  Rivals. 

Pain.  'Ts  conceiv'dj  to  fcope 
This  Throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  Hill,  methin^s 
With  one  Man  beckn'd  from  the  rt  ft  below, 
Bowing  his  Head  againft  the  fteepy  Mount, 

To 
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To  climb  his  Happinefs,  would  be  well  expreft 
In  our  Condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  Sir,  but  hear  me  on : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  Fellows  but  of  late, 
Some  better  than  his  Value;  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  flrides,  his  Lobbies  fill  with  tendance, 
Rain  facrificial  Whifperings  in  his  Ear, 
Make  facred  even  his  Stirrop,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  Air, 

Pain.  Ay  marry,  what  of  thefe? 

Poet.  When  Fortune  in  her  fhift  and  change  of  Mood 
Spurns  down  her  late  beloved ;  all  his  Dependants, 
Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  Mountain's  top, 
Even  on  their  Knees  and  Hands,  let  him  flip  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  Foot. 

Pain.  'Tis  common : 
A  thoufand  moral  Paintings  I  can  fhew, 
That  fhall  dernonftrate  thefe  quick  blows  of  Fortune, 
More  pregnantly  than  Words.     Yet  you  do  well, 
To  fhew  Lord  Timon>  that  mean  Eyes  have  feen, 
The  Foot  above  the  Head. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Lord  Timon  addrejfing  himfelf  cour- 
teoujly  to  every  Suitor. 

Tim.  Imprifoned  is  he,  fay  you  ?  [To  a  Mejf£nger, 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  five  Talents  is  his  Defer, 
His  means  moft  fhort,  his  Creditors  moft  ftrarght: 
Your  honourable  Letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  fhut  him  up,  which  failing  to  him, 
Periods  his  Comfort, 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidim\  well- * 

I  am  not  of  that  Feather,  to  fhake  off 

My  Friend  when  he  moft  needs  me.  I  do  know  him 

A  Gentleman  that  well  deferves  a  help, 

Which  he  fhall  have.  I'll  pay  the  Debt,  and  free  him. 

Mef.  Your  Lordfhip  ever  binds  him. 

Tim,  Commend  me  to  him,  I  will  fend  his  Ranforn, 
And  being  Enfranchized,  bid  him  come  to  me ; 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
But  to  fupport  him  after.     Fare  you  well, 

Mef.  All  Happinefs  to  your  Honour.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  an  Old  Athenian. 
O.Ath.  LordTimon,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Tim.  Freely,  good  Father. 
O.  Ath.  Thou  haft  a  Servant  nam'd  Luciliui. 
Tim,  I  have  fo  :  What  of  him  ? 
O.  Ath.  Moft  Noble  Ttmony  call  the  Man  before  thee. 
Tim.  Attends  he  hereorno?  Lucilim. 

Enter  Lucilius. 
Lucil.  Here,  at  your  Lordfhip's  Service. 
O.Ath.  This  Fellow  here,  LoxdTimon,  this  thy  Creature 
By  Night  frequents  my  Houfe.     I  am  a  Man 
That  from  my  firft  have  been  inclin'd  to  Thrift, 
And  my  Eftate  deferves  an  Heir  more  rais'd, 
Than  one  which  holds  a  Trencher. 
Tim.  Well:  What  further? 
O.  Ath.  One  only  Daughter  have  I,  no  Kin  elfe, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got: 
The  Maid  is  fair,  o'th'youngeft  for  a  Bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  cleared  coft, 
In  Qualities  of  the  heft.     This  Man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  Love :  I  pray  thee,  Noble  Lord, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  Refort ; 
My  felf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 
Tim.  The  Man  is  honeft. 
O.  Ath,  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timony 
His  honefty  rewards  him  in  it  felf, 
It  muft  not  bear  my  Daughter. 
Tim.  Does  fhe  love  him? 
O.  Ath.  She  is  young,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  Paffions  do  inftrucl  us, 
What  levity's  in  Youth. 
Tim,  Love  you  the  Maid? 
Lucil.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  and  Hie  accepts  of  it, 
O.  Ath.  If  in  her  Marriage  my  confent  be  miffing, 
I  call  the  Gods  to  witnefs,  I  will  chufe 
Mine  Heir  from  forth  the  Beggars  of  the  World, 
And  difpoffefs  her  al>. 

Tim.  How  mall  fhe  be  endowed, 
If  fhe  be  mated  with  an  equal  Husband? 

O.  Ath.  Three  Talents  on  the  prefent,  in  future  all. 
Tim*  This  Gentleman  of  mine  hathferv'dme  long; 

To 
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To  build  his  Fortune  I  will  ftrain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  Bond  in  Men.    Give  him  thy  Daughter: 
What  you  beftow,  in  him  111  Counterpoife, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

O.  Ath.  Moft  noble  Lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  Honour,  (he  is  his. 

Tim.  My  Hand  to  thee, 
Mine  Honour  on  my  Promife. 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Lordfhip?  never  may 
That  State  or  Fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  owed  to  you.  [Exit* 

Poet.  Vouchfafe  my  Labour, 
And  long  live  your  Lordfhip. 

Tim.  I  thank  you,  you  mall  hear  from  me  anon : 
Go  not  away.   What. have  you  there,  my  Friend? 

Vain.  A  piece  of  Painting,  which  I  do  befeeeh 
Your  Lordfhip  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  Painting  is  almoft  the  natural  Man  : 
For  fince  Dishonour  trafficks  with  Man's  Nature^ 
He  is  but  out-fide:  The  PennTd  Figures  are 
Even  fuch  as  they  give  out.    I  like  your  work, 
And  you  (hall  find  I  like  it:  Wait  Attendance 
'Till  you  hear  further- from  me. 
Pain*  The  Gods  preferve  ye. 

Tim.  Well  fare  you  Gentleman ;    Give  me  your  Hand 
We  muft  needs  dine  together  :  Sir,  your  Jewel 
Hath  fufFered  under  Praifr. 

Jew.  What  my  Lord  ?  difpraife  ? 
Tern.  A  meer  fatiety  ©f  Commendations, 
If  I  fhould  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoli'd, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 
Jew.  My  Lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thofe  which  fell  would  give;  But  you  well  know, 
Things  of  like  value  differing  in  the  Owners, 
Are  priz'dfo  by  their  Matters.  Believ't,  dear  Lord, 
You  mend  the  Jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 
Tim.  Wellmock'd. 

Enter  Apemantus. 
Ahr.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  fpeaksthe  common  Tongue, 
Whichall  Men  fpeak  with  him, 

Tim. 
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Tim.  Look  who  comes  here,  will  you  be  chid  ? 

Jew.  We'll  bear  with  your  Lordmip. 

Mer.  He'll  fpare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus. 

Apem.  'Till  I  be  gentle,  ftay  thou  for  thy  goodmorrow. 
When  thou  art  Timon  s  Dog,  and  thefe  Knaves  honeft. 

Tim.  Why  doft   thou  call  them   Knaves,  thou  know'ft 
them  not  ? 

Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

Tim.   Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not. 

yew.  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  know'ft  I  do,  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  Name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  I  am  not  like  Timon* 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honeft  Athenians  Brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou'Jt  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  Death  by  the  Law. 

Tim.  How  lik'ft  thou  this  Picture,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  The  beft,  for  the  Innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  Painted  it  ? 

Apem.  Me  wrought  better  that  made  the  Painter,   and 
yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain.  Y'are  a  Dog. 

Apem.  Thy  Mother's  of  my  Generation:  What's  (lie, 
If  I  be  a  Dog? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No,  I  eat  not  Lords. 

Tim.  And  thou  mould* ft,  thoud'ft  anger  Ladies. 

Apem.  O,    they  eat  Lords, 
So  they  come  by  great  Bellies. 

Tim.  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'ft  it. 
Take  it  for  thy  Labour. 

Tim.  How  doft  thou  like  this  Jewel,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Not  fo  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  not  coft 
a  Man  a  Doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem* 
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Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking. 
How  now,  Poet  ? 

Poet.  How  now,  Philofopher? 
Apem.   Thou  lieft. 
Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 
Apem.  Yes. 
Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 
Apem.  Art  not  a  Poet  \ 
Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  lieft  : 
Look  in  thy  laft  work,  where  thou  haft  feign'd  him  a  wor- 
thy FeJlow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  To. 
Apem.  Yes,  he   is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for 
thy  Labour.     He  that  loves  to  be  flattered  is  worthy  o'th' 
flatterer.   Heavens,  that  I  were  a  Lord ! 
Tim.  What  would'ft  do  then,  Apemantus\ 
Apem.  EVn  as  Apemantm  does  now,   hate  a  Lord  with 
my  Heart. 

Tim.  What,  thy  felf  ? 
Apem.  Ay. 
Tim.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  Lord. 
Art  not  thou  a  Merchant  ? 
Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Traffick  confound  thee,  if  the  Gods  will  not. 
Mer.  If  Traffick  do  it,  the  Gods  do  it. 
Apem.  Tra  flick's  thy  God,  and  thy  God  confound  thee. 

Trumpet  Sounds.     Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Tim.  What  Trumpet's  that  \ 
Mef.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  fome  twenty  Horfe, 
All  of  Companion fli i p. 

Tim*  Pray  entertain  them,  give  them  guide  to  us; 
You  muft  needs  dine  with  me  :  Go  not  you  hence 
•Till  I  have  thankt  you  ,*  and  when  dinner's  done 
Shew  me  this  piece.  I  am  Joyful  of  your  fights. 

Enter  Alcibiades  with  the  reft. 
Moft  welcome  Sir. 

Apem.  So,  fo,  their  Aches  contract,  and  ftarve  your  fup- 
ple  Joynts :  That  there  fliould  be  fmall  Love  amongft  thefe 

fweet 
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fweet  Knaves,  and  all  this  Courtefie.     The  ftrain  of  Man's 
bred  out  into  Baboon  and  Monkey. 

Ale.  You  have  favd  my  Longing,  and  I  feed 
Moll   hurigerly  on  your  light. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  Sir. 
E'er  we  depart,  weM  mare  a   bounteous  time 
In  different  Pieafures.    Pray  you  let  us  in.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Apemantus.     Enter  Lucius  and  Lucullus. 

Lhc.   What  time  a  day  is'r,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Time  to  be  honeft. 

Luc.  That  time  ferves  (till. 

Apem.  The  moit  accurfed  thou  that  ftill  omit'ft  it. 

LuchII.  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon 's  Feaft. 

Apem.  Ay,  to  fee  Meat  fill  Knaves,  and  Wine  heat  Fools. 

Lhc  till.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  Fool  to  bid  me  farewel  twice. 

LhchII.   Why,  Apcmantusl 

Apem.  Thou  fhould'fthave  kept  one  to  thy  felf,  for  I  mean 
to  give  thee  none. 

Lhc.  Hang  thy  felf. 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  : 
Make  thy  Req'icfts  to  thy  Friend. 

Lucull.  Away  unpeaceable  Dog, 
Or  I'll  fpurn  thee  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  Dog,  the  heels  o'th' Afs. 

Lhc.  He's  opposite  to  humanity. 
Come,  fhall  we  in, 

And  tafte  Lord  Tim$tfs  Bounty  ?  He  outgoes 
The  very  Heart  of  Kindnefs. 

LhchII.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plntus,  the  God  of  Gold, 
Isbut  his  Steward:  No  meed  but  he  repays 
Seven-fold  above  it  felf;  no  Gift  to  him, 
Eut  breeds  the  giver  a  return,  exceeding 
All  ufe  of  Quittance. 

Lhc.  The  nobleft  mind  he  carries, 
That  ever  govern'd  Man. 

LhchIU  Long  may  he  live  in  Fortunes :  Shall  we  in  ? 

Lhc.  1*11  keep  you  Company,  [Exeunt. 

Hautboys 
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Hautboys  Playing,  Loud  Mufick^  A  great  Banquet  fervid  in; 
and  then  enter  Lord  Timon,  Lucius,  Lucullus,  Sempro- 
nius  and  other  Athenian  Senators,  with  Ventidius.  Then 
comes  dropping  after  all,  Apemantus  difiontendedly  like 
himfelf. 

Fen.  Moft  honoured  Timon, 
It  hath  pleas'd  the  Gods  to  remember  my  Father's  age, 
And  call  him  to  long  Peace  : 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich* 
Then  as  in  grateful  Virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  Heart,  I  do  return  thofe  Talents, 
Doubled  with  Thanks  and  Service*  from  whofe  help 
I  deriv'd  Liberty. 

Tim.  O  by  no  means, 
Hoaeft  Ventidius  :  You  miftake  my  Love3 
I  gave  it  freely  ever,  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  fay  he  gives,  if  he  receives  : 
If  our  Betters  play  at  that  Game,  we  muft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them.  Faults  that  are  rich  are  fair* 

Fen.  A  Noble  Spirit. 

Tim.  Nay,  my  Lords,  Ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  firft 
To  fet  a  Glofs  on  faint  Deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Recanting  goodnefs,  forry  e'er  'tis  fhown : 
But  where  there  is  true  FriendfTiip  there  needs  none* 
Pray,  fir,  more  Welcome  are  ye  to  my  Fortunes, 
Then  my  Fortunes  tome.  [They Jit  down. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  we  always  have  confeft  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confeft  it  \  Hang'd  it  ?  Have  you  not  ? 

Tim.  O  Apemantus,  you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No:  You  lhall  not  make  me  welcome. 
I  come  to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  Doors. 

Tim.  Fye,  th'art  a  Churle;  ye  have  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  Man,  'tis  much  to  blame: 
They  fay,  my  Lord$j  Ira  furor  brevis  eft, 
But  yond  Man  is  ever  Angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  Table  by  him  felf  : 
For  he  does  neither  afFecl:  Company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for't  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  ftay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon  i 
I  come  to  obferve,  I  give  thee  warning  on*t* 

Tim, 
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Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee ;  th'art  an  Athenian,  there- 
fore welcome  :  I  my  felf  would  have  no  Power-— prethee  lee 
my  Meat  make  thee  filent. 

Apem.  I  fcorn  thy  Meat,  'twould  choak  me:  For  I  mould 
ne'er  flatter  thee.   Oh  you  Gods  I  What  a  number  of  Men 
eat  Timon,  and  he  fees  'em  not  ?   It  grieves  me  to  fee  fo 
many  dip  their  Meat  in  one  Man's  Blood,  and  all  the  madnefs 
is,  he  cheers  them  up  too. 
I  wonder  Men  dare  truft  themfelves  with  Men, 
Methinks  they  fhould  invite  them  without  Knives, 
Good  for  their  Meat,  and  fafer  for  their  Lives. 
There's  much  Example  for't,  the  Fellow  that  fits  next  him 
now,  parts  Bread  with  him,   pledges    the  Breath  of  him 
in  a  divided  Draught,   is  the  readied  Man  to  kill  him. 
'T  has  been  proved.    If  I  were  a  huge  Man,  I  mould  fear 
to  drink  at  Meals,   left  they   mould   fpy  my  Wind-pipes 
dangerous  Notes :  Great  Men  mould  drink  with  harnefs  on 
their  Throats. 

Tim.  My  Lord  in  Heart;  and  let  the  Health  go  round. 

LuchI.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  Lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way  I — A  brave  Fellow  !  he  keeps  his 
Tides  well;  thofe  Healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  State 
look  ill,  Timon. 

Here's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  Sinner, 
Honeft  Water,  which  ne'er  left  Man  i'th'  Mire  : 
This  and  my  Food  are  equal,  there's  no  odds; 
Feafts  are  too  Proud  to  give  Thanks  to  the  Gods. 

Apemantus'j  Grace. 

Immortal  Gods,  I  crave  no  Pelf; 

I  pray  for  no  Man  but  mj  felf; 

Grant  I  may  never  prove  fo  fond, 

To  trttft  Man  on  his  Oath  or  Bond : 

Or  a  Harlot  for  her  Weepings  "Ai 

Or  a  Dog  that  fcems  a  Sleeping, 

Or  a  Keeper  with  my  Freedom, 

Or  my  Friends  if  I  Jliould  need  'em. 
Amen,    So  falltft\ 
Rich  Alen  Sin,  and  I  eat  Root. 
Much  good  dich  thy  good  Heart,  ApemanthS. 

Tim.  Captain, 
Alcibiades,  your  Heart's  in  the  Field  now. 

Vol,  V.  H  Ale. 
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Ale.  My  Heart  is  ever  at  your  Service,  niy  Lord. 
Tim*  You  had  rather  be  at  a  Breakfsft  of  Enemies,  than 
a  Dinner  of  Friends. 

Ale.  So  they  were  bleeding  new,  my  Lord,  there's  no 
Meat  like  'em,  I  could  wifh  my  Friend  at  fuch  a  Feaft. 

Apem.  Would  allthefe  Flatterers  were  thine  Enemies  then; 
that  then  thou  might'ft  kill  'em,  and  bid  me  to  'em. 

Luc.  Might  we  but  have  that  Happinefs,  my  Lord, 
that  you  would  once  ufe  our  Heart?,  whereby  we  might 
exprels  fome  part  of  our  Zeals,  we  mould  think  our  felves 
for  ever  Perfed. 

Tim.  Oh  no   doubt,   my  good  Friends,    but  the  Gods 

themfelves  have  provided  that  I  fhallhave  as  much  help  from 

you :  How  had  you  been  my  Friends  elfcr  ?  Why  have  you 

that  charitable  Title  from  thoufands  ?  Did  not  you  chiefly 

belong  to  my  Heart  I  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  my  felf, 

than  you   can   with  Modefly  fpeak  in   your    own  behalf. 

And  thus  far  I  confirm  you.   Oh  you  Gods,  think  I,  whut 

need  we  have  any  Friends,  if  we  fliould  never  have  need  of 

'em  ?  They  were  the  moft  needlefs  Creatures  living,  fhould 

we  ne'er  have  ufe  for  them  :  And  wou'd   moft  refemble 

fweet  Inftruments  hung  up  in  Cafes,  that  keep  their  Sounds 

to  themfelves.   Why  I  have  often  wiflit  my  felf  poorer,  that 

I  might  come  nearer  to  you  :   We  are  born  to  do  Benefits. 

And  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call  our  own,  than  the 

Riches  of  our  Friends  ?    O  what  a  precious  Comfort  'tis 

to  have  fo  many  like   Brothers  commanding  one  another's 

Fortunes!   Oh  Joy,    e'en   made  away  e'er't  can  be  born; 

mine  Eyes  cannot  hold  Water,  mcihmks:  To  forget  their 

Faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

Apem.  Thou  weep'ft  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 
Lucstll*  Joy  had  the  like  Conception  in  our  Eyes, 
And  at  that  inftant  like  a  Babe  (prung  up. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho 1  laugh  to  think  that  Babe  a  B^fta'd. 

3  Lord.  I  promife  you,  my  Lord,  you  mov'd  me  much.  - 
Apem.  Much. 

Sound  Tucket. 
Tim.  What  means  that  Trump  ?  How  n6w  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Ser.  Pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  there  are  certain  Ladies 
Moft  defirous  of  Admittarce. 

Tim* 
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Tim.  Ladies  ?  What  are  their  Wills  ? 

Ser.  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runner,  my  Lord, 
Which  bears  that  Office  to  fignifie  their  Pleafures. 

Tim.  I  pray  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid  with  a  Mask,  of  Ladies. 

Ctt.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon,  and  to  all  that  of  his 
Bounties  tafte  :  The  five  beft  Senfes  acknowledge  thee  their 
Patron,  and  come  freely  to  Gratulate  thy  plenteous  Bofom. 
There  tafte,  touch,  all,  pleas'd  from  thy  Tabic  rife  : 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feaft  thine  Eyes. 

Tim.  They're  welcome  all;  let  'em  have  kind  admittance. 
Mufick  make  their  welcome. 

Lhc.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  how  ample  you  are  belov'd. 

jlpem.  Hoyday  !  M|      '  ***"" 

What  a  fweep  of  Vanity  comes  this  way! 
They  Dance,  they  are  mad  Women.  £&// 

Like  Madnefs  is  the  Glory  of  this  Life, 
As  this  Pomp  fhews  to  a  little  Oyl  and  Root. 
We  make  our  felves  Fools,  to  difport  our  felves, 
And  fpendour  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  Men, 
Upon  whofe  Age  we  void  it  up  again, 
With  poifonous  Spight  and  Envy. 
Who  lives,  that's  not  depraved,  or  depraves  ? 
Who  dies,  that  bears  not  onefpurn  to  their  Graves 
Of  their  Friends  Gift  ? 

I  mould  fear,  thofe  that  dance  before  me  now, 
Would  one  Day  ftamp  upon  me:  'T'as  been  done, 
Men  (hut  their  Doors  a^ainft  a  fetting  Sun. 
The  Lords  rife  from  Table,  with  much  adoring  of  Timon,  and 

to  JJjew  their  Loves,  each  [ingle  out  an  Amazon,  and  all 

Dance,  Men  with  Women,  a  lofty  firain  or  two  to  the  Haut- 
boys, and  ceafe. 

Tim.  You  have  done  our  Pleafures, 
Much  Grace,  fair  Ladies, 
Set  a  fair  Fafhion  on  our  Entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful  and  kind  : 
You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  Luftre, 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  Device. 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  i^ 

Lh:.  My  Lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  be  ft. 
*Apem.  Faith  for  the  w^rft  is  filthv,  and  would  not  hold 
taking,  I  doubt  me.  H  z  Tim. 
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Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  Banquet  attends  you.' 
Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  your  felves. 

All  La.  Moil  thankfully,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt, 

Tim.  Flavins. 

Flav.  My  Lord. 

Tim.  The  little  Casket  bring  me  hither. 

FUv.  Yes,  my  Lord.     More  Jewels  yet? 
There  is  no  croffing  him  in's  humour, 

Elfe  I  lliould  tell  him well i'faith  I  mould, 

When  all's  fpenr,  he'd  be  crofs'd  then,  and  he  could: 

'Tis  pity  Bounty  has  not  Eyes  behind, 

That  Man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  Mind. 

Luc.  Where  be  our  Men  * 

Serv*  Here,  my  Lord,  in  readinefs. 

LucuL  Our  Horfes. 

Tim.  O  my  Friends ! 
I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  you :  Look  you,  my  good  Lord, 
I  muft  entreat  you,  honour  me  fo  much, 
As  to  advance  this  Jewel,  accept,  and  wear  it, 
Kind  my  Lord. 

Luc.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  Gifts. 

All.  So  are  we  all.  [Exe.  Lucius  and  Lucultus. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,   there  aie  certain  Nobles  of  the  Senate 
newly  alighted,  and  come  to  vifit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Enter  Fjavius. 

Flav*  I  befeech  your  Honour,   vouchfafe  me  a  word,    it 
does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near!  Why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee. 
I  prethee  let's  be  provided  to  mew  them  entertainment. 

Flav.  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

2  Serv.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  Lord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  Love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Fjur  Milk-white  Horfes  trapt  in  Silver. 

Tim.  I  mall  accept  them  fairly  :  Let  the  Prefents 
Be  worthily  entertain'd. 

Enter  a,  third  Servant* 
How  now?  Whit  News? 

\  Serv* 
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3  Serv.  Pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  that  honourable  Gentle- 
man, Lord  LhchIIus,  entreats  your  company  to  morrow,  to 
hunt  with  him,  and  h'as  fent  your  Honour  two  brace  of 
Grey-hounds. 

Tim.  I'll  hunt  with  him ; 
And  let  them  be  received,  not  without  fair  Reward. 

Flav.  What  will  this  come  to? 
He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  Gifts,  and  all 
out  of  an  empty  Coffer: 
Nor  will  he  know  his  Purfe,  or  yield  me  this, 
To  (hew  him  what  a  Beggar  his  Heart  is ; 
Being  of  no  Power  to  make  his  Wifhes  good, 
His  Promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  State, 
That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debt,  owes  for  ev'ry  word: 
He  is  fo  kind,  that  he  now  pays  interefl  for't; 
His  Land's  put  to  their  Books.   Well,  would  I  were 
Gently  put  out  of  Office,  e'er  I  were  forc'd: 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  Friend  to  (Qcdt 
Than  fuch  that  do  e'en  Enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  Lord.  [Exit, 

Tim.  You  do  your  felves  much  wrong, 
You  bate  too  much  of  your  own  Merits. 
Here,  my  Lord,  a  trifle  of  our  Love. 

1  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks 
I  will  receive  it. 

3  Lord.  O  ha's  the  very  Soul  of  Bounty. 

Ttm.  And  now  I  remember,  my  Lord,  you  gave  good 
words  the  other  day  of  a  Bay  Courfer  I  rode  on.  'Tis  yours, 
becaufe  you  lik'd  it. 

1  Lord.  Oh,  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  in 
that. 

Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,    my  Lord :    I  know  no 
Man  can  juftly  praife,   but  what  he  does  affe&.     I  weigh 
my  Friends  affection  with  my  own?  I'll  tell  you  true, 
Til  call  to  you. 

All  Lords.  O  none  fo  welcoae. 

Tim.  I  take  all,  and  your  feveral  Vifitations 
So  kind  to  Heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give, 
Methinks  I  could  deal  Kingdoms  to  my  Friends, 
And  ne'er  be  weary.     Alcibiades^ 

H  1  Thot 
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Thou  art  a  Soldier,  therefore  feldom  rich, 
It  comes  in  Charity  to  thee;  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongfi:  the  dead ;  and  all  the  Lands  thou  haft 
Lye  in  a  Pjtcht  Field. 

-Ale.  I  defie  Land,  my  Lord. 

i  Lord.  We  are  fo  vertuoufly  bound. 

Tim.  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 

z  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd 

Tim.  All  to  you.     Lights,  more  Lights,  more  Light. 

3  Lord.  The  bed  of  Happinefs,  Honour  and  Fortunes, 
Keep  with  you,  Lord  Timon. 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  Friends.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

uipem.  What  a  coil's  here, 
Serving  of  becks  and  jutting  out  of  bums  ? 
I  doubt  whether  their  Legs  be  worth  the  Sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.    Friendship's  full  of  Dregs: 
Methinks  falfe  Hearts  fhould  never  have  found  Legs. 
Thus  honeft  Fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  Court'fies. 

Tim.  Now,  ^pemantusy  if  thou  wert  not  fullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

jifem.  No,  Til  nothing;  for  if  I  mould  be  brib'd  too, 
there  would  be  none  left"  to  rail  upon  thee,  and  then  thou 
wouldft  Sin  the  htter.  Thou  giv'ft  fo  long,  Timon,  I  fear 
me,  thou  wilt  give  away  thy  felf  in  Paper  Oiortly.  What 
need  thefe  Feafts,  Pomps,  and  Vain-glories  ? 

Tim.  Nay,  and  you  begin  to  rail  on  Society  once,  I  am 
fworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewel,  and  come  with 
better  Mufict  [Exit. 

jSpsm.  So — Thou  wilt  rot  hear  me  now,  thou  (halt  not 
then.     I'JJ  Jocfc  tny  Heav'n  from  thee : 
Oh  that  Mens  Ears  fhould  be 
|  o  Counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  Flattery*  [Exit. 
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A  C  T    II.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE    A  publick  Tlace  in  the  tit/. 

Enter  a  Senator. 

AN  D  late  five  thoufand :  To  Vkrro  and  to  Ifidore 
He  owes  nine  thoufand,  befides  my  former  Sum., 
Which  make  it  five  and  twenty.     Still  in  motion 
OF  raging  Wade?   It  cannot  hold,  it  will  nor. 
If  I  want  G  Jd,  fteal  but  a  Beggar's  Dog, 
And  give  it  Ttmon,  why  the  Dog  coins  Gold. 
If  I  would  fell  my  Horfe,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he;  why  give  my  Horfe  to  Timon; 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me  ftraight 
An  able  Horfe.    No  Porter  at  his  Gate, 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles  and  ftill  invites 
All  that  pafs  by.     It  cannot  hold,  no  reafon 
Can  found  his  State  in  fafety,     Caphis,  hoa ! 
Caphis  I  fay. 

Enter  Caphis. 

Cap*  Here,  Sir,  what  is  your  Pleafure? 

Sen.  Get  on  your  Cloak,  and  hafte  you  to  Lord  Timon  -r 
Importune  him  for  my  Monies,  be  not  ceaft 

With  flight  denial,*  nor  then  filenc'd,  with 

Commend  me  to  your  Matter- and  the  Cap 

Plays  in  the  right  Hand— .-thus :   But  tell  him,  Sirrah, 

My  ufes  cry  to  me ;  I  muft  ferve  my  turn 

Out  of  mine  own;  his  days  and  times  are  paft,    i 

And  my  reliances  on  his  fr acted  dates 

Have  fmite  my  Credit.     I  love  and  honour  him; 

But  muft  not  break  my  Back,  to  heal  his  Finger* 

Immediate  are  my  Needs,  and  my  Relief 

Muft  not  be  toft  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 

But  find  fupply  immediate.     Get  you  gone, 

Put  on  a  moft  importunate  Afped-, 

A  Vifage  of  demand  :  For  I  do  fear 

When  every  Feather  flicks  in  his  own  Wing, 

Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 

Which  flaftiesnow  a  Phoenix:    Get  you  gone. 

H  4  Cap. 
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Cap.  I  go,  Sir. 

Sen.  I  go,  Sir? 
Take  the  Bonds  along  with  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in.    Come. 

Cap.  I  will,  Sir. 

&*•  Go.  [Exettnu 

SCENE    II,     Timon  s  Hall. 

Enter  Flavius,  with  many  Bills  in  his  Hand* 

Fla.  No  care,  no  flop,  fo  fcnfelefs  of  expence, 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  ir, 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  Riot.     Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him,  nor  refumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue:  Never  mind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 

What  (hall  be  done? he  will  not  hear,  'till  feel: 

I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  Hunting* 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Enter  Caph  is,  Ifidore,  and  Varro. 
Cap.  Good  even,  Varro\  what,  you  come  for  Mony? 
Var.  Is't  not  your  Bufinefs  too? 
Cap.  It  is,  and  yours  too,  Ifidore  f 
IJid.  It  is  fo. 

Cap.  Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd. 
Var.  I  fear  it. 
Cap.  Here  comes  the  Lord. 

Enter  Tjmon,  and  his  Train. 
Tim.  So  foon  as  Dinner's  done,  we'il  forth  again, 
My  Alcihiadeu   With  me,  what's  your  will? 

[They  Prefent  their  Bitls* 
Cap*  My  Lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues, 
Tim.  Dues?  Whence  are  you? 
Cap.  Of  Athens  here:  My  Lord. 
Tim.  Go  to  my  Steward. 
Cap.  pjeife  it  your  Lord  (hip,  he  hath  put  me  off, 
To  the  Succeffion  of  new  Day-,  this  Month : 
My  Mailer  is  awak'd  by  great  Occafion, 
To  call  upon  his  own,  and  humbly  pray*  you, 
'that  with  your  other  noble  Parts,  you'll  fuit, 
in  giving  him  his  Right, 
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Tim.  Mine  honefl  Friend, 
I  prethee  but  repair  to  me  next  Morning. 

Cap.  Nay,  good  my  Lord- 

Tim.  Contain  thy  felf,  good  Friend. 

Far.  One  Varro%  Servant,  my  good  Lord— 

Ifid.  From  Ifidore,  he  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  pay- 
ment  

Cap.  If  you  did  know,  my  Lord,  my  Matter's  wants 

Far.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  Lord,  fix  Weeks,  and 
paft 

Ifid.  Your  Steward  puts  me  off,  my  Lord,  and  I 
Am  lent  exprefly  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Jim.  Give  me  breath:  [To  the  Lords. 

I  do  befeech  you,  good  my  Lords,  keep  on,      [Exe.  Lords. 
I'll  wait  upon  you  inflantly.  Come  hither,  pray  you 
How  goes  the  World  that  I  am  thus  encountred 
With  clamorous  demands  of  Debt,  broken  Bonds, 
And  the  Detention  of  long  fince  due  Debts, 
Againft  my  Honour? 

Fla.  Pleafe  you,  Gentlemen, 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  Bufinefs: 
Your  Importunacy  ceafe,  'till  after  Dinner, 
That  I  may  make  his  Lordfhip  underftand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  fo,  my  Friends;  fee  them  well  entertain'd. 

Stew.  Pray  draw  near.  [Exit. 

Enter  Apemantus  and  Fool, 

Cap.  Stay,  flay,  here  comes  the  Fool  with  Apcmantm, 
Jet's  have  fome  fport  with  'em. 

Fer.  Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us. 

Ifid.  A  plague  upon  him,  Dog. 

Far.  How  doft,  Fool? 

Apem.  Doft  dialogue  with  thy  Shadow  ? 

Far.  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  'tis  to  thy  felf.     Come  away. 

Ifid.  There's  the  Fool  hangs  on  your  Back  already. 

Apem.  No,  thou  ftandft  fingle,  thou  art  not  on  him  yet. 

Cap.  Where's  the  Fool  now  ? 

jipem.  He  laft  ask'd  theQueflion.    Poor  Rogues  and 
Ufurers  Men,  Bawds  between  Gold  and  Want. 

All.  Whatajrewei  Apwantnsl 

Apem. 
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Apem.  A  Acs. 
All.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 
your  fel/es.     Speak  to  'em,  Fool. 
fooL  How  do  you,  Gentlemen? 

All.  Gramercies,  good  Fool : 
How  does  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Fool.  She's  e'en  fetting  on  Water  to  fcald  fuch  Chicken 
as  you  are.   Would  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth* 

Apem.  Good  I  Gramercy  ! 

Enter  Page. 

Fool.  Look  you,   here  comes  my  Matter's  Page. 

Page*  Why  how   now,   Captain?    What  do  you  in  this 
wife  company? 
How  doft  thou,  Apemantm\ 

Apem*  Would  I  had  a  Rod  in  my  Mouth,  that  I  might 
anfwer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Pre  thee,  Apemantus>  read  me  the  Superfcription  of 
thefe  Letters,  I  know  not  which  is  which, 

Apem.  Canft  not  read? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  Learning  die  then  that  day  thou 
art  hang'd.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon,  this  to  Alcibiades.  Go, 
thou  waft  born  a  Baftard,  and  thoult  die  a  Bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelpt.a  Dog,  a,nd  thou  fhalt  familh,  a 
Dog's  death. 
Anfwer  not,  I  am  gone.  \Exit. 

Apem.  E'en  fo  thou  out-run'ft  Grace, 
Fool,  I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Ttmons. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  Timon  ftay  at  home. 
You  three  ferve  three  Ufurers  ? 

All.  I  would  they  ferv'd  us. 

Apem.  So  would  I - 

As  good  a  trick  as  ever  Hangman  ferv'd  Thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  Ufurers  Men  ? 

AIL  Ay;  Fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  Ufurer  but  has  a  Fool  to  his  Servant. 
My  Miftrefs  is  one,   and  I  am  her  Fool ;    when  Men  come 
to  borrow  df  your  Matters,   they  approach  fadly,  and  go 

away 
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away  merrily;   but  they  enter  my  Mailer's  Houfe  merrily, 
and  go  away  fadly.     The  reafon  of  this? 
Var.  I  could  render  one.     - 

Apem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  Whore- 
mafter,  and  a  Knave,  which  notwithstanding  thou  fhalt  be 
no  lefs  efleemed. 

Var.  What  is  a  Whore-mafter,  Fool  ? 

Fool.  A  Fool  in  good  Cloaths,  and  fomerhing  like  thee. 
'Tis  a  Spirit ;  fometime  't  appears  like  a  Lord,  fometimes  like 
a  Lawyer,  fometime  like  a  Philofopher,  with  two  Stones 
more  than's  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often  like  a  Knight; 
and  generally,  in  all  Shapes  that  Man  goes  up  and  down  in, 
from  fourfcore  to  thirteen,  this  Spirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  Fool. 

Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  Man  ; 
As  much  foolery  as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack'ft. 

Apem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  Apemanttts. 

AIL  A  fide,  afide,  here  comes  Lord  Timon. 
Enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Apem.  Come  with  me,  Fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  Lover,  elder  Brother, 
And  Woman ;  fometime  the  Philofopher. 

Fla.  Pray  you  walk  near, 
I'll  fpeak  with  you  anon.  \Exeuntm 

Tim.  You  make  me  marvel ;  wherefore,  e'er  this  time, 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  State  before  me? 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  Expence, 
As  I  had  leave  of  means. 

Fla.  You  would  not  hear  me : 
At  many  leifures  I  propos'd. 

Tim.  Go  to: 
Perchance  fome  fingle  Vantages  you  took, 
When  my  Indifpofition  put  you  back; 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  Minifter 
Thus  to  excufe  your  (df. 

Fla.  O  my  good  Lord, 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  Accounts, 
Laid  them  before  you;  you  would  throw  them  off, 
And  fay  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty. 
When,  for  fome  trifling  Prefent,  you  have  bid  me 

Return 
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Return  fo  much,  I  have  (hook  my  Head,  and  wept; 
Yea  again  ft  th*  Authority  of  manners,  prayd  you 
To  hold  your  Hand  more  clofe.   I  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  Checks,  when  I  have 
Prompted  you  in  the  Ebb  of  your  Eftate, 
And  your  great  flow  of  Debts ;  my  dear  lov'd  Lord, 
Though  you  hear  now,  too  late,  yet  now's  a  time, 
The  greateft  of  your  having,  lacks  a  half, 
To  pay  your  prefent  Debts. 

Tim.  Let  all  my  Land  be  fold. 

Fla.  'Tis  all  engag'd,  fome  forfeited  and  gone, 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  flop  the  Mouth 
Of  prefent  dues ;  the  future  comes  apace : 
What  (hall  defend  the  interim,  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reck'ning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedemon  did  my  Land  extend. 

Fla.  O  my  good  Lord,  the  World  is  but  a  World, 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true  ? 

Fla.  If  you  fufped  my  Husbandry  or  Fahhood, 
Call  me  before  the  exa&eft  Auditors, 
And  fet  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  Gods  blefs  me, 
When  all  our  Offices  have  been  oppreft 
With  riotous  Feeders,  when  our  Vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  Spilth  of  Wine  ;   when  every  Room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  Light?,  and  braid  with  Minftrelfie, 
I  have  retir'd  ma  to  a  wafteful  Cock, 
And  fet  mine  Eyes  at  flow. 

Tim.  Piethee  no  more. 

Fla.  Heav'ns!  have  f  faid,  the  bounty  of  this  Lord! 
How  many  prodigal  Bits  have  Slaves  and  Peafants 
This  Night  englutted  !  who  is  not  Timon  s\ 
What  Heart, Head, Sword,  Force,  Mean?,  but  is  LoxdTimon's* 
Great  Timon*  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon's  ? 
Ah !  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praife, 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made: 
Feaft  won,  Faft  loft ;  one  Cloud  of  Winter  (howres, 
Thefe  flies  are  coucht. 

Tim.  Come  fermon  rae  no  further. 
No  vilianous  Bounty  yet  hath  paft  my  Heart ; 

UnWifeJy 
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Unwifelyi  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 

Why  doft  thou  weep,  canft  thou  the  Confcience  lack, 

To  think  I  (hall  lack  Friends?  Secure  thy  Heart, 

If  I  would  broach  the  Veflels  of  my  Love, 

And  try  the  Arguments  of  Hearts,  by  borrowing, 

Men  and  Mens  Fortunes  could  I  frankly  ufe, 

As  I  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Stew.  AlTurance  blefs  your  Thoughts. 
Tim.  And  in  fome  fort  thefe  wants  of  mine  are  crown'd, 
That  I  account  them  Bleflings:   For  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  Friends.     You  (hall  perceive 
How  you  miftake  my  Fortunes : 
I  am  wealthy  in  my  Friends. 
Within  there,  Flaminius,  Servilius  ? 

Enter  Flaminius,  Servilius,  and  other  Servants. 
Serv.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  I  will  difpatch  you  feverally. 
You  to  Lord  Lucius——  to  Lord  Lucullus  you,  I  hunted 

with  his  Honour  to  Day you  to  Sempronius commend 

me  to  their  Loves,  and  I  am  proud,  fay,  that  my  Occafi- 
ons  have  found  time  to  ufe  'cm  toward  a  fupply  of  Mony  ; 
let  the  requeft  be  fifty  Talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  faid,  my  Lord. 

Fla.  Lord  Lucius  and  Lucullus*    Humb 

Tim.  Go  you,  Sir,  to  the  Senators;  [Te  Flavius. 

Of  whom,  even  to  the  States  beft  health,  I  have 
Deferv'd  this  hearing ;  bid  'em  fend  o'th*  inftant 
A  thoufand  Talents  to  me. 

Fla.  I  have  been  bold, 
For  that  I  knew  it  the  moll:  general  way, 
To  them  to  ufe  your  Signet  and  your  Name, ' 
But  they  do  (hake  their  Heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is'ttrue?  Can't  be? 
Fla.  They  anfwer  in  a  joint  and  corporate  Voice, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  Treafure,  cannot 

Do  what  they  would,  are  forry You  are  Honourable1 

But  yet  they  could  have  wiflu-  they  know  not- 

Something  hath  been  amifs- a  noble  Nature 

May  catch  a  Wench would  all  were  well 'tis  pity * 

And  To  intending  other  ferious  Matters, 

After 
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After  difhflful  Looks,  and  thefe  hard  Fractions, 
With  certain  half  Caps,  and  cold  moving  Nods, 
They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  Gods  reward  them : 
Prethee  Man,  look  cheerly.     Thefe  old  Fellows 
Have  their  Ingratitude  in  them  Hereditary : 
Their  Blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows, 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  ; 
And  Nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  Earth, 
Is  fafhior/d  for  the  Journey,  dull  and  heavy. 

Go  to  Ventidim prethee  be  not  fad, 

Thou  art  true,  and  honeft;   ingenuoufly  I  fpeak, 

No  blame  belongs  to  thee :  Ventidim  lately 

Btiry'd  his  Father,  by  whofe  Death  he's  ftepp'd 

Into  a  great  Eftate;  when  he  was  poor, 

Imprifon'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  Friends, 

I  ciear'd  him  with  five  Talents.     Greet  him  from  me, 

Bid  him  fuppofe,  fpme  good  neceflity 

Touches  his  Friend,  which  craves  to  be  remembred 

With  thofe  five  Talents;  that  had,  giv't  thefe  Fellows 

To  whom  'tis  inftant  due.     Ne'er  fpeak,  or  think; 

That  Timotfs  Fortunes  'mong  his  Friends  can  fink. 

Stew.  I  would  I  could  not  think  it ; 
That  thought  is  bounties  Foe : 
Being  free  it  felf,  it  thinks  all  others  fo.  \Jlxeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE   I. 
SCENE    The  City. 

Flaminius  waiting  to  fpeak  with  Lucullus  from  his  Afafier  : 
Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 


u  Y  Have  told  my  Lord  of  you,  he  is  coming  down 
A  to  you. 


Serv. 

V 
Flam.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 

Serv.  Here's  my  Lord. 

Luctil' 


Timon  of  Athens.  2185 

LhchL  One  of  Lord  Ttmon  $Men*  A  Gift  I  warrant. — 
Why,  this  hits  right :  I  dreamt  of  a  Silver  Bafon  and  Ewre 
to  Night.  FUmwittSy  honeft  Flaminius,  you  are  very  re- 
fpedively  welcome,  Sir;  fill  me  fome  Wine.  And  how 
does  that  Honourable,  Compleat,  Free-hearted  Gentleman 
of  Athens^    thy\  very  bountiful  good  Lord  and  Mailer. 

Flam.  His  Health  is  well,  Sir. 

LhchL  I  am  right  glad  that  his  Health  is  well.  Sir ; 
and  what  haft  thou  there  under  thy  Cloak,  pretty  Fla- 
minim  \ 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  Box,  Sir,  which,  in 
my  Lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  intreat  your  Honour  to  fupply  ; 
who|having  great  and  inftant  Occahon  to  life  fifty  Talents, 
hath  fent  to  your  Lordfhip  to  furnifh  him,  nothing  doubt- 
ing your  prefent  Alliance  therein. 

LhchL  La,  la,  la,  la Nothing  doubting,  fays  he?  Alas, 

good  Lord,  a  Noble  Gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep 
fo  good  a  Houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'  din'd  with 
him,  and  told  him  on't,  and  come  again  to  Supper  to  him 
on  purpofe  to  have  him  fpend  lefs ;  and  yet  he  would  em- 
brace no  Counkl,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming ;  every 
Man  hath  his  Fault,  and  Honefty  is  his.  1  ha*  told  him  on't, 
but  I  could  never  get  him,  from't. 

Enter  a  Servant^  with  Wine, 

Ser.  Pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  here  is  the  Wine. 

LhchL  FlamtmHs>  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  your  Pleafure. 

LhchL  I  have  obferved  thee  always  for  a  toward !y  prompt 
Spirit,  give  thee  thy  due,  and  one  that  knows  what  belongs 
to  reafon  ;  and  canft  ufe  the  time  well,  if  the  time  life  thee 
well.  Good  part's  in  thee;  get  you  gone,  Sirrah.  Draw 
nearer,  honeft  Flaminins;  thy  Lord's  a  bountiful  Gentleman, 
but  thou  art  wife,  and  thou  knoweft  well  enough  (although 
thou  comeft  to  me)  and  this  is  no  time  to  lend  Mony,  efpe- 
cialJy  upon  bare  Friendfhip  without  Security.  Here's  three 
Solidares  for  thee,  good  Boy,  wink  at  me,  and  fay,  thou  fawft 
me  not.     Fare  thee  well. 

Flam.  1st  poffible  the  World  fhould  fo  much  differ, 
And  we  alive  that  liv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  bafenefs, 
To  h;m  that  worfhips  thee.         [Throwing  the  Mony  away. 

LhchL 
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LucuL  Ha?  Now  I  fee  thou  art  a  Fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
Matter.  [Exit  Lucullus. 

Flam.  May  thefe  add  to  the  Number  that  may  fcald  thee: 
Let  molten  Coin  be  thy  Damnation, 
Thou  Difeafe  of  a  Friend,  and  not  himfelf: 
Has  FriendiTiip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  Heart, 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  Nights  ?  O  you  Gods  / 
I  feel  my  Matter's  Paflion.     This  Slave  unto  his  Honour 
Has  my  Lord's  meat  in  him : 
Why  mould  it  thrive,  and  come  to  Nutriment, 
When  he  is  turn'd  to  Poifon  ? 
O  may  Difeafes  only  work  upon't : 
And  when  he's  fick  to  Death,  let  not  that  part  of  Nature, 
Which  my  Lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  Power, 
To  expel  Sicknefs,  but  prolong  his  Hour.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lucius,  -with  three  Strangers. 

Luc.  Who,  the  Lord  Timon  \  He  is  my  very  good  Friend, 
and  an  honourable  Gentleman. 

i  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  tho'  we  are  but  Stran- 
gers to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my  Lord,  and 
which  I  hear  from  common  Rumours,  now  Lord  Timoris 
happy  Hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his  Eftate  (brinks  from 
him. 

Luc.  Fyc,  no,  do  not  believe  it :  He  cannot  want  for 
Mony. 

2  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  Lord,  that  not 
long  ago,  one  of  his  Men  was  with  the  Lord  Lucullus, 
to  borrow  Co  many  Talents,  nay,  urg'd  extreamly  for'r, 
and  (hewed  what  neceffity  belong'd  to't,  and  yet  was 
deny'd. 

Luc.  How ! 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  deny'd,  my  Lord. 

Luc.  What  a  ft  range  Cafe  was  that  ?  Now  before  the 
Gods  I  am  afham'd  on't.  Deny'd  that  honourable  Man  ? 
There  was  very  little  Honour  fhew'd  in  that.  For  my  own 
part,  I  mud  needs  confers,  I  have  received  fome  fmall 
KindnelTes  from  him,  as  Mony,  Plate,  Jewels,  and  fuch  like 
Trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his;  yet  had  he  miftook  him, 
and  fent  him  tome,  I  ihould  ne'er  have  deny'd  hisOccafion 
fo  many  Talents. 

{ ,         Enter 
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Enter  Ser villus, 
Ser.  See,  by  good  hap  yonderY  my  Lord,  I  have  fweat 

to  fee  his  Honour. My  honour'd  Lord —  (ToLticius. 

Luc.  Serviliusl  you  are  kindly  met,  Sir.  Fare  thee  well, 
commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  Lord,  my  very  ex- 
quifite  Friend. 

Ser.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  my  Lord  hath  fent 

Luc.  Ha!  What  hath  he  fern  ?  1  am  fo  much  endeared  to 
that  Lord;  he's  ever  fending :  How  (hall  I  thank  him,  think'ft 
thou?  And  what  has  he  fent  now? 

Ser,  H'as  only  fent  his  prefent  OccaHon  now,  my  Lord  ; 
requeuing  your  Lordfliip  to  fupply  his  inftant  ufe,  with 
fifty  Talents. 

Luc.  I  know  his  Lordfliip  is  but  merry  with  me, 
He  cannot  want  fifty  five  hundred  Talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  kfs,  my  Lord. 
If  his  Occafion  were  not  viituous, 
I  fhould  not  urge  half  fo  faithfully. 

Luc.  Doft  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,  Serviltusl 
Ser.  Upon  my  Soul  'tis  true,  Sir. 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  Beaft  was  I,  to  disfurnifh  my  felf 
againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha1  fhewn  my  felf 
honourable?    How  unluckily  it  hapned,  that  I  fhould  pur- 
chafe  the  Day  before  for  a  little  part,   and  undo  a  great 
deal  of  Honour  ?  Servilius,  now  before  the  Gods,  I  am  not 
able  to  do— (the  more  Beaft  I  fayj— I  was  fending  to  ufe  Lord 
Timon  my  felf,  thefe  Gentlemen  can  witnefs  ;    but  I  would 
not,  for  the  Wealth  of  Athens^  I  had  don't  now.     Commend 
me  bountifully  to  his  good  Lord fhip,  and.  I  hope  his  Honour 
will  conceive  the  faireft  of  me,  btcaufe  I  have  no  power  to 
be  kind.     And  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it  one  of 
my  greateft  Afflictions,  fay,  that  I  cannot  pleafure  fuch  an 
honourable  Gentleman.     Good  Servilius,  will  you  befriend 
me  fo  far,  as  to  ufe  my  own  Words  to  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fhall.  [Exit Servilius. 

Luc.  I'll  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. 
True  as  you  faid,  Timon  is  fhrunk  indeed, 
And  he  that's  once  deny'd  will  hardly  fpeed.  [Exit. 

i  Stran.  Do  you  obferve  this,  Hoftilim  $ 
i  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 
Voi.  V.  J  i  Strati 
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iStran.  Why,  this  is  the  World's  Soul; 
And  juft  of  the  fame  Piece 

Is  every  Flatterers  fport:  Who  can  call  him  his  Friend 
That  dips  in  the  fame  Dim?  For  in  my  knowing, 
Timon  has  been  this  Lord's  Father, 
And  kept  his  Credit  with  his  Purfe: 
Supported  his  Eftate;  nay,  Timorfs  Mony 
His  paid  his  Men  their  Wages.     He  ne'er  drinks, 
But  Timon  s  Silver  treads  upon  his  Lip; 
A  id  yet,  Oh  fee  the  monftroufnefs  of  Man  ! 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  Shape, 
He  does  deny  him  ("in  refpeel:  of  this) 
What  charitable  Men  afford  to  Beggars* 
3  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  if* 
i  Stran.  For  mine  ov/n  part 
I  never  tafted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  Bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  lor  his  Friend.     Yet  I  proteft, 
For  his  right  Noble  Mind,  Illuftrious  Virtue, 
And  Honourable  Carriage, 
Had  his  neceffity  made  ufe  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  Wealth  into  Donation, 
And  the  bell:  half  fhould  have  rerurn'd  to  him, 
So  much  I  love  his  Heart:  But  I  perceive, 
Men  muft  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpence. 
For  Policy  fits  above  Confcience.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  a  third [Servant  with  Semproniu?. 

Sem.  Muft  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ?  Hum 

TBove  all  others  ? 

He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius>  or  LucttLus, 
And  now  Pentidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  Prifon.     All  the  i 
Owe  their  Eftates  unto  him. 

Ser.  My  Lord, 
They  hive  all  been  touch'd,  and  all  are  found  bare  Metal, 
For  they  have  all  deny'd  him, 

Scm.  How?  Have  they  deny'd  him? 
Has  Ventidius  and  LhcuIIhs  deny'd  him  ? 
And  does  he  feud  to  me?  Three!  Hum— — — - 
It  /hews  but  litrJe  Love  or  Judgment  in  him. 
Muft  I  be  his  la  ft  Refuge?  His  Fiiend,f,  like  Phyficians, 

That 
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That  thri v'd,  give  him  over.     Muft  I  take  th'  Cure  upon  me  ? 
H'as  much  difgrac'd  me  in't;  I'm  angry  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  Place,  I  fee  no  fenfe  for't, 
But  his  Occafions  might  have  wooed  me  firft: 
For,  in  my  Conscience,  I  was  the  firft  Man 
That  e'er  received  Gilt  from  him. 
And  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me  now, 
That  I'll  requite  it  laft  ?  No  : 
So  it  may  prove  an  Argument  of  Laughter 
To  th'  reft,  and  'mongft  Lords  I  be  thought  a  Fool : 
I'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  Sum, 
H'ad  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  Mind's  fake: 
I'd  fuch  a  Courage  to  do  him  good.  But  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  Reply  this  Anfwer  join  ; 
Who  bates  mine  Honour,  fhall  not  know  my  Coin.      [Exit. 
Ser.  Excellent!  Your  Lordfhip's  a  goodly  Villain.    The 
Devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  Man   Poli- 
tick; he  crofTed  himfelf  by't :  And  I  cannot  think,   but  in 
the  end  the  Villanies  of  Man  will  fet  him  clear.     How  fair- 
ly this  Lord  ftrives  to  appear  foul  \  Takes  virtuous  Copies 
to  be  wicked  :  Likethofe  that  under  hot,  ardent  Zeal,  would 
fet  whole  Realms  on  Fire ;  of  fuch  a  nature  is^  his  politick 
Love. 

This  was  my  Lord's  beft  hope,  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  only  the  Gods.  Now  his  Friends  are  dead, 
Doors  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  Wards, 
Many  a  bounteous  Year,  muft  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  fure  their  Mafter. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows; 
Who  cannot  keep  hisWeakh,  muft  keep  his  Houfe.     [Exit. 

SCENE   II.     Timon' s  Hall 

Enter  Varro,  Titus,  Hortenfius,  Lucius,  and  other  Servants 
of  Timorw  Creditors,   who  wait  for  his  coming  out. 

Far.  Well  met,  good  Morrow,  Titus  and  Hortenfws. 

Tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Furro. 

Hor,  Lucius,  what  do  we  meet  together? 

I  *  Luc. 
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Luc.  Ay,  'and  I  think  one  Bufinefs  does  command  us  all. 
For  mine  is  Mony. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Philo. 
Luc.  And  Sir  Philo's  too. 
Phi.  Good  Day  at  once. 
Luc.  Welcome,  good  Brother, 
What  do  you  think  the  Hour  \ 
Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 
Luc.  So  much  ? 
Phi.  Is  not  my  Lord  feen  yet? 
Luc.  Not  yet. 

Phi.  I  wonder  on'r,  he  was  wont  to  mine  atfeven. 
Luc.  Ay,  but  the  Days  are  wax'd  (horter  with  him : 
You  muft- confider  that  a  prodigal  courfe 
Is  like  the  Sun's,  but  not  like  his  recoverable,  I  fear : 
Tirdeepeft  Winter  in  Lord  7i/w0«'sPurfe;thaj:  is,  one  may 
reach  deep  enough,  and  yet  find  little, 
'Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 
Tit.  I'll  Ihew  you  t'obferve  a  ftrange  Event  : 
Your  Lord  fends  now  for  Mony  ? 
Hot.  Moil  true,  he  does. 
Tit.  And  he  wears  Jewels  now  of  Timon's  Gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  Mony. 
Hor.  It  is  againft  my  Heart. 
Luc.  Mark  how  ftrange  it  mows, 
Timon  in  this  mould  pay  more  than  he  owes  : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  Lord  mould  wear  rich  Jewels 
And  fend  for  Mony  for  'em. 

Hor.  I'm  weary  of  this  Charge,  the  Gods  can  witnefs : 
I  know  my  Lord  hath  fpent  of  Timon 's  Wealth, 
And  now  Ingratitude  makes  it  worfe  than  ftealth. 

Var.  Yes,  mine's  three  thoufand  Crowns: 
What's  yours? 

Luc.  Five  thoufand,  mine. 

Var.  'Tismuch  deep,  and  it  mould  feemby  th'  Sum, 
Your  Matter's  Confidence  was  above  mine, 
Elfe  furely  his  had  equalled. 

Enter  Fiaminius. 
Tit.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  Men. 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Flaminiusl  Sir,  a  Word:  Pray  is  my  Lord  ready  to 
come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed  he  is  not. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  Lordfliip;  pray  fignifie  fo  much. 

Flam.   I  need  not  tell  him  that,   he  knows  you  are  too 
diligent. 

Enter  Flavius  in  a  Cloak^muffied. 

Luc.  Ha  J  is  not  that  his  Steward  muffled  fo? 
He  goes  away  in  a  Cloud  :  Call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  Sir — 

Voir.  By  your  leave,  Sir. 

Flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  Friend? 

Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  Mony  here,  Sir. 

Flav.  If  Mony  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  fure  enough. 

Why  then  prefer'd  you  not  your  Sums  and  Bills, 
When  your  falfe  Matters  eat  of  my  Lord's  Meat? 
Then  they  would  fmile,  and  fawn  upon  his  Debts, 
And  take  down  th'Intercft  into  theirglutt'nous  Maws. 
You  do  your  felves  but  wrong  to  ftir  me  up, 
Let  me  pafs  quietly  : 

B-liev't,  my  Lord  and  I  have  made  an  end, 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  fpend. 
Luc.  Ay,  but  this  anfwer  will  not  ferve. 
Flav.  W  'twill  not  ferve,  'tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you, 
For  you  ferve  Knaves.  [Exit  Flavius. 

far.  How  !  what  does  his  cafhier'd  worfhip  mutter  ? 
Tit.  No  matter  what -he's  poor,    and  that's  re- 
venge enough.     Who  can  fpeak   broader  than   he  that  has 
no  Houfe  to  put  his  I  lead  in  ?  Such  may  rail  againft  great 
Buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Tit.  Oh,  here's  Servilius ;  now  we  mall  have  fome  an- 
fwer. 

Serv.  If  I  might  befeechyou,  Gentlemen,  to  repair  foms 
other  hour,  I  mould  derive  muchfromV.  Fortake'cof  my 
Soul,  my  Lord  leans  wondroully  to  difcontent:  His  com- 
fortable temper  has  forfook  him,  he's  much  out  of  Health, 
and  keeps  his  Chamber. 

I  3  Luc* 
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any  do  keep  their  Chambers,  arenotfick: 
•t  be  (o  far  beyond  his  Health, 
unks  he  fhould  the  fooner  pay  his  Debts, 
...u  make  a  clear  way  to  the  Gods. 

Serv*  Good  Gods ! 

Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  Anfwer, 

Flam*  [within.']  Servilius,ht}p my  Lord !  my  Lord. 

Enter  Timon  in  a  rage, 

Tim.  What,  are  my  Doors  oppos'd  againft  my  paflage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  mull  myHoufe 
Be  my  retentive  Enemy?  My  Goal? 
The  Place  which  I  have  feafted,  does  it  now, 
Like  all  Mankind,  fliew  me  an  Iron  Heart? 

Luc.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  Lord,  here's  my  Bill. 

Luc.  Here's  mine. 

Far.  And  mine,  my  Lord. 

Cap.  And  ours,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  All  our  Bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em ■cleave  me  to  the 

Girdle. 

Luc.  Alas,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Cut  out  my  Heart  in  Sum?. 

Tit.  Mine,  fifty  Talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  Blood. 

Luc.  Five  thoufand  Crowns,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Five  thoufand  drops  pays  thar. 
What  yours? and  yours? 

Far.  My  Lord — 

Cap.  My  Lord- 


Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  Gods  fall  upon  you. 

[Exit  Timon. 

Hor.  faith,  I  perceive  our  Matters  may  throw  their  Caps 

at  their  Mony,  thefe  Debts  may  well  be  caird  defperate  ones 

for  a  mad  Man  owes  'cm.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Tim,  They  have  e'en  put  my  Breath  from  me,  the  Slaves. 

Creditors !« -Devils. 

FUv*  My  dear  Lord* 

Tim.  What  if  it  mould  be  fo— - 

Flay,  My  dear  Lord, 

Tim* 
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Tim.  I'll  have  it  fo M     Steward ! 

Flav.  Here,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly ! Go,  bid  all  my  Friends  again, 

Lucius,  LhchIIhs  and  Sempronius.     All 

l'J]  once  more  Feaft  the  Rafcals. 

F/4v.  O  my  Lord !  you  only  fpcak  from  your  diitraded 
Soul;  there's  not  fo  much  left  as  to  furnim  out  a  moderate 
Table. 

Tim.  Be  it  not  in  thy  Care  : 
Go,  1  charge  thee,  invite  them  all,  let  in  the  tide 
Of  Knaves  once  more:  My  Cook  and  I'll  provide,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III.     The  City. 

Enter  three  Senators  at  one  Door,    Alcibiades  meeting  them> 

with  Attendants. 

1  Sen.  My  Lord,  you  have  my  Voice  to't,  the  Fault's  bloody  ; 
3Tis  necefTary  he  fhould  dye  : 
Nothing  emboldens  Sin  fo  much  as  Mercy, 

2  Sen.  Mod  true ;  the  Law  fliall  bruife  'cm, 

Ale.  Honour,  Health  and  Companion  to  the  Senate. 

1  Sen.  Now,  Captain. 

Ale.  I  am  an  horrible  Suitor  to  your  Virtues, 
For  Pity  is  the  Virtue  of  the  Law, 
And  none  but  Tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
It  pleafes  Time  and  Fortune  to  lye  heavy 
Upon  a  Friend  of  mine,  who  in  hot  Blood 
Hath  ilept  into  the  Law,  which  is  paft  depth 
To  thofe  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into't. 
He  is  a  Man,  fetting  his  Fate  aflde,  of  comely  Virtues, 
And  Honour  in  him,  which  buys  out  his  Fault; 
Nor  did  he  foil  the  Fact  with  Cowardife, 
But  with  a  noble  Fury,  and  fair  Spirit, 
Seeing  his  Reputation  touch'd  to  Death, 
He  did  oppofe  his  Foe  ; 
And  with  fuch  fober  and  unnoted  Paflion 
He  did  behave  his  Anger  e'er  "'twas  fpenr, 
As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  Argument* 

1  4  1  Sen 
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i  Sen.  You  undergo  too  Arid:  a  Paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  Deed  look  fair : 
Your  Words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  they  labour'd 
To  bring  Man-daughter  into  form,  and  fet  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  Valour  ;  which  indeed 
Is  Valour  mis-begot,  and  came  into  the  World 
When  Se&s  and  Factions  were  newly  born. 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fuffer 
The  worit  that  Man  can  breath, 
And  make  his  Wrongs  his  out-fides, 
To  wear  them  like  his  Rayment,  carekfly, 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  Injuries  to  his  Heart, 
To  bring  it  into  Dinger. 
If  Wrongs  be  Evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 
What  Folly  'tis  to  hazard  Life  for  ill. 

Ale.  My  Lord ! — 

i  Sen.  You  cannot  make  grofs  Sins  look  clear, 
To  revenge  is  no  Valour,  but  to  bear. 

Ale.  My  Lords,  then  under  favour,  pardon  me ; 
If  I  fpeak  like  a  Captain. 
Why  do  fond  Men  expofe  themfelves  to  Battel, 
And  not  endure  all  Threats?  Sleep  upon't, 

And  let  the  Foes  quietly  cut  their  Throats, 

Without  repugnancy  ?  If  there  be 

Such  Valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 

Abroad?  Why  then  Women  are  more  valiant 

Thatftay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  itj 

And  the  Afs,  more  Captain  than  the  Lion  ?  The  Fellow 

Loaden  with  Irons,  wifer  than  the  Judge, 

If  Wifdom  be  in  fufFering.     Oh  my  Lords, 

As  you  are  Great,  be  pitifully  Good  : 

Who  cannot  condemn  Raflmefs  in  cold  Blood? 

To  kill,  I  grant,  is  Sin's  extreameft  Gufr, 

But  in  defence,  by  Mercy  'tis  moft  Juft. 

To  be  in  Anger,  is  Impiety  ; 

But  who  is  Man,  that  is  not  Angry? 

Weigh  but  the  Crime  with  this. 
2  Sen.  You  breath  in  vain. 
Ale.  In  vain? 

His  Service  done  at  Laced<emon>  and  Biz,antinm, 

Were  a  fufficient  Briber  for  his  Life. 


i  Sen. 
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1  Sett,  What's  that  ? 

Ale.  Why,  I  fay  my  Lords, h 'as  done  fair  Service, 
And  flain  in  Fight  many  of  your  Enemies : 
How  full  of  Valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 
In  the  lafr.  Co;  Aid,  and  made  plenteous  Wounds  ? 

1  Ser.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with 'em, 
He's  a  fworn  Rioter ;  he  has  a  Sin 
That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  his  Valour  Prifo:c  r. 
If  there  were  no  Foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him.     In  that  beairJy  Fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  Outrages, 
And  chenfh  Factions.     'Tjs  inferr'd  to  us, 
His  Days  are  foul,  and  his  Drink  dangerous. 

1  Sen.  He  dies. 

Ale.  Hard  Fare  I  he  might  have  dy'd  in  War. 
My  Lords,  if  not  for  any  Parts  in  him, 
Though  his  right  Arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time, 
And  be  in  debt  to  none;  yet  more  to  move  you, 
Take  my  Deferts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both. 
And  for  I  know,  your  Reverend  Ages  love  Security, 
I'll  pawn  my  Victories,  all  my  Honours  to  you, 
Upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  Crime  he  owes  the  Law  his  Life, 
Why  let  ths  War  receive  it  in  valiant  Gore; 
For  Law  is  ftricl:,  and  War  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen.  We  are  for  Law,  he  dyes,  urge  it  noimore, 
On  height  of  our  D.fpleafijre:  Friend,  or  Brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  Blood,  that  fpills  another. 

Ale.  Mult  it  be  fo?  It  mutt  not  be : 
My  Lords,  I  do  befeech  you  know  me. 

1  Sen.  How  ? 

Ale.  Call  me  to  your  Remembrances. 

3  Sen.  What  ! 

Ale.  I  cannot  think  but  your  Age  hath  forgot  me, 
It  could  not  elfe  be,  I  ihould  prove  fo  bafe, 
To  fue,  and  be  deny'd  fuch  common  Grace. 
My  Wounds  ake  at  you. 

1  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  Anger  ? 
'Tis  in  few  Words,  but  fpacious  in  effect. 
We  baniih  thee  for  ever. 


'Ale. 
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Ale.  Banifh  me !  banifh  your  Dotage,  banifh  Ufury, 
That  makes  the  Senate  ugly. 

i  Sen.  If  after  two  Days  fhine,  Athens  contains  thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  Judgment. 
And,  not  to  fwell  our  Spirit, 
He  fliall  be  Executed  prefently.  {Exeunt. 

Ale.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you  old  enough, 
That  you  may  live 

Only  in  Bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you. 
I'm  worfe  than  mad:  I  have  kept  back  their  Foes 
While  they  have  told  their  Mony,  and  let  out 
Their  Coin  upon  large  Intereft ;  I  my  fe\f9 
Rich  only  in  large  Hurts.  — —  All  thofe,  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  Balfom  that  the  ufuring  Senate 
Pours  into  Captains  Wounds  ?  Ha  !  Banifliment  ! 
It  comes  not  ill :  I  hate  not  to  be  banifht, 
It  is  a  Caufe  worthy  for  Spleen  and  Fury, 
That  I  may  ftrike  at  Athens.  I'll  cheer  up 
My  difcontented  Troops,  and  lay  for  Hearts : 
*Tis  Honour  with  moft  Lands  to  be  at  odds, 
Soldiers  fhould  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  Gods.  [Exit, 

SCENE    IV.     Timon'/  Houfe. 

Enter  divers  Senators  at  fever  al  Doors. 

i  Sen.  The  good  time  of  the  Day  to  you,  Sir, 

zSen.  Ialfo  wifh  it  to  you:  Ithin(tthis  honourable  Lord 
did  but  try  us  this  other  Day. 

i  Sen.  Upon  that  were  my  Thoughts  tiring  when  wejen- 
countred.  I  hope  it  is  not  fo  low  with  him,  as  he  made  it 
feem  in  the  tryal  of  his  feveral  Friends. 

z  Sen.  It  fhould  not  be,  by  the  perfwafion  of  his  new  FeaftV 

i  Sen.  I  fhould  think  fo  :  He  hath  fent  me  an  earneft  invi- 
ting, which  many  my  near  Occafions  did  urge  me  to  put 
off:  but  he  hath  conjur'd  me  beyond  them,  and  I  muft 
needs  appear. 

2  Sen.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  Debt  to  my  importunate  bu- 
finefs ;  but  he  would  not  hear  my  Excufe.  I  am  forry, 
when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  Provifton  was 
out. 

i  Sen* 
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1  Sett.  I  am  fick  of  that  Grief  too,  as  I  underftand  how 
all  things  go. 

zSen,  Every  Man  here's  fo.  What  would  he  have  borrow- 
ed of  you  ? 

1  Sen.  A  thoufand  Pieces. 

2  Sen.  A  thoufand  Pieces  I 
1  Sen.  What  of  you  ? 

3  Sen.  He  fent  to  me,  Sir  — -  here  he  come?. 

Enter  Timon  and  Attendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  Heart,  Gentlemen  both and  how 

fare  you  ? 

1  Sen.  Ever  at  the  heft,  hearing  well  of  your  Lordfliip. 
1  Sen.  The  Swallow  follows  not  Summer  more  willingly, 
Than  we  your  LordiTiip. 

Tim.  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  Winter,  fuch  Summer- 
Birds  are  Men.  Gentlemen,  our  Dinner  will  not  recom- 
pence  this  long  ftay  :  Feaft  your  Ears  with  the  Mufick  a 
while  ;  if  they  will  fare  fo  hardily  as  o'th'  Trumpets  found  : 
we  mail  to't  prefently. 

1  Sen.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your  Lordfliip, 
that  I  return'd  you  an  empty  Meflenger. 
Tim.  O  Sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 
z  Sen.  My  noble  Lord. 
Tim.  Ah  my  good  Friend,  what  Cheer? 

[The  Banquet  brought  in* 
iSen.  My  mod  honourable  Lord,  J'm  e'en  fick  of  Shame, 
that  when  your  Lordfhip  t'other  Day  lent  to  me,  I  was  fo 
Unfortunate  a  Beggar. 
Tim.  Think  not  on'r,  Sir. 

1  Sen.  If  you  had  fent  but  two  Hours  before • 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  Remembrance. 

Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Sen.  All  cover'd  Dimes  ! 

1  Sen.  Royal  Chear,  I  warrant  you. 

3  Sen.  Doubt  not  that,  if  Mony  and  the  Seafon  can  yield  it. 
*  Sen.  How  do  you?  What's  the  News  ? 

3  Sen.  Alcibiades  is  banifht :  Hear  you  of  it  ? 

Both.  Alcibiades  banifh'd  ! 

3  Sen.  'Tis  fo,  be  fure  of  it. 

x  Sen.  How  ?  How  ? 

%  Sen.  I  pray  you  upon  what  ? 

Tim. 
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Ttm.  My  worthy  Friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3  Sen.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble  Feaft  toward. 

2  Sen.  This  is  the  old  Man  ftill. 

3  Sen.  Wilft  hold  ?  WiU't  hold  ? 

2  Sen.  It  does,  but  time  will,   and  fo  ■     ■   ... 

3  Se».  I  do  conceive* 

Tim.  Each  Man  to  his  Stool,  with  that  Spur  as  he  would 
to  the  Lip  of  his  Miftrefs:  Your  Diet  fhall  be  in  all  places 
alike.  Make  not  a  City  Feaft  of  it,  to  let  the  Meat  cool, 
e'er  we  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place.   Sit,  Sit. 

The  Gods  require  our  Thanks. 

Tou  great  BenefaUors,  fprinkje  our  Society  with  Thankful' 
nefs.  For  your  own  Gifts,  make  your  /elves  praised  :  But  re- 
ferve  ft  ill  to  give,  left  your  Deities  be  defpifed.  Lend  to  each 
Alan  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another.  For  were  your 
Godheads  to  borrow  of  Men,  Men  would  forfake  the  Gods. 
Make  the  Meat  be  beloved,  more  than  the  Man  that  gives  it. 
Let  no  Afembl)  of  twenty,  be  without  a  Score  of  Villains.  If 
there  fit  twelve  Women  at  the  Table,  let  a  Doz,en  of  them  be  as 
they  are  — *-  The  reft  of  your  Fees,  O  Gods*  the  Senators  of 
Athens,  together  with  the  common  lag  of  People,  what  is  amifs 
in  them,  you  Gods,  make  Jutable  for  DeftruUion.  For  thefe  my 
prefent  Friends  — —  as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  fo  in  nothing 
blefs  them,  and  to  nothing  are  they  welcome. 
Uncover  Dogs,  and  lap. 

Some  fpeak.  What  does  his  Lordmip  mean  ? 

Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  Feaft  never  behold, 
Ytfu  Knot  of  Mouth  Friends :  Smoke,  and  lukewarm  Water 
Is  your  Perfection.    This  is  Timon  s  laft, 
Who  ftuck  and  fpangled  you  with  Flatteries, 
Wafhes  it  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  Faces 
Your  reaking  Villany.    Live  loath'd,  and  long 
Moft  fmiling  fmooth,  detefted  Parafites, 
Courteous  Deftroyers,  affable  Wolves,  meek  Bears, 
You  Fools  of  Fortune,  Trencher-Friends,  Time-flies, 
Cap  and  Knee  Slaves,  Vapors,  and  Minute  Jacks 
Of  Man  and  Bead,  the  infinite  Malady 
Cruft  you  quite  o'er.  What,  doft  thou  go? 

Soft,  take  thy  Phyfick  firft thou  too— —and  thou 

[Throwing  the  Difhes  at  them,  and  drives  yem  out. 

Stay, 
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Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  Mony,  borrow  none. 
What!  what  all  in  Motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  Feaft, 
Whereat  a  Villain's  not  a  welcome  Gueft. 
Burn  Houfe,  Cuk  uithem,  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  Man,  and  all  Humanity.  [Exit- 

Enter  the  Senators* 
i  Sen.  How  now,  my  Lords  <* 

2  Sen.  Know  you  the  Quality  of  Lord  Timon\  Fury? 

3  Sen.  Pufh,  did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 

4  Sen.  I  have  loft  my  Gown. 

i  Sen.    He's  but  a  mad  Lord,  and  nought  but  Humour 
fways  him.     He  gave  me  a  Jewel  th 'other  Day,  and  now 
he  has  bear  it  out  of  my  Hat. 
Did  you  fee  my  Jewel  \ 

i  Sen.  Did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 

3  Sen.  Here  'tis. 

4  Sen.  Here  lyes  my  Gown, 
i  Sen.  Let's  make  no  ftay. 

2  Sen.  Lord  Timens  mad. 

3  Sen.  I  feel't  upon  my  Bones. 

4  Sen.  One  Day  he  gives  us  Diamonds,  next  Day  Stones. 

[Exeunt  Senators. 


A  CT   IV.     SGE  N  E    I. 

SCENE  Without  the  Walls  of  Athens. 
Enter  Timon. 

Tim.        Et  me  look  back  upon  thee.   O  thou  Wall, 

JLjThatgirdleft  in  thofe  Wolves,  dive  in  the  Earth, 
And  fence  not  Athens.   Matrons,  turn  incontinent  ; 
Obedience  fail  in  Children;  Slaves  and  Fools 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  Senate  from  the  Bench, 
And  minifter  in  their  (leads  to  general  Filths. 
Convert  o'th'  inftant  green  Virginity, 
Do't  in  your  Parents  Eyes.    Bankrupts,  hold  faft, 
Rather  than  render  back ;  out  with  your  Knives, 
And  cut  your  trufters  Throats.    Bound  Servants,  fteal; 
Large-handed  Robbers  your  grave  Matters  are, 

And 
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And  Pill  by  Law,     Maid,  to  thy  Matter's  Bed; 

Thy  Miftrefs  is  o'th*  Brothel.  Son  of  fixteen, 

Pluck  the  lin'd  Crutch  from  thy  old  limping  Sire, 

With  it  beat  out  his  Brains.     Piety  and  Fear, 

Religion  to  the  Gods,  Peace,  Juftice,  Truth, 

Domeftick  awe,  Night-reft,  and  Neighbourhood, 

Inftru&ion,  Manners,  Myfteries  and  Trades, 

Degrees,  Obfervances,  Cuftoms  and  Laws, 

Decline  to  your  confounding  Contraries. 

And  yet  Confufion  live:  Plagues  incident  to  Men, 

Your  potent  and  infedious  Fevers,  heap 

On  Athens  ripe  for  ftroke.     Thou  cold  Sciatica, 

Cripple  our  Senators,  that  their  Limbs  may  halt 

As  lamely  as  their  Manners.     Luft  and  Liberty 

Creep  in  the  Minds  and  Marrows  of  our  Youth, 

That  'gainft  the  Stream  of  Virtue  they  may  ftrive, 

And  drown  themfelves  in  Riot.     Itches,  Blains, 

Sow  all  the  Athenian  Bofoms,  and  their  Crop 

Be  general  Leprofie :  Breath  infect  Breath, 

That  their  Society  (as  their  Friendship,}  may 

Be  meerly  Poifon.     Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 

But  Nakednefs,  thou  deteftable  Town. 

Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  Banns : 

Tirnon  will  to  the  Woods,  where  he  (hall  find 

Th'unkindcft  Bcaft  much  kinder  than  Mankind. 

The  Gods  confound  (hear  me  you  good  Gods  all) 

Th*  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  Wall; 

And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  Hate  may  grow, 

To  the  whole  Race  of  Mankind,  high  and  low. 

Amen.  [Exit. 

SCENE    II.     Timon'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Flavius  with  two  or  three  Servants* 

i  Ser.  Hear  you,  Mafter  Steward,  where 's  our  Mafter?  j 
Are  we  undone,  caft  off,  nothing  remaining^ 

Flav.  Alack,  my  Fellows,  what  fhould  I  fay  to  you  ? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  Righteous  Gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

i  Ser*  Such  a  Houfe  broke ! 
So  Noble  a  Mafter  fain!  all  gone!  and  not 

One 
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One  Friend  to  take  his  Fortune  by  the  Arm, 
And  go  along  with  him. 

2  Ser.  As  we  do  turn  our  Backs 

From  our  Companion,  thrown  into  his  Grave, 
So  his  Familiars  to  his  buried  Fortunes 
Slink  all  away,  leave  their  falfe  Vows  with  him 
Like  empty  Purfes  pick'd.     And  his  poor  felf 
A  dedicated  Beggar  to  the  Air, 
With  his  Difeafe,  of  all  fhun'd  Poverty, 
Walks  like  Contempt  alone.     More  of  our  Fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 
Flav.  AH  broken  Implements  of  a  ruin'd  Houfe. 

3  Ser.  Yet  do  our  Hearts  wear  Timon  s  Livery, 
That  fee  I  by  our  Faces ;  we  are  Fellows  ftill, 
Serving  alike  in  Sorrow  ;  Leak'd  is  our  Bark, 
And  we,  poor  Mates,  ftand  on  the  dying  Deck, 
Hearing  the  Surges  threat:  we  muft  all  part 
Into  this  Sea  of  Air. 

Flav.  Good  Fellows  all, 
The  lateft  of  my  Wealth  Til  ihare  amongft  you. 
Where-ever  we  (hall  meer,  for  Timon  s  fake, 
Let's  yet  be  Fellows.    Let's  (hake  our  heads,  and  fay, 
As  'twere  a  Knell  unto  our  Matter's  Fortunes, 
We  have  feen  better  Days.     Let  each  take  fome; 
Nay  put  out  all  your  Hands ;  not  one  word  more, 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  Sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[He  gives  them  Mony,  they  Embrace,  and  fart  fever al  ways. 
Oh  the  fierce  Wretchcdnefs  that  Glory  brings  us/ 
Who  would  not  wi(h  to  be  from  Wealth  exempt, 
Since  Riches  point  to  Mifery  and  Contempt  ? 
Who  would  be  fo  mock'd  with  Glory,  as  to  live 
But  in  a  Dream  of  Friendmip  ? 
To  have  his  Pomp,  and  all  what  State  compounds, 
But  only  painted  like  his  varnifti'd  Friends  : 
Poor  honeft  Lord  f  brought  low  by  his  own  Hearr, 
Undone  by  goodnefs:  ftrange  unufual  Blood, 
VVhen  Man's  worfl:  Sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good. 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  again  ? 
For  Bounty  that  makes  Gods,  does  ftiJI  mar  Men. 
My  dcareft  Lord,  bleft  to  be  moft  accurs'd, 
Rich  only  to  be  wretched  ;  thy  great  Fortunes 

Are 
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Are  made  thy  chief  Affli&ions.     Alas,  kind  Lord  t 

He's  flung  in  a  Rage  from  this  ungrateful*  Seat 

Of  moriflrous  Friends : 

Nor  has  he  to  ftipply  his  Life, 

Or  that  which  can  command  it  : 

I'll  follow  and  enquire  him  out. 

I'll  ever  ferve  his  Mind,  with  my  bed  will, 

Whilft  I  have  Gold,  I'll  be  his  Steward  ftill.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III.     The  Woods.        J* 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  O  blelTed  breeding  Sun,  draw  from  the  Earth 
Rotten  Humidity :  Below  thy  Sifter's  Orb 
Infect  the  Air.     TwirT'd  Brothers  of  one  Womb, 
Whofe  Procreation,  Refidence,  and  Birth, 
Scarce  is  dividant,  touch  tfierri  v/ith  feveral  Fortunes, 
The  greater  fcorns  the  leffer.     Not  Nature, 
To  whom  all  Sores  lay  Siege,  can  bear  great  Fortune 
But  by  contempt  of  Nature. 
Raife  me  this  Beggar,  and  deny 't  that  Lord, 
The  Senator  fhall  bear  Contempt  Hereditary, 
The  Beggar  native  Honour. 
It  is  the  Pafture  lards  the  Beggai's  fides, 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares?  who  dares, 
In  puriry  of  Manhood,  ftand  upright, 
And  fay,  this  Man's  a  Flatterer  ?  If  one  be, 
So  are  they  all,  for  every  grize  of  Fortune 
Is  fmooth'd  by  that  below,     The  learned  Pate 
Ducks  to  the  Golden  Fool.     All's  Obloquy  : 
There's  not'hing  level  in  our  curfed  Natures 
But  direct  Villany.     Therefore  be  abhorr'd, 
All  Feafts,  Societies,  and  Throngs  of  Men. 
His  femblable,  yea  himfelf  Timon  difdains, 
Deftrudion  phang  Mankind,  Earth  yield  me  Roots, 

[Digging  the  Earth. 
Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fawce  his  Pallate 
With  thy  moft  operant  Poifon.     What  is  here? 
Gold?  Yellow,  glittering,  precious  Gold  ? 
No  Gods,  I  am  no  idle  VotarifT, 
Roots  you  clear  Heavens.    Thus  much  of  this  will  make 

Black 
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Black,  White;  Fowl,  Fair;  Wrong,  Right; 

Bafe,  Noble;  Old,  Young;  Coward,  Valiant* 

Ha,  you  Gods!  why  this?  what  this,  you  Gods?  why,  this 

Will  lug  your  Priefts  and  Servants  from  your  fides : 

Pluck  ftout  Mens  Pillows  from  below  their  Heads* 

This  yellow  Slave 

Will  knit  and  break  Religions,  blefs  th'accurs'd, 

Make  the  hoar  Leprofie  ador'd,  place  Thieves, 

And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation 

With  Senators  on  the  Bench  :  This  is  it 

That  makes  the  wappen'd  Widow  wed  again  ; 

She,  whom  the  Spittle-Houfe,  and  ulcerous  Sores* 

Would  cafr.  the  gorge  at;  this  embalms  and  fpices 

To  th*^r/7day  again.     Come,  damn'd  Earth, 

Thou  common  Whore  of  Mankind,  that  putteft  odds 

Among  the  rout  of  Nations,  I  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right  Nature*  [March  afar  vffi 

Ha  I  a  Drum  ?  Th'art  quick, 

Uut  yet  I'll  bury  thee Thou'lt  go  (ftrong  Thief) 

When  gouty  Keepers  of  thee  cannot  fland: 
Nay,  (lay  thou  out  for  earneft. 
Enter  Alcibiades  with  Brum  and  Fife  in  warlike  manner ', 
and  Phrinia  and  Timandra. 

Ale.  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 

Tim.  A  Beaft,  as  thou  art.     The  Canker  gnaw  thy  Heart 
for  ftiewing  me  again  the  Eyes  of  Man, 

Ale.  What  is  thy  Name  ?  is  Manfo  hateful  to  thee* 
That  art  thy  felf  a  Man  ? 

Tim.  I  am  Mifantbropos,  and  hate  Mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wifh  thou  wert  a  Dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Ale.  I  know  thee  well : 
But  in  thy  Fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  ftrange* 

Tim.  1  know  thee  too,  and  more  than  that  I  kno\v  tries 
I  not  defire  to  know.     Follow  thy  Drum, 
With  Man's  Blood  paint  the  ground,  Gules,  Gules : 
Religious  Cannons,  civil  Laws  are  cruel, 
Then  what  fhould  War  be  ?  This  fell  Whore  of  thine? 
Hath  in  her  more  deftruction  than  thy  Sword* 
For  all  her  Cherubin  look. 

Phri.  Thy  Lips  rot  off, 
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Tim.  I  will  not  kifs  thee,  then  the  Rot  returns 
To  thine  own  Lips  again. 

Ale.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

Tim.  As  the  Moon  does,  by  wanting  Light  to  give  : 
But  then  renew  I  could  nor,  like  the  Moon; 
There  were  no  Suns  to  borrow  of. 

Ale.  Noble  Timon,  what  Friendfhip  may  I  do  thee  ? 

Tim.  None,  but  to  maintain  my  Opinion. 

Ale.  What  is  it,  Timon  f 

Tim.  Promife  me  F,iendfhip,  but  perform  none. 
If  thou  wilt  not  promife,  the  Gods  plague  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  Man  :  if  thou  do&  perform,  confound  thee,   for  thou 
art  a  Man. 

Ale.  I  have  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  Miferies. 

Ttm.  Thou  faw'ft  them  when  I  had  Profperity. 

Ale.  I  fee  them  now,  then  was  a  bleiled  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  Harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  th'  Athenian  Minion,  whom  the  World 
Voic'd  fo  regardfully  ? 

Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ? 

Timan.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  Whore  ftill,  they  love  thee  not  that  ufe  thee, 
give  them  Difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  Luft.  Make 
ufe  of  thy  fait  Hours,  feafon  the  Slaves  for  Tubs  and  Baths, 
bring  down  Rofe-cheekM  Youth  to  the  Fubfaft,  and  the 
Diet. 

Timan.  Hang  thee,  Monfter. 

Ale.  Pardon  him,  fweet  Timandra,  for  his  Wits 
Aredrown'd  and  loft  in  his  Calamities. 
I  have  but  little  (Sold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof,  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  Band.     I  heard  and  griev'd, 
How  curfed  Athens,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  Deeds,  when  neighbour  States, 
But  for  thy  Sword  and  Fortune,  trod  upon  them  — 

Tim.  I  prithee  beat  thy  Drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Ale.  I  am  thy  Friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim.  How  doft  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  doft  trouble  \ 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Ale.  Why  fare  thee  well: 
Here  is  fome  Gold  for  thee. 
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Tim.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  cat  it. 

Ale.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap. 

Tim.  War'ft  thou  'gainft  Athens  f 

Ale,  Ay,  Timon^  and  have  caul  . 

Tim.  Tne  Gods  confound  rhem  all  in  thy  Conqueft, 
And  thee  after,  when  thou  haft  conquer'd. 

Ale.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  That  by  killing  of  Villains 
Thou  waft:  born  to  conquer  my  Country. 
Put  up  thy  Gold.     Go  on,  here's  Gold,  go  on  ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  Plague,  whome  Jove 
Will,  o'er  fome  high-vic'dCicy,  hang  his  poifon 
In  the  fick  Air  :  let  not  thy  Sword  skip  one. 
Pity  not  honour'd  Age  for  his  white  Beard, 
He  is  an  Ufurer.     Strike  me  the  counterfeit  Matron, 
It  is  her  Habit  only,  that  is  honeft, 
Her  felf's  a  Bawd.     Let  not  the  Virgin's  Cheek 
Make  foft  thy  trenchant  Sword;  for  thofe  Milk- Paps 
That  through  the  window  Barn  bore  at  Mens  Eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  Leaf  of  Pity  writ, 
But  fet  them  down  horrible  Traitors.  Spare  not  the  Babe 
Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  Fools  exhauft  their  Mercy  ; 
Think  it  a  Baftard,   whom  the  Oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced,  the  Throat  (hall  cut, 
And  mince  it  fans  remorfe.     Swear  againft  Objects, 
Put  Armour  on  thine  Ears,  and  on  thine  Eyes, 
Whofe  proof,  nor  yells  of  Mothers,  Maids,  nor  Babes, 
Nor  fight  of  Priefts  in  holy  Veftments  bleeding, 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  Gold  to  pay  thy  Soldiers, 
Make  large  Confufion  ;  and  thy  fury  fpent, 
Confounded  be  thy  felf.     Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Ale.  Haft  thou  Gold  yet  ?  I'll  take  the  Gold  thou  giveft 
me,  not  all  thy  Counfel. 

Tim.  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  Heav'ns  Curfe  upon 
thee. 

Both.  Give  us  fome  Gold,  good77mon>  haft  thou  more? 

Tim.  Enough  to  make  a  Whore  forfwear  her  Trade, 
And  to  make  Whores,  a  Bawd.     Hold  up,  you  Sluts, 
Your  Aprons  mountant,  you  are  not  Othable, 
Although  I  know  you'll  fwear,  terribly  fwear, 
Into  ftrong  (hudders,  and  to  heavenly  Agues 
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Th'  immortal  Gods  that  hear  you.     Spare  your  Oaths: 

111  truft  to  your  Conditions,  be  Whores  ftilJ. 

And  he  whofe  pious  Breath  fecks  to  convert  you, 

Be  ftrong  in  Whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up. 

Let  your  clofe  Fire  predominate  his  Smoak, 

And  be  no  Turivcosts :  yu  may  your  pains  fix  Months 

Be  quire  contrary.     And  thatch 

Your  poor  thin  Roofs,  with  burthens  of  the  Dead, 

('Some  that  were  hang'd  )  no  matter  : 

Wear  them,  betray  with  them;  whore  ftilL 

Paint  'till  a  Horfe  may  mire  upon  your  Face; 

A  Pox  of  Wrinkles. 

Both.  Well,  more  Gold what  then? 

Believe  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  Gold. 

Tim.  Confumptions  low 
In -hollow  Bones  of  Man,   ftrike  their  fliarp  Shins, 
And  mar  Mens  fpurring.    Crack  the  Lawyer's  Voice, 
That  he  may  never  more  faiie  Title  plead, 
Nor  found  his  Quillets  ilirilly.      Hoar  the  Flamen, 
That  fcolds  againft  the  quality  of  Flefh, 
And  not  believes  himfeli:  Down  with  the  Nofe, 
Down  with  it  flit,  take  the  Bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  panicular  to  jbrefee  (bald* 

Smells  from  the  general  Weal.      Make  curl'd  Pate  Ruffians 
And  kt  the  unfearr'd  Braggarts  of  the  War 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you.     Plague  all, 
That  your  activity  may  defeat,  and  quell 
The  fource  of  all  Erection.     There's  more  Gold. 
Do  you  Damn  others,  and  let  this  Damn  you, 
And  Ditches  grave  you  all. 

Both.  More  counfel  with  more  Mony,  bounteous  Timon. 
Tim.  More  Whore,   more  Mifchief  firft;    I  have  given 
you  earnefh 

Ale.  Strike  up  the  Drum  towards  Athens^  farewel  Timon  z 
if  I  thrive  well,  YU  vifit  thee  again. 

Ttm.  If  I  hope  well,  Til  never  fee  thee  more. 
Ale.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 
7im.  Yes  thou  fpok'ft  well  of  me. 
Ale.  Call'fl:  thou  that  harm  ? 
Tim.  Men  daily  find  it.    Get  thee  away* 
And  take  thy  Beagles  with  thee. 
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Ale.  We  but  offend  him,  ftrike.  '[Exci.nt. 

Tim.  That  Nature  being  fick  of  Man's  Unkindneis 
Should  yet  be  hungry  .*  Common  Mother,  thou 
Whofe  Womb  unmeafurable,  and    infinite  Breaft 
Teems  and  feeds  all;  whofe  felf  fame  mettle 
Whereof  thy  proud  Child,  arrogant  Man,  is  puft, 
Engenders  the  black  Toad,  and  Adder  blew, 
.  Tne  gilded  Newt,  and  Eyelefs  venom'd  Worm, 
With  aN  the  abhorred  Births  below  crifp  Heaven, 
Whereon  Hyperions  c\\i\ckmng  Fire  doth  (hine; 
Yield  him,  who  all  the  Human  Sons  do's  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  Bofom,  one  poor  Root. 
Enfear  thy  Fertile,  and  Conceptious  Womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  Man. 
Go  great  with  Tygers,  Dragons,  Wolves  and  Bears, 
Teem  with  new  Monfters,  whom  thy  upward  Face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  Manfion  all  above 

Never  preferred.  O,  a  Root dear  Thanks  s 

D-y  up  thy  Marrow*,  Veins,  and  Pioiigh-tom  Leas, 
Wnereof  ingrateful  Man  with  Liquorish  Draughts 
And  MorfeJs  un&ious,  greafes  his  pure  Mind, 
That  from  it  all  Confederations  flips  ■ 

Enter  Apemantus. 
More  Man  ?  Plague,  Plague.  * 

Apem.  I  was  directed  hither.  Men  report, 
Thou  do  ft  afTed:  my  Manners,  and  doft  ufe  them. 

Tim.  'Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  doft  not  keep  a  Dog 
Whom  [  would  imitate;  Confumption  catch  thee. 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  Nature  but  affected, 
A  poor    unmanly  Melancholy  fprung 
Fromchangeof  Fortune.  Why  this  Spade?  thisplace? 
This  Slave-like  Habit,  and  thefe  looks  of  Care  ? 
Thy  Flatte  ers  yet  wear  Silk,  drink  Wine,  lye  foft, 
Hug  their  difeafed  Perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.  Shame  not  thefe  Woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  Carper. 
Be  thou  a  Flatterer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which    has  undone  thee;  hinge  thy  Knee, 
And  let  his  very  Breath  whom  thou'it  obferve* 
Blow  off  thy  Cap  ;  praife  his  moft  vicious  Strain, 
And  call  it  excellent  j  thou  waft  tolcl  thus : 
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Thou  gav'ft  thine  Ears,  like  Tapfters,  that  bid  welcome, 
To  Knaves,  and  all  Approachers :  'Tis  moft  juft 
That  thou  turn  Rafcal,  hadft  thou  Wealth  again, 
Rafcals  fhould  hav  t.  Do  not  affume  my  Likenefs. 
Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  my  felf. 
jipem*  Thou  haft  caft  away  thy  felf,  being  like  thy  felf 
A  Mad-man  fo  long,  now  a  Fool  :  What  think'ft 
That  the  bleak  Air,  thy  boifterous  Chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  Shirt  on  warm  ?  Will  these  moift  Trees, 
That  have  out-liv'd  the  Eagle,  page  thy  Heels, 
And  Skip  when  thou  point'ft  out  \  Will  the  cold  Brook 
Candied  with  Ice,  cawdle  thy  morning  tafte 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  Surfeit  \  Cail  the  Creatures, 
Whofe  naked  Natures  live  in  all  the  fpightj 
Of  wreekful  Heaven,  whofc  bare  unhoufed  Trunks, 
To  the  conflicting  Elements  expos'd, 
Anfwer  meer  Nature  ;  bid  them  flatterthce; 

Oh!  thouflialt  find 

Tim.  A  Fool  of  thee;  depart. 
Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 
Tim.  I  hate  thee  woife. 
Apem.  Why  ? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'!!:  Mifery. 
Apem.  I  flatter  not,  but  (ay  thou  art  a  Cay  tiff. 
Tim.  Why  doft  thou  feek  me  out  ? 
Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  Villain's  Office,  or  a  Fool's. 
Doft  pleafe  thy  felf  in't  \ 
Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What!  a  Knave  too? 

Apem.  If  thou  didft  put  this  fowre  cold  Habit  on 
To  caftigate  thy  Pride,  'twere  well ;  but  thou 
Doft  it  enforcedly  :  Thou'dft  Courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  Beggar  ;  willing  Mifery 
Out-lives  incertain  Pomp;    is  crown'd  before: 
The  one  is  filling  ftill,  never  Compleat; 
The  other,  at  high  wifli,  beft  ftate  Contentlefs, 
Hath  a  diftra&ed  and  moft  wretched  Being, 
Worfe  than  the  worft,  Content. 
Thou  fhouldft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 
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Ttm.  Not  by  his  Breath,  that  is  more  miferable. 
Thou  art  a  Slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  Arm 
With  Favour  never  clafpt;  but  bred  a  Dog. 
Hadft  thou  like  us  from  our  firft  fwath  proceeded, 
Through  fwect  Degrees  that  this  brief  World  affords, 
To  fuch  as  may  the  p^flive  Drugs  of  it 
Freely  command;  thou  wouldft  have  plung'd  thyfetf 
In  general  Riot,  melted  down  thy  Youth 
In  different  Beds  of  Luft,  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  Precepts  of  Refpec"r,  but  followed 
The  Sugared  Game  before  thee.    But  my  felf, 
Who  had  the  World  as  my  Confectionary, 
The  Mouths,  the  Tongues,  the  Eyes,  the  Hearts  of  Men, 
At  Duty  more  than  I  could  frame  Employments  ; 
That  numberlefs  upon  me  (luck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  Oak,  have  with  one  Winters  brufh 
Fall'n  from  their  Boughs,  and  left  me  open  bare, 
For  every  Storm  that  blows.    I  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burthen. 
Thy  Nature  did  commence  in  Sufferance,  Time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.  Why  fhouldft  thou  hate  Men  \ 
They  never  flattcr'd  thee.  What  haft  thou  given? 
If  thou  wilt  Curfe;  thy  Father,  that  poor  Rag, 
Muft  be  thy  Subjed  ;  who  in  fpight  put  fluff 
To  fome  She- Beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  Rogue,  hereditary.    Hence  !  be  gone  — • 
If  thou  hadfl  not  been  born  the  worft  of  Men, 
Thou  hadft  been  a  Knave  and  Flatterer. 

*Apem*  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim.   Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

<dpem.  I,  that  I  was  no  Prodigal. 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now. 
Were  all  the  Wealth  I  have  fliut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.  Get  thee  gone: 
That  the  whole  Life  of  ^Athens  were  in  this, 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Eating  a  Root* 

jipem.  Here  I  will  mend  thy  Feaft. 

Tim.  Firft  mend  my  Company,  take  away  thy  felf. 

Afem.  So  I  fh  all  mend  mine  own,  by  th'lack  of  thine. 

Tim.  'Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  by  botcht ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 
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Apem.  What  wouldft  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 
Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  Whirlwind;  if  thou  wilt, 
Tell  them  there  I  h:ve  Gold,  look,  fo  I  have. 

Apem.  Here  is  no  ufe  for  Gold. 

Ttm.  The  beft  and  trueft  : 
For  here  it  deeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  ly'ft  a  Nights,  Timon  f 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feed'd  thou  a  Days,  Apemantm  \ 

Apem.  Where  my  Stomach  finds  Meat,  or  rather  where 
I  eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  Poifon  were  obedient,  and  knew  my  Mind. 

Apem.  Where  wouldft  thou  fend  it  ? 

Tim.  To  fawce  thy  Diilies, 

Afem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kneweft,  but 
the  extremity,  of  both  ends.  When  thou  waft  in  thy  Gilc3 
and  thy  Perfume,  they  mockt  thee,  for  too  much  curio- 
fity ;  in  thy  Rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but  art  defpis'd  for 
the  contrary.     There's  a  Medler  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not. 

Apem.  Doft  hate  a  Medler  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  And  th'hadft  hated  Medlers  fooner,  thou  fhouldft 
have  loved  thy  felf  better  now.  What  Mandid'ft  thou  ever 
know  unthriir,  that  was  beloved  after  his  Means  ? 

Tim.  Who  without  thofe  Means  thou  talk'ft  of,  didft 
thou  ever  know  belov'd  ? 

Apem.  My  felf. 

Tim.  Iunderftand  thee,  thou  hadft  fome  Means  to  keep 
a  Dog. 

Apem.  What  things  in  the  World  canft  thou  neareit 
compare  to  thy  Flatterers? 

Tim.  Women  neareft ;  but  Men,  Men  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  wouldft  thou  do  with  the  World  Ape- 
pzantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  Power  ? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  Beafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  Men. 

Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thy  felf  fall  in  the  confufion  of 
Men,  and  remain  a  Beaft  with  the  Beafts. 

Apem.  Ay j  Timon. 

Tim.  A  beaftly  Ambition,  which  the  Gods  grant  thee 
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Attain  to.  If  thou  wert  the  Lyon,  the  Fox  would  beguile 
rhee;  if  thou  wert  the  Lamb,  the  Fox  would  eat  thee;  if 
thou  wert  the  Fox,  the  Lyon  would  fufped:  thee,  when 
peradventure  thou  wert  accused  by  the  Afs;  if  thou  wert 
the  Afs,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee  ;  and  ftill  thou 
liv'ft  but  as  a  Breakfaft  to  the  Wolf.  If  thou  wert  the 
Wolf,  thy  greedinefs  would  afflid  thee,  and  oft  thou 
ihouldft  hazard  thy  Life  for  thy  Dinner.  Wert  thou  the 
Unicorn,  Pride  and  Wrath  would  confound  thee,  and  make 
thme  own  fdf  the  Conqueft  of  thy  Fury.  Wert  thou  z 
Bear,  thou  wouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  Horfe ;  wert  thou  a 
Iforfe,  thou  wouldft  be  feized  by  the  Leopard ;  wert  thou 
a  Leopard,  thou  wert  German  to  the  Lyon,  and  the  fpots 
of  thy  Kindred,  were  Jurors  on  thy  Life.  All  thy  fafety 
were  rcmotion,  and  thy  Defence  abfence.  What  Beaft 
couldft  thou  be,  that  were  not  fubjed  to  a  Beaft  ;  and  what 
a  Beaft  art  thou  already,  and  feeft  not  thy  Lofs  in  Trans- 
formation. 

Apem.  If  thou  couldft  pleafe  me 
With  fpeaking  to  me  thou  might'ft 
Have  hit  upon  it  here. 
The  Commonwealth  of  Athem  is  become 
A  Foreft  of  Beads. 

Tim.    How  has  the  Afs  broke  the  Wall,  that  thou  art 
out  of  the  City. 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  Poet  and  a  Painter—— 
The  Plague  of  Company  light  upon  thee; 
I  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and  give  way. 
When  I  know  not  what  elk  to  do, 
I'll  fee  thee  again. 

7/w.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee, 
Thou  fhalt  be  welcome. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Beggar's  Dog 
Than  Aptmantm. 

Apcm.  Thou  art  the  Cap 
Of  all  the  Fools  alive. 

Tim.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough 
To  fpit  upon. 

•dpem.  A  Plague  on  thee. 
Thou  art  too  bad  to  Curfe, 
Tim.  All  Villains 
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That  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  Leprofie 
But  what  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Ttm.  If  I  name  thee,  I'll  beat  thee  ; 
But  I  (hould  infect  my  Hands, 

Afem.  I  would  my  Tongue 
Could  rot  them  off. 

Tim.  Away  thou  iffite  of  a  mangy  Dog .' 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive; 
I  fwound  to  fee  thee. 

Apem.  Would  thou  wouldft  burft. 

Tim.  Away  thou  tedious  Rogue,  I  am  forry  I  mail  lofe 
a  Stone  by  thee. 

Afem.  Beaft! 

Tim.  Slave! 

Apem.  Toad! 

Ttm..  Rogue !  Rogue !  Rogue ! 
I  am  fickof  thisfalfe  World,  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  meer  neceflities  upon't: 
Then  Timon  prefently  prepare  thy  ©rave  ; 
Lye  where  the  Light  Foam  of  the  Sea  may  beat 
Thy  Grave-flone  daily ;  make  thine  Epitaph, 
That  Death  in  me,  at  others  Lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  fweet  King-Killer,  and  dear  Divorce 
Twixt  natural  Son  and  Sire;  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymens  pureft  Bed,  thou  valiant  Mars* 
Thou  ever,  young,  frefh,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe,  Blufh  doth  thaw  the  confecrated  Snow, 
That  lies  on  Dians  Lap.    Thou  vifible  God, 
That  fouldreft  clofe  Impoflibilities, 
And  mak'ft  them kifs ;  that  fpeak'ft  with  every  Tongue 
To  every  purpofe;  O  thou  touch  of  Hearts, 
Think  thy  Have  Man  Rebels,  and  by  thy  Virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  Beads 
May  have  the  World  in  Empire. 

Apem.  Would  'twere  fo, 
But  not  till  I  am  dead.    I'll  fay  th'haft  Gold  ; 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  too  fhortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  too  ? 
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Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  Back,  I  prithee. 

Apem.  Live,  and  love  thy  Mifery. 

Tim.  Long  live  fo,  and  fo  die.  I  am  quit. 

Apem.  Mo  things  like  Men 
Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor  them.  [Exit  Apeman. 

Enter  the  Banditti. 

i  Band.  Where  mould  he  have  this  Gold  ?  It  is  fomepoor 
Fragment,  fome  flender  Ort  of  his  Remainder:  The  meer 
want  of  Gold,  and  the  falling  from  of  his  Friends,  drove 
him  into  this  Melancholy. 

2  Band.  It  is  nois'd 

He  hath  a  Mais  of  Treafure. 

3  Band.  Let  us  make  the  affay  upon  him,  if  he  care  not 
for  t,  he  will  fupply  us  eafily :  If  he  covetoufly  referve  it, 
how  Hull's  get  it? 

z  Band.  True ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him : 
;Tis  hid. 

i  Band.  Is  not  this  he? 
AIL  Where? 

2  Band.  'Tis  his  Defcription. 

3  Band.  He  ;   I  know  him. 
All.  Save  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  Now  Thieves. 

All.  Soldier?,  not  Thives. 

Tim.  Both  too,  slid  Womens  Sons. 

All.  We  are  not  Thieves,  but  Men 
That  much  do  want. 

Tim.  Your  greateft  want  is,  you  want  much  of  Meat : 
Why  mould  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  Earth  hath  Roots; 
Within  this  Mile  break  forth  an  hundred  Springs ; 
The  Oaks  bear  Maft,  the  Briers  Scarlet  Hips, 
The  bounteous  Hufwife  Nature,  on  each  Bufh, 
Lays  her  full  Mefs  before  you.    Want?  why  want? 

i  Band.  We  cannot  live  on  Grafs,  on  Berries>  Water, 
As  Beafts,  and  Birds,  and  Fifties. 

Ttm.  Nor  on  the  Beafts  themfeves,  the  Birds  and  Fifhes, 
You  muft  eat  Men.    Yet  thanks  I  muft  you  con, 
That  you  are  Thieves  profeft ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  Shapes  j  for  there  is  boundlefs  Theft 
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In  limited  Profeffions.     Rafcal  Thieves, 

Here's  Gold.     Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  Blood  o'th  Grape, 

•Till  the  high  Feaver  feeth  your  Blood  to  Froth, 

And  fo  fcape  hanging.    Truft  not  the  Phyfician, 

His  Antidotes  are  Poifon,  and  he  flays 

More  than  you  Rob :  Take  wealth,  and  live  together, 

Do  Villainy  do,  fince  you  proteft  to  do't, 

Like  Workmen,  I'll  Example  you  with  Thievery ; 

The  Sun's  a  Thief,  and  with  his  great  Attra&ion{{^v  g 

Robs  the  vaft  Sea.  The  Moon's  an  Arrant  Thief, 

And  her  pale  fire  Ihe  fnatches  from  the  Sun. 

The  Sea's  a  Thief,  whofe  liquid  Surge  refolves 

The  Moon  into  Salt  Tears.     The  Earth's  a  Thief, 

That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compofture  ftoln 

From  gen'ral  Excrement :  Each  things  a  Thief. 

The  Laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  Power 

Has  unchecked  theft.    Love  not  your  felves,  away, 

Rob  one  another,  there's  more  Gold ;  Cut  Throat?; 

All  that  you  meet  are  Thieves:  To  Athens  go, 

Break  open  Shops,  nothing  can  you  Steal 

But  Thieves  do  lofe  it:  Steal  not  Jefs,  for  this  I  give  you, 

And  Gold  confound  you  howfoe'er:  Amen.  [Exit. 

3  Bund.  H'as  almofl  charm'd  me  from  my  Profeflion,   by 
perfwading  me  to  it. 

i  Band.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  Mankind,  that  he  thus  ad- 
vifes  us,  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  myftery. 

2  Band.  I'll  believe  him  as  an  Enemy, 
And  give  over  my  Trade. 

1  Band.  Let  us  firft  fee  Peace  in  Athens,   there  is  no  time 
fo  miferable  but  a  Man  may  be  true.  {Exeunt  Thieves. 
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ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE   The  Woods  and  Timon'i  Cave, 

Enter  Flavius  to  Timon, 

Flav./^\H  you  Gods! 

\^J  Is  yond  defpis'd  and  ruinous  Man  iny  Lord? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing?  Oh  Monument 
And  wonder  of  good  Deeds,  evilly  beftow'd! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour  has  defp'rate  want  made? 
What  vilder  thing  upon  the  Earth,  than  Friends, 
Who  can  bring  nobleft  Minds  to  bafeft  Ends? 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  times  guife, 
When  Man  was  wifht  to  love  his  Enemies: 
Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Thofe  that  would  mifchief  me,  than  thofe  that  do. 
H'as  caught  me  in  his  Eye,  I  will  prefent  my  honeft  Grief 
Unto  him ;  and,  as  my  Lord,  ftill  ferve  him  with  my  Life, 
My  deareft  Matter. 

Tim.  Away:  What  art  thou  ? 

Flav.  Have  you  forgot  me,  Sir? 

Ttm.  Why  doft  ask  that?  I  have  forgot  all  Men, 
Then  if  thou  grunt'ft  th'  art  a  Man, 
I  have  forgot  thee. 

Flav.   An  honeft  poor  Servant  of  yours. 

Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 
I  ne'er  had  honeft  Man  about  me,  I,  all 
I  kept  were  Knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  Villains. 

Flav.  The  Gods  are  witnefs, 
Never  did  poor  Steward  wear  a  truer  Grief 
For  his  undone  Lord,  than  mine  Eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  What,   doft  thou  weep  ?     Come   nearer,    then  I 
love  thee 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  Woman,  and  difclaim'ft 
Flinty  Mankind ;  whofe  Eyes  do  never  give, 
But  through  Luft  and  Laughter,    Pity's  Sleeping; 
Strange  times  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weeping. 
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Flav.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  Lord, 
T5  accept  my  Grief,  and  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts, 
To  entertain  me  as  your  Steward  ftill. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  Steward 
So  true,  fo  juft,  and  now  fo  comfortable? 
It  almoft  turns  my  dangerous  Nature  wild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  Face  :  Surely,  this  Man 
Was  born  of  Woman. 
Forgive  my  general,  and  exceptlefs  raftmefs 
You  perpetual  fober  Gods.     I  do  proclaim 
One  honeft  Man  ;  Miftake  me  not,  but  one: 
No  more  I  pray,  and  he's  a  Steward. 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  Mankind, 
And  thou  redeem'ft  thy  felf :  But  all  fave  thee, 
I  fell  with  Curfes. 

Methinks  thou  art  more  honeft  now  than  wife: 
For,  by  oppreffing  and  betraying  me, 
Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  Service. 
For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  Mafters, 
Upon  their  firft  Lord's  Neck.     But  tell  me  true, 
For  I  muft  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  fo  fure, 
Is  not  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous, 
Is't  not  a  ufuring  Kindnefs,  and  as  rich  Men  deal  Gifts, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one? 

FLv.  No,  my  moft  worthy  Mafter,  in  whofe  Breaft 
Doubt  and  Sufpecl,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late, 
You  mould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  fcaft; 
Sufpeft  ftill  comes  where  an  Eftate  is  leaft. 
That  which  I  (hew,  Heav'n  knows,  is  meerly  Love, 
Duty,  and  Zeal,  to  your  unmatched  Mind, 
Care  of  your  Food  and  Living:  And  believe  it, 
My  moft  honour'd  Lord, 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 
£itherin  hope*  or  prefent,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  Willi,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  your  fdf. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  fo ;  thou  fingly  honeft  Man, 
Here  take ;  the  Gods  out  of  my  mifery, 
Have  fent  thee  Treafure.  Go,  live  rich  and  happy. 
But  thus  condition'^  j  thou  malt  build  from  Men: 
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Hate  all,  Curfe  all,  mew  Charity  to  none, 

But  let  the  farnifht  Flerti  Aide  from  the  Bone, 

E'er  thou  relieve  the  Begga*.     Give  to  Dogs 

What  thou  deny'ft  to  Men.     Let  Prifons  fwallow  'em, 

Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing,  be  Men  like  blafted  Woods 

And  may  Difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  Bloods, 

And  fo  farewel,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O  let  me  flay  and  comfort  you  my  Mafter. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'ft  Curfes, 
Stay  not;  Fly,  whiift  thou  art  bleft  and  free: 
Ne'er  fee  thou  Man,  and  let  me  ne'er  fee  thee.        [Exemt. 

Enter  Poet  and  Painter* 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far 
Where  he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him? 
Does  the  Rumour  hold  for  true, 
That  he's  fo  full  of  Gold? 

Pain.  Certain. 
Acibiades  reports  it  :  Phrinia  and  Timandra 
Had  Gold  of  him,  he  like  wife  enrich 'd 
Poor  ftragling  Soldiers,  with  great  quantity. 
Tis  faid,  he  gave  unto  his  Steward 
A  mighty  Sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his, 
Has  been  but  a  try  for  his  Friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  elfe : 
You  mail  fee  him  a  Palm  in  Mens  again, 
And  flourilh  with  the  highefl. 
Therefore,  'tis  not  amifs,  we  tender  our  Loves 
To  him,  in  this  fuppos'd  diftrefs  of  his: 
It  will  (hew  honeftly  in  us, 
And  is  very  likely  to  load  our  purpofes 
With  what  they  travail  for, 
If  it  be  a  juft  and  true  Report,  that  goes 
Of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now 
To  prefent  unto  him? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time 
But  my  Vifitation :  Only  I  will  promife  hi© 
to  excejlccj  Piece, 
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Poet.  I  muft  ferve  him  fo  too  ; 
Tell  him  of  an  intent  that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain,  Good  as  the  beft, 
Promifing  is  the  very  Air  o'th'  Time; 
It  opens  the  Eyes  of  Expectation. 
Performance  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  ad, 
And  but  in  the  plainer  and  fimpler  kind  of  People, 
The  deed  of  Saying  is  quite  out  of  ufe. 
To  promife,  is  moft  Courtly  and  Fafhionable; 
Performance  is  a  kind  of  Will  or  Teftamenr, 
Which  argues  a  great  Sicknefs  in  his  Judgment 
That  makes  it. 

Enter  Timon  from  bis  Cave* 

Tim.  Excellent  Workman, 
Thou  can  ft  not  paint  a  Man  fo  bad 
As  is  thy  felf. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking 
What  I  (hall  fay  I  have  provided  for  him : 
It  muft  be  a  perfonating  of  himfelf ; 
A  Satyr  agaiaft  the  foftnefs  of  Profperity, 
With  a  Difcovery  of  the  infinite  Flatteries 
That  follow  Youth  and  Opulency. 

Tim.  Muft  thou  needs 
Stand  for  a  Villain  in  thine  own  Work  ? 
Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  Faults  in  other  Men  ? 
Do  fo,  I  have  Gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay  let's  feek  him. 
Then  do  we  Sin  againfl:  our  own  Eftate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True : 
When  the  Day  ferves  before  black  corner'd  Night; 
Find  what  thou  want'ft,  by  free  and  ofFer'd  light* 
Come. 

Tim.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  turn  *. 
What  a  God's  Gold,  that  he  is  worftupt 
In  a  bafer  Temple,  than  where  Swine  feed? 
'Tis  thou  that  rigg'ft  the  Bark,  and  plow'ft  the  Fome, 
Setleft  admired  reverence  in  a  Slave, 
To  thee  be  worfhip,  and  thy  Saints  for  aye: 
Be  crown'd  with  Plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey, 
'Tis  fit  I  meet  them. 
""' Poet 
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Poet.  Hail !  worthy  Timon. 
Pain.  Our  late  Noble  Matter. 
Tim.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  two  honeft  Men? 
Poet.  Sir,  Having  often  of  your  Bounty  tafted, 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  Friends  lain  off, 
Whofe  thanklefs  Natures,  Oh  abhorred  Spirits! 
Not  all  the  Whips  of  Heaven  are  lage  enough— 
What!  to  you! 

Whofe  Star-like  Noblenefs  gave  Life  and  Influence 
To  their  whole  Being!  I  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monftrous  bulk  of  this  Ingratitude 
With  any  flze  of  Words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go, 
Naked  Men  may  fee't  the  better : 
You  that  are  honeft,  by  beirg  what  you  arc, 
Make  them  beft  feen  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  my  felf, 
Have  traveird  in  the  great  Shower  of  your  Gifts, 
And  fweetly  felt  it.  f  I  Y 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honeft  Men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come 
To  offer  you  our  Service. 

Tim.  Moft  honeft  Men! 
Why  how  (hall  I  requite  you? 
Can  you  cat  Roots,  and  drink  cold  Water  \  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do, 
We'll  do,  to  do  you  Service. 

Tim.  Y'are  honeft  Men; 
You've  heard  that  I  have  Gold, 
I  am  fure  you  have,  fpeak  truth,  y'are  honeft  Men. 

Pain.  Soitisfaid,  my  Noble  Lord,  out  therefore 
Came  not  my  Friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honeft  Man;  thou  draw'ft  a  Counterfeit 
Beft  in  all  Athens,  thou'rt  indeed  the  beft, 
Thou  counterfeit^  moft  lively. 

Pain.  So,  fo,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  E'en  (oy  Sir,  as  I  fay.  And  for  thy  Fid  ion,' 
Why  thy  Verfe  fwells  with  ftufTfo  fine  and  fmooth, 
That  thou  art  even  Natural  in  thine  Art. 

Vol.  V.  L  But 


'• 


zn8  Timon  of  Athens. 

But  for  all  this,  my  honeft-natur'd  Friends, 
I  mud  needs  fay  you  have  a  little  Fault, 
Marry  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you,  neither  wifh  I 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Befeeeh  your  Honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Moft  thankfully,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Will  you  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  Lord. 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trufts  a  Knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  Lord? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cogg,  fee  him  diflemble> 
Know  his  grofs  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 
Keep  him  in  your  Bofom,  yet  remain  affur'd 
That  he's  a  made-up  Villain. 

Pain.  I  know  none  fuch,  my  Lord. 

Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tim.  Look  you, 
I  love  you  well,  Til  give  you  Gold, 
Rid  me  thefe  Villains  from  your  Companies; 
Hang  them,  or  ftab  them,  drown  them  in  the  draught, 
Confound  them  by  fome  Courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  Gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  Lord,  let's  know  them. 

Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this; 
But  two  in  Company  : 
Each  Man  apart,  all  fingle  and  alone, 
Yet  an  arch  Villain  keeps  him  Company : 
If  where  thou  art,  two  Villains  mall  not  be, 
Come  not  near  him.     If  thou  would'ft  not  refide 
But  where  one  Villain  is,  then  him  abandon. 
Hence,  pack,  there's  Gold,  ye  came  for  Gold  ye  Slaves: 
You  have  work  for  me  ;  there's  Payment,  thence, 
You  are  an  Alchymift,  make  Gold  of  that : 
Out  Rafcal  Dogs.  \B  eating  and  driving  3 em  out. 

Enter  Flavius  and  two  Senators. 

Flav.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  Timon: 
For  he  is  fet  fo  only  to  himfelf, 

That 
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That  nothing  but  himfelf,  which  looks  like  Man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

i  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  Cave. 
It  is  our  part  and  promife  to  th'  Athenians 
To  fpeak  with  Timon. 

i  Sen.    At  all  times  alike 
Men  are  not  ftill  the  fame ;  'twas  Time  and  Griefs 
That  fram'd  him  thus.     Time  with  his  fairer  Hand, 
Offering  the  Fortunes  of  his  former  Days, 
The  former  Man  may  make  him  ;  bring  us  to  him 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  Cave : 
Peace  and  Content  be  here,  Tttnon  !  Timon  ! 
Look  our,  and  fpeak  to  Friends :  Th'  Athenians 
By  two  of  their  moft  reverend  Senate  greet  thee; 
Speak  to  them.  Noble  Ttmon. 

Enter  Timon  out  of  his  Cave. 

Tim.  Thou  Sun  that  comfort  burn, 
Speak  and  be  hang'd  : 

For  each  true  Word  a  Blifter,  and  each  falfe 
Be  as  a  Cauterizing  to  the  root  o'th'  Tongue* 
Confuming  it  with  fpeaking. 

i  Sen.  Worthy  Timon. 

Tim.  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you, 
And  you  of  Timon. 

i  Sen.  The  Senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  TUmtti 

Tim.  I  thank  them, 
And  would  fend  them  back  the  Plague* 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

i  Sen.  O  forget 
What  we  are  forry  for  our  felves  in  thee  .• 
The  Senators,  with  one  confent  of  love, 
Intreat  thee  back  to  Athens*  who  have  thought 
On  fpecial  Dignities,  which  vacant  lye 
For  thy  beft  ufe  and  wearing. 

i  Sen.  They  confefs 
Toward  thee,  forgetfulnefs  too  general  grofs, 
Which  now  the  publick  Body,  which  doth  feldotta 
Play  the  Recanter,  feeling  in  it  felf    ■ 
A  lack  of  Ttmoris  Aid,  hath  Sence  withal 
Of  it's  own  fall,  retraining  Aid  to  Timon^ 
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And  fends  forth  us  to  make  their  forrowed  render, 
Together  with  a  Recompence  more  fruitful 
Than  their  Offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  Dram, 
Ay,  even  fuch  heaps  and  fumsof  Love  and  Wealth, 
As  (hall  to  thee  blot  out  what  Wrongs  were  theirs, 
And  write  in  thee  the  Figures  of  their  Love, 
Even  to  read  them  thine, 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it, 
Surprize  me  to  the  very  brink  of  Tears ; 
Lend  me  a  Fool's  Heart,  and  a  Woman's  Eyes, 
And  I'll  beweep  thefe  Comforts,  worthy  Senator*. 
i  Sen.  Therefore  fo  pleafethee  to  return  with  us,^ 
And  of  our  Athens*  thine  and  ours  to  take 
The  Captainfhip,  thou  fhalt  be  met  with  Thanks, 
Allowed  with  abfolute  Power,  and  thy  good  Name 
Live  with  Authority;  fo  foon  we  (hall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild, 
Who  like  a  Boar  too  favage,  doth  root  up 
His  Country's  Peace. 

z  Sen.  And  fliakes  his  threatning  Sword 
Againft  the  Walls  of  Athens. 

i  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon 

Tim.  Well  Sir,  I  will ;  therefore  I  will  Sir,  thus 

If  Alcibiades  kill  my  Countrymen, 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Ttmon, 
That  Timon  cares  not.     But  if  he  fack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  Men  by  th'B  ards, 
Giving  our  Holy  Virgins  to  the  ftain 
Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  mad-brain'dWar; 
Then  let  him  know,  and  tell  him  Timon  fpeaks  ir9 
In  pity  of  our  Aged,  and  our  Youth, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  tell  him  that  I  care  not, 
And  let  him  take't  at  worft ;  for  their  Knives  care  nor, 
While  you  have  Throats  to  anfwer.     For  my  fe!f, 
There's  not  a  whittle  in  th'  unruly  Camp, 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  Love,  before 
The  reverend'ft  Throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 
To  the  Protection  of  the  profperous  God?, 
As  Thieves  to  Keepers. 
FUv.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 
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Tim.  Why  I  was  writing  of  my  Epitaph, 
It  will  be  feen  to  Morrow.  My  long  ficknefs 
Of  Health  and  Living,  now  begins  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things,   Go,  live  flill, 
Be  Akibiades  your  Plague ;  you  his; 
And  lift  fo  long  enough. 

i  Sen.  We  fpeak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  Country,  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wrack, 
As  common  Brute  doth  put  it. 

i  Sen.  That's  well  fpoke. 

Ttm.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  Countrymen. 

i  Sen.  Thefe  Words  become  your  Lip5,  as  they  pafs  thro' 
them. 

•2  Sen.  And  enter  into  our  Ears  like  great Triumphers 
In  their  applauding  Gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them, 
And  tell  them,  that  to  eafe  them  of  their  Griefs, 
Their  fears  of  Hoftile  Strokes,  their  Aches,  LofTes, 
Their  pangs  of  Love,  with  other  incident  throws 
That  Nature's  fragile  VefTel  doth  fuftain 
In  Life's  uncertain  Voyage,  I  will  fome  kindnefs  do  them, 
I'll  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  -dlcibiades  Wrath. 

i  Sen.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  T.  wje  which  grows  here  in  my  CIcfe, 
That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down, 
And  fhortly  muft  I  fell  it.     Tell  my  Friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  frequence  of  degree, 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo  pleafc 
To  flop  Affli&ion,  let  him  take  his  hade  ; 
Come  hither  e'er  my  Tree  hath  felt  the  Ax, 
And  hang  himfelf.     I  pray  you  do  my  greeting.' 

Flav.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  ftillfhall 
Find  him. 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again,  but  fay  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  Everlafting  Manfion 
Upon  the  beached  Verge  of  the  fait  Flood, 
Which  once  a  Day  with  his  embofTed  Froth 
The  turbulent  Surge  mall  cover ;  thither  come, 
And  let  my  Grave-ftpne  be  your  Oracle : 
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Lips,  let  four  words  go-  by,  and  Language  end : 
What  is  amifs,  Plague  and  Infe&ion  mend. 
Graves  only  be  Mens  Works,  [and  Death  their  Gain, 
Sun,  hide  thy  Beams,  Timon  hath  done  his  Reign. 

[Exit  Timon, 

i  Sen.    His  Difcontents   are  unremoveably   coupled    to 
Nature. 

Z  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead ;  let  us  return, 
And  ftrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 
In  our  dead  peril. 

i  Sen.  It  requires  fwifc  foot.  \Exennr 

Enter  two  other  Senator  s^  with  a  Mejfenger. 

1  Sen,  Thou  haft  painfully  difcover'd ;  are  his  Files 
As  full  as  they  report  ? 

Mef.  I  have  fpoke  the  lead. 
JZtfides,  his  Expedition  promifes  prefent  approach. 

2  Sen.  We  ftand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not  Timon, 
Mef.  I  met  a  Courier,  one  mine  ancient  Friend, 

Whom  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, 

Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  foice, 

And  made  us  fpeak  like  Friends.     This  Man  was  riding 

From  Alcibiad.es  to  T'tmon*s  Cave, 

With  Letters  of  Intreaty?  which  imported 

His  Fellowfhip  i'th'  caufe  againft  your  City, 

In  part  foj:  his  fake  mov'd. 

Enter  the  other  Senators. 
i  Sin.  Here  come  our  Brothers. 
%  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timony  nothing  of  him  expect, 
The  Enemies  Drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  fcouring 
Doth  choak  the  Air  with  Duft :  In,  and  prepare, 
Ours  is  the  Fall  I  fear,  our  Foes  the  Snare.  \Exennt. 

Enter  a  Soldier  in  the  Woods  y  fee king  Timon. 
Sol.  By  all  Defcription  this  mould  be  the  Place. 

Who's  here?  Speak  ho. No  anfwer?^ What  is  this?-*- 

Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  our-ftretcht  his  Span, 
Some  Beaft  read  this;  there  does  not  live  a  Man. 
Dead  fure,  and  this  his  Grave,  what's  on  this  Tomb? 
I  cannot  read;  the  Character  I'll  take  with  Wax; 
Our  Captain  hath  in  every  Figure  skill, 
An  aged  Interpreter,  tho'  young  in  Days : 

Before 
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Before  proud  Athens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 

Whofe  Fall  the  maik  of  his  Ambition  is,  \Exit 

SCENE    II.     The  Walls  of  Athens. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Alcibiades  with  his  Powers. 

Ale.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lafcivious  Town, 
Our  terrible  approach. 

[Sound  a  Parley.    The  Senators  appear  upon  the  Walls. 
'Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  filPd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  Meafure,  making  your  Wills 
The  fcope  of  Juftice.    'Till  now  my  felf,  andfuch 
As  flept  within  the  ftiadow  of  your  Power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  traverft  Arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  fufferance  vainly.     Now  the  time  is  flufh, 
When  crouching  Marrow  in  the  bearer  flrong 
Cries,  of  it  felf,  no  more :  Now  breathlefs  wrong, 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  Chairs  of  eafe, 
And  purfy  Infolence  ihall  break  his  Wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen.  Noble  and  young; 
When  thy  firffc  Griefs  were  but  a  meer  Conceit, 
E'er  thou  hadft  Power,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear, 
We  fent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  Rages  Balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  Ingratitude,  with  Loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

z  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  City's  Love 
By  humble  MefTage,  and  by  promis'd  Means: 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 
The  common  ftroke  of  War. 

1  Sen.  Thefe  Walls  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  Hands,  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  Grief:  Nor  are  they  fuch 
That  thefe  great  Towers,  Trophies,  and  Schools  ftiould  fall 
For  private  Faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living 

Who  were  the  Motives  that  you  firft  went  out, 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  Cunning  in  excefs, 
Hath  broke  their  Hearts.    March,  Noble  Lord, 
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*nto  our  City  with  thy  Banners  fpred, 

By  Decimation  and  a  tithed  Death; 

If  thy  Revenges  hunger  for  that  Food 

Which  Nature  loaths,  take  thou  the  deflin'd  tenth, 

And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  die, 

Let  die  the  fpotted. 

i  Seat.  All  have  not  offended : 
For  thofe  that  were,  it  is  not  fquare  to  take, 
On  thofe  that  are,  Revenge:  Crimes,  like  Lands, 
Are  not  inherited.    Then  dear  Countiyman, 
Bring  in  thy  Ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  Rage, 
Spare  thy  Athenian  Cradle,  and  thofe  Kin 
With  thofe  that  have  offended,  like  a  Shepherd, 
Approach  the  Fold,  and  cull  th'  Jnfc&ed  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wj!r, 
Thou  rather  (halt  enforce  it  with  thy  Smile, 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  Sword. 

I  Sen.  Set  but  thy  Foot 
Againft  our  rampir'd  Gates,  and  they  ill  all  ope  : 
So  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  Heart  before, 
To  fay  thou'lt  enter  friendly. 
i  Sen,  Throw  thy  Glove, 
Or  any  token  of  thine  Honour  elfe, 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  the  Wars  as  thy  Redrefs, 
And  not  as  our  Confufion :  All  thy  Powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  Town,  'till  we 
Have  feaPd  thy  full  defire. 

Ale.  Then  there's  my  Glove, 
Defcend,  and  open  your  uncharged  Ports, 
Thofe  Enemies  of  Timon V,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  your  felves  (hall  fet  out  for  Reproof, 
Fall  and  no  more  ;  and  to  atone  your  Fears 
With  my  more  noble  Meaning,  not  a  Man 
Shall  pafs  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  Stream 
Of  regular  Juftice  in  your  City's  bounds, 
But  fhall  be  remedied  by  yourpublick  Laws 
At  heavieft  anfwer. 
Both.  'Tis  moft  nobly  fpoken. 
Ale.  Defcend,  and  keep  your  Words. 


Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef  My  noble  General,  Timon  is  dead, 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'trV  Sea, 
And  on  his  Graveftone,  this  Infculpture,  which 
With  Wax  I  brought  away ;  whofe  foft  Impreffion 
Interprets  for  my  poor  Ignorance. 

[Alcibiades  reads  the  Epitaph.~] 
Here  lyes  a  wretched  Coarfc,  of  wretched  Soul  bereft, 
Seek,  not  my  Name :  A  Plague  confumeyou  Caitiffs  left. 
Here  lye  I  Timon,  who  all  living  Men  did  hatey 
Pafs  byy  and  curfe  thy  fill,  but  pay  not  here  thy  Gate* 

Thefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  Spirits : 

Tho'  thou  abhorred'ft  in  us  our  human  Griefs, 

Scorn'dfl  our  Brains  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets,  which 

From  niggard  Nature  fall ;  yet  rich  Conceit 

Taught  thee  to  make  vaft  Neptune  weep  for  aye 

On  thy  low  Grave;  on  Faults  forgiven.     Dead 

Is  Noble  Timon,  of  whofe  Memory 

Hereafter  more.    Bring  me  into  your  City, 

And  I  will  ufe  the  Olive  with  my  Sword; 

Make  War  breed  Peace;  make  Peace  ftint  War,  make  each 

Prefcribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  Leach. 

Let  our  Drums  ftrike.  [Exeunt. 
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ACTL     SCENE L 

\  SCENE     Rome. 

Enter  Flavius,  Murellus,   and  certain  Commoners 

over  the  Stage, 

F  L  A  r  I  V  s. 
ENCE;  Home  you  idle  Creatures  get  you 

home; 
Is  this  a  Hoiy-day?  What,  know  you  not, 
Being  Mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  Diy,  without  the  Sign 
Of  youi  Profeflion  ?  Speak,whatTrade  art  thou? 
Car.  Why  Sir,  a  Carpenter. 

A  fur.  Where  is  thy  Leather  Apron,  and  thy  Rule? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  Apparel  on  ? 
You  Sir,  what  Trade  ire  y©u  ? 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  in  refped  of  a  fine  Workman,  I  am  but 
as  you  fay  would  fay,  a  Cobler. 

Mur.  But  what  Tiade  art  thou  ?  anfwer  mc  dire&Jy. 
Cob.  A  Trade,  Sir,  that  I  hope  I  may  ufe  with  a  fafe 
Confcience,  which  is  indeed,  Sir,  a  mender  of  bad  Soals. 

Flav.  What  Trade,  thou  Knave  ?  thou  naughty  Knave,  what 
Trade  ? 

Cob.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  Sir,  be  not  out  with  me;  yet 
if  you  be  out  Sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Afar.  What  mean'fl  thou  by  that  ?    Mend  me,    thou 
fawcy  Fellow? 
Cob.  Why,  Sir,  Cobble  you. 
Flav*  TJiou  art  a  Cobler,  art  thou  ?  C$b. 
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Co£.  Truly  Sir.,  all  that  I  live  by,  is  the  Awl  :  I  med- 
dle with  no  TradefmanY  Matters,  nor  Woman's  Matters ; 
but  withal,  I  am  indeed,  Sir,  a  Surgeon  to  old  Shooes ; 
when  they  are  in  great  Danger,  I  recover  them.  As  pro- 
per Men  is  ever  trod  upon  N eats- Leather,  have  gone  up- 
on my  handy  work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  Shop  to  Day? 
Why  d'ofi  thou  lead  thefe  Men  about  the  Streets  f 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  Shooes,  to  get  my 
felf  into  more  wotk.  But  indeed  Sir,  we  make  Holy-day 
to  fee  Cafar>  and  to  rejoyce  in  his  Triumph. 

Mm.  Wherefore  rejoyce  ?  What  Conqueft  brings 

(he  home? 
What  Tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  Captive  Bonds  his  Chariot  Wheels? 
You  Blocks,  you  Stones,  you  worfe  than  fenfelefs  Things  I 

O  you  hard  Hearts !  You  cruel   Men  of  Rome  ! 

Knew  you  not  Pompey  many  a  time  and  oft  ? 

Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Walls  and  Battlements, 

To  Towers  and  Windows,  yea  to  Chimney  tops, 

Your  Infants  in  your  Arms,  and  there  have  fate 

The  live-long  Day  with  patient  Expectation, 

To  fee  great  Pompey  pafs  the  Streets  of  Rome  ? 

And  when  you  faw  his  Chariot  but  appear, 

Have  you  not  made  an  Univerfal  Shout, 

That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  his  Banks  y 

To  hear  the  Replication  of  your  Sounds, 

Made  in  his  Concave  Shores  ? 

And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  Attire  ? 

And  do  you  now  cull  out  an  Holy-day  ? 

And  do  you  now  ftrew  Flowers  in  his  way, 

That  comes  in  Triumph  over  Pompefs  Blood? 

Be  gone 

Run  to  your  Houfes,  fall  upon  your  Knees, 
Pray  to  the  Gods,  to  intermit  the  Plague, 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  Ingratitude. 

FUv.  Go,  go,  good  Countrymen,  and  for  this  Fault 
Affemble  all  the  poor  Men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  Bank,  and  weep  your  Tears 
Into  the  Channel,  'till  the  low  eft  Stream 
Do  kifs  the  moft  exalted  Shores  of  all.    {Exenm  Commoner?. 
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See  where  their  bafeft  Mettle  be  not  mov'd, 
They  vanifti  tongue-ty'd  in  their  Guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  rhat  way  towards  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  I  ;  Difrobe  the  Images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  Ceremonies. 

Mur.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  Feaft  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  Images 
Be  hung  with  Cafar's  Trophies  :  I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  Streets; 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick* 
Thefe  growing  Feathers  pluckt  from  Cafar's  Wing, 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  Pitch, 
Who  elfe  would  (bar  above  the  view  of  Men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  Fearfulnefs.  [Exeunti 

Enter  Caefar,  Antony  fir  the  Courfi,  Calphurnia,  Portia, 
Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Caffius,  Caska,  a  Soothfayer; 
after  them  Murellus  and  Flavius. 

Caf.  Calphurnia. 

Cask.  Peace  ho,  Cafar  fpeaks. 

Caf.  Calphttrma. 

Calp.  Here,  my  Lord. 

Caf.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonio's  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  Courfe.   — •  Antonio* 

Ant.  Cafar,  my  Lord. 

C<tf.  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed,  Antonio. 
To  touch  Calphnmia ;  for  our  Elders  fay, 
The  Barren  touched  in  this  holy  Chafe, 
Shake  off  their  fteril  Curfe. 

Ant.  I  fhall  remember. 
When  Cafar  fays,  Do  this ;  it  is  perform'd. 

Caf.  Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 

Sooth.  Cafar. 

Caf.  Ha !  Who  calls  ? 

Cask.  Bid  every  Noife  be  ftill;  Peace  yet  again* 

Caf.  Who  is  it  in  the  Prefs  that  calls  on  me  f 
I  hear  a  Tongue,  (hriller  than  all  the  Mufick, 
Cry,  Cafar i  Speak;  Cafar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March* 

Caf.  What  Man  is  that  ? 

£r*; 
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Bru.  A  Sooth-fayer  bids  you  beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

Caf.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  Face. 

Caf.  Fellow,  come  from  the  Throng,  look  upon  Cafar. 

Caf.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  me  now  ?  Speak  once  again. 

Sootk  Beware  the  Ides  of  March, 

Caf.  He  is  a  Dreamer,  let  us  leave  him  ;  Pafs. 

[Exeunt.  Mancnt  Brutus  and  Caflius. 
Caf.  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  Courfe  ? 
Bru.  Not  I. 
Caf.  I  pray  you  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  Gamefom;    I  do  lack  fome  part 
Of  that  quick  Spirit  that. is  in  Antony  x 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Cajfius,  your  Defires; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Caf  Brutus,  I  do  obferve  you  now  of  late ; 
I  have  not  from  your  Eyes  that  Gentlenefs 
And  (hew  of  Love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have; 
You  bear  too  ftubborn,  and  too  ftrange  a  Hand 
Over  your  Friends,  that  love  you. 

Bru.  Cajfius, 
Be  not  deceiv'd  :  if  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  Trouble  of  my  Countenance 
Meerly  upon  my  felf.    Vexed  I  am 
Of  late,  with  Paflions  of  fome  Difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  my  fdf, 
Which  give  fome  Soil,  perhaps,  to  my  Behaviour : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  Friends  be  griev'd, 
Among  which  Number  Cajfius  be  you  one, 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  my  Neglect, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himfelf  at  War, 
Forgets  the  fhews  of  Love  to  other  Men. 

Caf.  Then  Brutus,  I  have  much  miftook  your  Paffion, 
By  Means  whereof,  this  Breaftof  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  Value,  worthy  Cogitations. 
Tell  me  good  Brutus,  can  you  fee  your  Face  ? 
Bru.  No  Cajfius;  for  the  Eye  fees  not  it  fel£ 
But  by  Reflection,  by  fome  other  things. 

Caf  ;Tis  juft, 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  Eye, 

That 
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That  you  might  fee  your  Shadow.     I  have  heard 
Where  rn^ny  of  the  beft  Refpeft.  in  Rome, 
Except  immortal  Cafar,  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  Age's  Yoak, 
Have  wiftYd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  Eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  Dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Cajjiusl 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  my  felf, 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me? 

Caf.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hears 
And  fince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  Reflection  ;  I,  your  Glafs, 
Will  modeftly  difcover  to  your  felf 
That  of  your  felf,  which  yet  you  know  not  of, 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus ; 
Were  I  a  common  Laugher,  or  did  ufe 
To  frale  with  ordinary  Oath*  my  Love  $ 

To  every  new  Protefror;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  Men,  and  hug  them  hard^ 
And  after  fcandal  them;  or  if  you  know. 
That  I  profefs  my  felf  in  Banqueting 
To  all  the  Rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous, 

\_FlouriJh  and  Shout  0 

Bru.  What  means  this  Shouting  ?  I  do  fear,  the  People 
Chufe  Cajar  for   their  King. 

Caf.  Ay*  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  fo.: 

Bru.  I  would  not,  CaJJius ;   yet  I  love  him  well ; 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  folongl 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  ought  toward  the  general  Good, 
Set  Honour  in  one  Eye,  and  Death  i'th*  other$ 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death.' 

Caf.  I  know  that  Virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus> 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  Favour ; 
Well,  Honour  is  the  fubjed  of  my  Story : 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  Men 
Think  of  this  Life ;  but  for  my  fingle  felfi 
I  had  as  lief  not  be*  as  liv^  to  be 

VoiUV*  M  In 


■ 


12  3  4  Julius  Csefar. 

In  awe  of  fuch  a  Thing  as  I  my  felf. 

I  was  born  free  as  Gefar,  fo  were  you, 
We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 

Endure  the  Winters  cold,  as  well  as  he. 

For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gutty  Day, 

The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  his  Shores, 

C<efar  fays  to  me,  Dar'ft  thou  Coffins  now 

Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Flood, 

And  fwim  to  yonder  Point  ?  Upon  the  word. 

Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 

And  bad  him  follow  ;  io  indeed  he  did. 

The  Torrent  roar'd,  and  we  did  buffet  it 

With  lufty  Sinews,  throwing  it  afide, 

And  ftemrfting  it  with  Hearts  of  Controverfie. 

But  e'er  we  could  arrive  the  Point  propos'd, 

Cafar  cry'd,  Help  me  Cojjius^  or  I  fink, 
I,  as  zs£neasy  our  great  Anceftor, 

Did  from  the  Flames  of  Troy,  upon  his  Shoulder 

The  old  Anchifes  bear,  fo,  from  the  Waves  of  Tybcr 

Did  I  the  tired  Cafar :  And  this  Man 

Is  now  become  a  God,  and  Coffins  is 

A  wretched  Creature,  and  muft  bend  his  Body, 

If  Gefar  carekfly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  Feaver  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  when  the  Fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  (hake:  Tis  true,  this  God  did  (hake, 

His  coward  Lips  did  from  their  Colour  fly, 

And  that  fame  Eye,  whofebend  doth  awe  the  World, 

Did  lofe  his  Luftre;  I  did  hear  him  groan: 

Ay,  and  that  Tongue  of  his  that  bad  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  Speeches  in  their  Books, 

Alas !  it  cryed Give  me  fome  drink,  Titinius 

As  a  fick  Girl.    Ye  Gods>  it  doth  amsze  me, 

A  Man  of  fuch  a  feeble  Temper  mould 

So  get  the  Start  of  the  majeftick  World, 

And  bear  the  Palm  alone.  [Shont.  Flourijh. 

Brtu  Another  general  Shout  ? 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  Applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  Honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Cafar. 
Caf.  Why  Mm,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  World 
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Like  a  Colojfns,  and  we  petty  Men 
Walk  under  his  huge  Legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  our  felves  difhonourable  Graves. 
Men  at  fome  times  are  Matters  of  their  Fates  : 
The  Fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  Stars, 
But  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  Underlings. 
Brutus  and  C<tfar.    What  mould  be  in  that  Cafar  ? 
Why  mould  that  name  be  founded  more  than  yours? 
Write  them  together;  yours  is  as  fair  a  Name; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  Mouth  as  well, 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  Conjure  with  'em, 
Brutus  will  ftart  a  Spirit  as  foon  as  Cafar. 
Now  in  the  Names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  Meat  doth  this  our  C&for  feed, 
That  he  is  grown  fo  great?  Age,  thou  art  fham'd; 
Rome,  thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  Bloods. 
When  went  there  by  an  Age,  fince  the  great  Flood, 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  Man  ? 
When  could  they  fay,  'till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  Walks  incompaft  but  one  Man  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  Room  enough 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  Man. 
O !  you  and  I  have  heard  our  Fathers  fay,' 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
Th*  eternal  Devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Rome, 
As  eafily  as  a  King. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim; 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter:  For  this  prefenr, 
I  would  not  fo  fwith  Love  I  might  intreatyou) 
Be  any  further  mov'd.  What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  confider;   what  you  have  to  fay 
I  will  with  Patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  Thing 
'Till  then,  my  noble  Friend,  chew  upon  this; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  Villager, 
Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  Son  of  Rome 
Under  fuch  hard  Conditions,  as  this  Time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 
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Caf,  I  am  glad  that  ray  weak  Words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  fhew  of  Fire  from  Brutus* 

Enter  Caefar  and  his  Train, 

Bru.  The  Games  are  done,  and  Cefar  is  returning* 

Caf,  As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  Cask*  by  the  Sleeve^ 
And  he  will,  after  his  fowre  Faihion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  Note  to  day. 

Bru,  I  will  do  fo:  But  look  you,  Caffius, 
The  angry  fpot  doth  blow  on  Gcfar's  Brow, 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  Train  ; 
Calphurnia's  Cheek  is  pale,  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  Ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  Eyes 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  croft  in  Conference  with  fome  Senators 

Caf,  Caska  will  tell  us  what  the  Matter  is. 

Caf  Antonio, 

Ant,  Cafar, 

Caf,  Let  me  have  Men  about  me  that  are  Fat, 
Sleek-headed  Men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  a-Nights : 
Yond  Cajjius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  Look, 
He  thinks  too  much;  fuch  Men  are  dangerous 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Cafary  he's  not  dangerous, 
He  is  a  noble  Romany  and  well  given, 

Caf,  Would  he  were  fatter;  but  I  fear  him  not: 
Yet  if  my  Name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I.  do  not  know  the  Man  I  mould  avoid, 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caffius.    He  reads  much, 
He  is  a  great  Obferver,  and  he  looks 
Q^iite  through  the  Deeds  of  Men.  He  loves  no  Plays 
As  thou  doft,  Antony  i  he  hears  no  Mufick  : 
Seldom  he  fmiles,  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  Spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thing. 
Such  Men  as  he,  be  never  at  Hearts  eafe, 
Whilft  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves,- 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear;  for   always  I  am  Cafar, 


Come 


Julius  Cxfar.  "37 

Come  on  my  right  Hand,  for  this  Ear  is  deaf, 
And  tell  me  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him. 

[Exeunt  Cxfar  and  his  Train. 
Cask*  You  pulPd  me  by  the  Cloak,  would  you  fpeak  with 
me  ? 

Byh.  Ay  Caskay  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to  Day, 
That  Cafar  looks  fo  fad. 

Cask>  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 
Byh.  I  fhould  not  then  ask  Cask*  what  had  chanc'd. 
Cas\.  Why,  there  was  a  Crown  offer'd  him ;   and  being  \ 
offer'd  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  Hand,  thus, 
and  then  the  People  fell  a  Shouting. 
Byh.  What  was  the  fecond  Noife  for  ? 
Cask.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Caf.  They  fliouted  thrice;  what  was  the  laft  Cry  for  \ 
Cask.  Why,  for  that  too. 
Bm.  Was  the  Crown  offer'd  him  thrice  ? 
Cask.   Ay  marry  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every  time 
gentler  than  other;  and  at  every  putting  by,   mine  honeft  ■ 
Neighbours  fhouted. 

Caf.  Who  offer'd  him  the  Crown  ? 
Cask.  Why,  Antony. 

Byh.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  ir,  gentle  Caska. 
Casl^.  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd  as  tell  the  manner  of  it  % 
It  was    meer    Foolery,    I  did  not  mark  it.     I  faw  Mark^ 
Antony  offer  him  a  Crown,  yet  'twas  not  a  Crown  neither, 
'twas  one  of  thefe  Coronets;  and,  as  I  told1  you,  he  put  it 
by  once  ;  but  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fain 
have   had  it.    Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again  ;  then  he 
put  it  by  again  ;    but,  to  my  thinking,   he  was  very  loth 
to  lay  his  Fingers  off  it.     And  then  he  offered  it  the  third 
time  ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by;  and  ftill  as  he  refus'd 
it,  the  Rabblement  houted,  and  clapp'd  their  chopt  Hands, 
and  threw  up  their  fweaty   Night-caps,   and  uttered  fuch 
a  deal  of  ftinking  Breath,  becaufe  Cafar  refund  the  Crown, 
that  it  had  almoft  choaked  Cajar;   for  he  fwooned,  and  fell 
down  at  it  :    And  for  mine  own   parr,  I  durft  not  laugh, 
for  fear  of  opening  my  Lips,  and  receiving  the  bad  Air. 
Caf.  But  foft  I  pray  you  ;  what,  did  Cafar  fwoon  ? 
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Cask  He  fell  down  in  the  Market-place,  and  foarn'd 
at  Mouth,  and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Brtt.  'Tis  very  like,  he  hath  the  Falling-Sicknefs. 

Caf  No,  Cafar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honeft  Caska  ;  we  have  the  FallingrSicknefs. 

Cask*  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but  I  am  fure 
Cafar  fell  down  ;  if  the  tag-rag  People  did  not  clap  him, 
and  hifs  him,  according  as  he  pleas'd,  and  difpleas'd  them, 
as  they  ufe  to  do  the  Players  in  the  Theatre,  I  am  no  true 
Man. 

Bru.  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto   himfelf  ? 

Cask^  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceiv'd  the 
common  Herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  Crowr,  he  pluckt 
me  ope  his  Doublet,  and  offer'd  them  his  Throat  to  cut; 
and  I  had  been  a  Man  of  any  Occupation,  if  I  would  not 
have  taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  Hell 
among  the  Rogues;  and  fo  he  fell;  When  he  came  to  him- 
felf again,  he  faid,  If  he  had  done,  or  faid  any  thing  amifs, 
he  dehYd  their  Worfhips  to  think  it  was  his  Infirmity, 
Three  or  four  Wenches  where  I  flood,  cryed,  Alas,  good 

Soul  and  forgave  him  with  all  their  Hearts  :  But 

there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them  ;  if  Cafar  had  ftabb'd 
their  Mothers,  they  would  have  done  no  lefs. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  fad,  away. 

Cask.  Ay. 

Caf  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 

Cask.  Ay,  he  fpoke  Greek* 

Caf  To  what  effect 

Cask:  Nay,  and  I  tell  you  that,  Pll  ne'er  look  you  i'th3 
Face  again.  But  thofe  that  underftood  him,  fmil'd  at  one 
another,  and  fhook  their  Heads  ;  but  for  mine  own  part  it 
was  Greek^to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  News  too  :  Mnr 
relists  and  Flavins,  for  pulling  Scarffs  off  Cafar  s  Images,  are 
put  to  Silence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  Foolery 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it, 

Caf  Will  you  fup  with  me  to  Nighr,  Casual 

Cask.  No,  I  am  promis'd  forth. 

Caf  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  Morrow  ? 

Cask.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  Mind  hold,  and  your 
Dinner  be  worth  the  eating. 

Caf  Good,  I  will  exped:  you. 

Cask* 
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Cask.  Do  fo :  Farewel  both.  [Exit. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  Fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  Mettel,  when  he  went  to  School. 

Caf.  So  is  he  now,  in  Execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  Enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  Form: 
This  Rudenefs  is  a  Sawce  to  his  good  Wit, 
Which  gives  Men  ftomach  to  digeft  his  Words 
With  better  Appetites. 

Bru.  And  fo  it  is:  For  this  time  I  will  leave  you. 
To  morrow,  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Caf.  I  will  do  fo  :  'till  then,  think  of  the  World. 

[Exit  Brutus. 
Well  Brutus,  thou  art  Noble:  Yet  I  fee 
Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  difpos'd,  therefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  Minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes: 
For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  fedue'd? 
Cefar  doth  bear  me  hard,  but  he  loves  Brutus. 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  CaJ/ius> 
He  fhould  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  Night, 
In  feveral  Hands,  in  at  his  Windows  throw, 
As  if  they  came  from  feveral  Citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  Opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  Name :  Wherein  obfeurely 
C&fars  ambition  (hall  be  glanced  at. 
And  after  this,  let  Cafar  feat  him  furs, 
For  we  will  make  him,  or  worfe  days  endure.  [Exit. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.     Enter  Caska  with  his  Sword  drawn, 

and  Cicero. 

Cic.  Good  Even,  Caska;    brought  you  Cafar  home \ 
Why  are  you  breathlefs,  and  why  Hare  you  fo? 

Casks.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  Earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm?  O  Cicero  ! 
I  have  feen  Tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  Winds 
Have  rivYl  the  knotty  Oaks,  and  I  have  feen 
Th*  ambitious  Ocean  fwell,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  .exalted  with  the  threatning  Clouds : 

M  4  But 
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But  never 'till  to  Night,  never  'till  now, 
Did  i  go  through  a  Tempeft  dropping  Fire, 
j lit  er  there  is  a  Civil  Strife  in  Heav'n, 
Or  elfe  the  World,  too  fawcy  with  the  Gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  Deftru&ion. 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful? 

Cask.  A  common  Slave,  you  know  him  well  by  fight, 
Held  up  his  left  Hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn, 
Like  twenty  Torches  join'd ;  and  yet  his  Hand, 
Not  fenfible  of  Fire,  remain'd  unfcorch'd. 
Betides*  I  ha*  not  fince  put  up  my  Sword, 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  Lion, 
Who  glaz'd  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by, 
Without  annoying  me.     And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap,  a  hundred  ghaftly  Women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear,  who  fwore,  they  faw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  Streets, 
And  yefterday,  the  Bird  of  Night  did  fit, 
Even  at  Noon-day,  upon  the  Market  place, 
Houting  and  fhrieking.     When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  Men  fay, 
Thefe  are  their  Reafons,  they  are  Naturah 
For  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate,  that  they  point  upon* 

Cic,  Indeed,  it  is  a  flrange  difpofed  time: 
But  Men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  Fafhion^ 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfelves. 
Comes  Cajar  to  the  Capitol  to  morrow? 

Cas^.  He  doth :  For  he  did  bid  Antonio 
Send  word  to  ypu,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow. 

Cic.  Good  Night  then,  Caska\  this  difturbed  Sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Qask.  Farewel,  Cicero.  [Exit  Cicero* 

Enter  Caffius. 

Caf.  Who's  there? 

Cask,  A  Raman. 

Caf.  Caska,  by  your  Voice. 

Cask:  Your  Ear  is  good.     CaJJius,  what  Night  is  this! 

Caf  A  very  pleafing  Night  to  hbneft  Men. 

Cask  Who  ever  knew  the  Heaves  menace  fof 
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Caf.  Thofe  that  have  known  the  Earth  fo  full  of  Faults* 
For  my  part  I  have  walk'd  about  the  Streets 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perillous  Night; 
And  thus  unbraced,  Cas\a,  as  you  fee,  ' 
Have  bar'd  my  Bofom  to  the  Thunder-ftone- 
And  when  the :  crofs  blue  Lightning  feem'd  to  open 
The  Breaft  of  Heav'n,  I  did  prefent  my  felf, 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flam  of  it. 

Cas^  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  theHeav'ns? 
It  is  the  part  of  Men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  moft  mighty  Gods,- by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful  Heralds,  to  aftonifh  us. 

^LC^Y°tVLre  duI1,  Cas^a'>  ^d  thofe  fpJrks  of  Life 
I  hat  inould  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want 

Or  elfe  you  ufe  not;  You  look  pale,  and  «az- 

And  put  on  fear,  and  caftyour  felf  in  wonder* 

To  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the  Heav'ns  •' 

But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  Caufe 

Why  all  thefe  Fires,  why  all  thefe  clidineGhofls 

St7  B|!ltan^eaft^  fr°m  ^  and^ind,       * 
Why  old  Men   Fools,  and  Children  calculate; 
Why  al  thefe  things  change  from  their  Ordinance, 
Their  Natures,  and  pre-formed  Faculties 
To  monftrous  quality;  why,  you  /JiaJJ  find, 
That  Heav  n  hatfc i  infus'd  them  with  thefe  Spirits, 
To  make  them  inftruments  of  fear  and  warning 
Unto  lome  monftrous  State. 
Now  could  I,  Caska,  name  to  thee  a  Man, 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  Night, 

!h?  Ju^r-9  L,'Shrs>  °Pens  Graves>  and  roars, 
As  doth  the  Lion  in  the  Capitol ; 

A  Man  no  mightier  than  thy  fdf,  or  me, 

In  perfonal  Action ;  yet  prodigious  grown, 

And  fearful,  a?  thefe  ftrange  Eruptions  are. 

Cas^    Tis  Cafar  thaf  you  mean ;  is  it  nor,  Coffins  f 

Caf. .Let  it  be  who  it  is :  For  Romans  now 
Have  Thewes  and  Limbs  like  to  their  Anceftors  • 
But  woe  the  while   our  Fathers  Minds  are  dead,' 

Our  ¥Jk?  W  Whh  °Ur  Mothers  SPJ"^ 
Our  yoke  and  Sufferance  fhew  us  womaU/ 

i —  -  -      \  i. 
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Cask.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators,  to  morrow, 
Mean  to  eftablifh  Cafar  as  a  King : 
And  he  fhall  wear  his  Crown  by  Sea,  and  Land, 
In  every  Place,  fave  here  in  Italy. 

Cask*  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  Dagger  then; 
Caffitts  from  Bondage  will  deliver  Coffins, 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  mod  ftrong ; 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  Tyrants  do  defeat: 
Nor  ftony  Tower,  nor  Walls  of  beaten  Brafs, 
Nor  airlefs  Dungeon,  nor  ftrong  Links  of  Iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  Spirit: 
But  Life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  Bars, 
Never  lacks  Power  to  difmifs  it  felf*. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  World  befides, 
Thac  part  of  Tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  (hake  off  at  pleafure. 

Cask*  So  can  I : 
So  every  Bondman  in  his  own  Hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  Captivity. 

Caf.  And  why  fhould  Cafar  be  a  Tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  Man,  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  Wolf, 
But  that  he  fees  the  Romans  are  but  Sheep; 
He  were  no  Lion,  were  not  Romans  Hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hade  will  make  a  mighty  Fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  Straws.    What  tra(h  is  Rome  ? 
What  Rubbifh,  and  what  OffaH  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  Matter,  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Cafar.     But,  oh  Grief! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me?  I,  perhaps  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  Bondman:  Then  I  know 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made.     But  I  am  arnYd, 
And  Dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cask*  You  fpeak  to  Caska*  and  to  fuch  a  Man, 
That  is  no  Hearing  Tell-tale.     Hold,  my  Hand  : 
Be  factious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  Griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  this  Foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  fartheft. 

Caf.  There's  a  Bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Caska>  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nobleft-minded  Romans, 
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To  under-go,  with  me,  an  Enterprise, 

Of  honourable  dangeious  Confequence; 

And  I  do  know,  by  thts  they  itay  for  me 

In  Pompefs  Porch;  for  now  this  fearful  Night, 

There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  Streets, 

And  the  Complexion  of  the  Element 

Is  Feav'rous,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 

Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  moll:  terrible. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Cask.  Stand  clofe  a  while,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Caf.  'Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  Gate, 
He  is  a  Friend.     Cinna,  where  hafte  you  fo? 

Cm.  To  find  out  you:  Who's  that,  MetelluiC  mber  ? 

Caf.  No,  it  is  Caska,  one  incorporate 
To  our  Attempts.     Am  I  not  (laid  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cm.  lam  glad  on't.  What  a  fearful  Night  is  this? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  flrange  Sights. 

Caf.  Am  I  not  (raid  for?  tell  me. 

Cm.  Yes,  you  are. 
O  CaJJiusl  If  you  could  but  win  the  noble  Brutus 
To  our  Party 

Caf  Be  you  content.  Good  Cinna  take  this  Paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Praetors  Chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  Window;  fet  this  up  with  Wax 
Upon  old  Brutus  Statue :  All  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompey\  Porch,  where  you  (hall  find  us. 
Is  Decisis  Brutus,  and  Trebonius  there? 

Gin.  All,  but  Metellus  Cimber,  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  Houfe.     Well,  I  will  hie, 
And.  fo  btftow  thefe  Papers  as  you  bad  me. 
Caf  That  done,  repair  to  Pompefs  Theater. 

[Exit  Cinna. 
Come  Caska,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  e'er  Day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  Houfe;  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  Man  entire, 
Upon  the  next  Encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cask* 
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Cask*  Q>  he  fits  high  in  all  the  Peoples  Hearts  s 
And  that  which  would  appear  Offence  in  us, 
His  Countenance,  like  richeft  Alchymy, 
Will  change  to  Virtue,  and  to  Worthinefs, 

Caf.  Him,  and  his  Worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
You  have  right  well  conceited ;  let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  Mid-night,  and  e'er  Day, 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  fure  of  him,  {Exeuntl 


A  C  T  II.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE    A  Garden. 

Enter  Brutus, 
HAT  Lucius!  ho!« 


VV    I  cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  the  Stars^ 

Give  guefs  how  near  to  Day Lucius^  I  fay ! 

I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 
When,  Lucius  y  when  ?  awake,  I  fay !  what,  Lucius  I 

Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  Lord? 
Bru.  Get  me  a  Taper  in  my  Study,  Lucius: 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  Lord.  \jExitt 

Bru.  It  muft  be  by  his  Death :  And  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perfonal  Caufe  to  fpurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd— — - 
How  that  might  change  his  Nature,  there's  the  Queftioru 
It  is  the  bright  Day  that  brings  forth  the  Adder, 
And  that  craves  wary  walking:  Crown  him — —that—* 
And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  Sting  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
Th'  abufe  of  Greatnef?,  is ;  when  it  disjoins 
Remorfe  from  Power :  And  to  fpeak  truth  of  Cajar, 
I  have  not  known,  when  his  Affections  fway'd, 
More  than  his  Reafon;     But  'tis  a  common  Proof, 
That  Lowlinefs  is  young  Ambition's  Ladder, 
Whereto  the  Climber  upward  turns  his  Face; 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  Round, 

He 
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He  then  unto  the  Ladder  turns  his  Back, 
Looks  in  the  Clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  Degrees 
By  which  he  did  afcend :  So  Cafar  may : 
Then,  left  he  may,  prevent.  And  fince  the  Quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Faftiion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is  augmented, 
Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  Extremities: 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  Serpent's  Egg, 
Which  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,grow  mifchievous, 
And  kill  him  in  the  Shell. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Lhc.  The  Taper  burneth  in  your  Clofet,  Sir : 
Searching  the  Window  for  a  Flint,  I  found 
This  Paper,  thus  feal'd  up,  and  I  am  fure, 
It  did  not  lye  there,  when  I  went  to  Bed. 

[Gives  him  the  Letter. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  Bed  again,  it  is  not  Day : 
Is  not  to  Morrow,  Boy,  the  firft  of  March  ? 

Luc.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  Kalendar,  and  bring  me  word* 

Luc*  I  will,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Bru.  The  Exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  Air, 
Give  fo  much  light ;  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  Letter^  and  reads. 
Brutus,    thou  jleep*ft;  awahey  and  fee  thy  [elf : 

Shall  R  ome, fp*ak>  ftrike*  redrefs. 

Brutus,  thou  Jleep'ft :  Awakjs. 

Such  Inftigations  have  been  often  dropt, 

Where  I  have  took  them  up : 

Shall  Rome, Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out, 

Shall  Rome  (land  under  one  Man's  awe  ?  What,  Rome\ 
My  Anceftors  did  from  the  Streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 

Speak^ftrike>  redrefs Am  I  entreated 

To  fpeak,  and  ftrike?  O  Rome,  I  make  thee  proriiife, 
If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiv'ft 
Thy  full  Petition  at  the  Hand  of  Brutus* 

Enter  Lucius, 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fifteen  Days.      [Knoc^  within. 

.  Bru,  Tis  good.     Go  to  the  Gate,  fome  body  knocks? 
Since  Coffins  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Cafar, 
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I  have  not  flept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  Interim  is 
Like  a  Phantafms,  or  a  hideous  Dream : 
The  Genius,  and  the  mortal  Inftruments, 
Are  then  in  Council ;  and  the  ftate  of  Man, 
Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fuffers  then, 
The  nature  of  an  In  furred  ion. 

Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  Brother  Coffins  at  the  Door^ 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 
Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 
Luc.  No,  Sir,  their  Hats  are  pluck'd  about  their  Ears, 
And  half  their  Faces  buried  in  their  Cloaths* 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them, 
By  any  mark  of  ftvour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.  [Exit  Lucius. 

They  are  the  Faction.     O  Confpirac.y  1 
Sham'fl  thou  to  Chew  thy  dang'rous  Brow  by  Night, 
When  Evils  are  moil  free^.  O  then,  by  Day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  Cavern  dark  enough, 
To  mask  thy  monftrous  Vif^ge  I  Seek  none,  Confpiracy, 
Hide  it  in  Smiles  and  Affability: 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  Semblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough, 
To  hide  thee  from  Prevention. 

Enter  Caflius,  Caska,  Decius,  Cinna,  Metellus,  and 

Trebonius. 
•  Caf.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft  ; 
Good  Morrow,  Brutusy  do  we  trouble  you? 

Bru*  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  Night : 
Know  I  thefe  Men,  that  come  along  with  you?         \AJidt* 

Caf.  Yes,  every  Man  of  them ;  and  no  Man  here 
But  honours  you.*  And  every  one  doth  wifli, 
You  had  but  that  Opinion  of  your  felf, 
Which  every  Noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Caf.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru. 
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5r//.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Caf.  This  Caska ;   this,  CV«»tf  ; 
And  this  MeteUus  Ctmber. 

Bra.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  Cares  do  interpofe  themfelves, 
Betwixt  your  Eyes  and  Night? 

Caf.  Shall  I  intreat  a  word?  [Thejwhifper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  Eaft  :  Doth  not  the  Day  break  here  ? 

Cask*  N°- 

On.  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth,  and  yon  grey  Lines, 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  MefTengers  of  Day. 

Cask.  Youfhall  confefs  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd: 
Here  as  I  point  my  Sword,  the  Sun  arifes, 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  Seafon  of  the  Year, 
Some  two  Months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  North 
He  firft  prefents  his  fire,  and  the  high  Eaft 
Stands  as  the  Capitol,  dire&ly  here. 

Brn.  Give  me  your  Hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf.  And  let  us  fwear  our  Refolution. 

Brn.  No,  not  an  Oath:  If  not  the  Face  of  Men, 
The  Sufferance  of  our  Souls,  the  Time's  abufe, 
If  thefe  be  Motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  ev'ry  Man  hence,  to  his  idle  Bed  : 
So  let  high-fighted  Tyranny  range  on, 
'Till  each  Man  drop  by  Lottery.     But  if  thefe. 
As  I  am  fure  they  do,  bear  Fire  enough 
To  kindle  Cowards,  and  to  fteel  with  Valour 
The  melting  Spirits  of  Women;  then,  Countrymen, 
What  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  Caufe 
To  prick  us  to  redrefs  ?  What  other  Bond, 
Than  fecret  Romans,  that  have  fpoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter  ?  And  what  other  Oath, 
Than  Honefty  to  Honefty  engag'd, 
That  this  fliall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it. 
Swear  Priefts,  and  Cowards,  and  Men  cautelous, 
Old  feeble  Carrions,  and  fuch  fuffering  Souls 
That  welcome  wrongs :  Unto  bad  Caufes,  fwear 
Such  Creatures,  as  Men  doubt ;  but  do  not  ftain 
The  even  Virtue  of  our  Enterprize, 
Nor  th'infuppriflive  Mettle  of  our  Spirits, 

To 
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To  think,  that  or  our  Caufe,  or  our  Performance* 

Did  need  an  Oath.    When  every  drop  of  Blood 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  Baftardy, 

If  he  doth  break  the  fmalleft  Particle 

Of  any  Promife,  that  hath  paft  from  him. 

Caf.  But  what  of  Cicero*  Shall  we  found  him? 
I  think  he  will  ftand  very  ftrong  with  us. 
Cask.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 
Cm.  No,  by  no  means. 
Met.  O  kt  us  have  him,  for  his  Silver  Hairs 
Will  purchafe  us  a  good  Opinion, 
And  buy  Mens  Voices,  to  comment  our  Deeds  s 
Itfhall  be  faid,  his  Judgment  rul'd  our  Hands; 
Our  Youths,  and  Wildnefs,  mall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  Gravity. 

Bru.  O  name  him  not;  let  us  not  break  withhinij 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  Men  begin. 
Caf  Then  leave  him  out. 
Cask.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 
Dec.  Shall  no  Man  elfe  be  touched,  but  only  Cafar  J 
Caf.  Deciusy  well  urg'd ;  I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark,  Antony -,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Cafar, 
Should  out-live  Cafar  %  we  iliall  find  of  him 
A  ftirewd  Contriver.     And  you  know,  his  means,  " 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fo  far, 
As  to  annoy  us  all ;  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Anton)  and  Cafar  fall  together* 

Bru.  Our  Courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Cains  Coffins}. 
To  cut  the  Head  off,  and  then  hack  the  Limbs; 
Like  wrath  in  Death,  and  Envy  afterwards  : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  Limb  of  Cafar. 
Let's  be  Sacrifices,  but  not  Butchers,  Coffins : 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  Spirit  of  Cafar, 
And  in  the  Spirit  of  Men,  there  is  no  Blood: 
O  that  we  then  could  come  by  Cafar*s  Spirits, 
And  not  difmember  Cafar  !  but,  alas ! 
Cafar  muft  bleed  for  it.     And,  gentle  Friends,' 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully ; 
Let's  carve  him,  as  a  Difli  fit  for  the  Qodsf 
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Not  hew  him  as  a  Carkafs  fit  for  Hounds,0 
And  let  our  Hearts,  as  fubtle  Matters  doy 
Stir  up  their  Servants  to  an  act  of  Rage, 
And  after  fe'em  to  chide  them.     This  mail  mate 
Our  purpofe  necefTary,  and  not  envious : 
Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  Eyes, 
We  (hall  be  call'd  Purgers>  not  Murderers 
And  for  Mar!^  Antony  think  not  of 'him; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Cefars  Arm, 
When  Cafar's  Head  is  off. 

Caf.   Yet  I  fear  him; 
For  in  the  ingrafted  Love  he  bears  to  C<efar- 


"Eyh.  Alas,  good  Coffins,  do  not  think  of  him: 
If  he  love  Cafar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf,  take  thought,  and  die  for  Cafar. 
And  that  were  much  he  (hould ;  for  he  is  giv'n 
To  Sports,  to  Wildnefs,  ancl  much  Company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him;  let  him  not  dye, 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter.      S^Clock^firi^^ 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  Clock. 

Caf.  The  Clock  hath  ftricken  three. 

Treb.  JTis  time  to  part. 
1    Caf.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
Whether  Cafhr  will  come  forth  to  Day,  or  no: 
For  he  is  Superfluous  grown  of  late, 
Quite  from  the  main  Opinion  he  held  once, 
Of  Fantafie,  of  Dreams,  and  Ceremonies: 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  Prodigies, 
The  unaccuftom'd  terror  of  this  Night, 
And  the  perfuafion  of  his  Augurersi 
Miy  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  Day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that ;  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  o'er-fway  him  ;  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  Unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  Trees, 
And  Bears  with  Glafles,  Elephants  with  HolcSj 
Lions  with  Toils,  and  Men  with  Flatterers. 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  Flatterers,    • 
He  fays,  he  does ;  being  then  mod  flattered* 
|-et  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  his  Humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  willjbring  him  to  tfie  Capitoh  ; 
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Caf.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  thereto  fetch  him* 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour,  is  that  the  uttermofH 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermoft-,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Cains  Ligarius  doth  bear  Cafar  hatred, 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey; 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now  good  Metelius  go  along  by  him  : 
He  loves  me  well ;  and  I  have  giv'n  him  Reafons, 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fafhion  him. 

Caf  The  Morning  comes  upon's;  we'll  leave  you,  Brutus* 
And  Friends  difperfe  your  felves;  but  all  remember, 
What  you  have  faid,  and  (hew  your  felves  true  Romans* 

Bru.  Good  Gentlemen,  look  freih  and  merrily, 
Let  not  our  Looks  put  on  our  Purpofes, 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  A&ors  do, 
With  untir'd  Spirits,  and  format  Conftancy ; 
And  fo  good  Morrow  to  you  every  one.  [Exeunt* 

Manet  Brutus. 
Boy !  Lucius !  fa  ft  afleep  \  It  is  no  matter, 
Enjoy  the  Hony-heavy-dew  of  Slumber: 
Thou  haft  no  Figures,  nor  no  Fantafies, 
Which  bufle  Care  draws  in  the  Brains  of  Men ; 
Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 

Enter  Portia. 

Tor.  Brutus*  my  Lord  I 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  f  Wherefore  rife  you  now  ? 
Ir  is  not  for  your  Health  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  Condition  to  the  raw  cold  Morning. 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.     You've  ungently,  Brutus* 
Stole  from  my  Bed  :  And  yefternight  at  Supper 
You  fuddenly  arofe,  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing,  and  fTghing,  with  your  Arms  a-crofs : 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  ftar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  Looks. 
I  urg'd  you  further,  then  you  fcratch'd  your  Head, 
And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  Foot: 
Yet  I  infifted,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not, 
But  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  Hand^ 
Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  So  I  did, 
Fearing  to  ftrengrhen  that  Impatience, 
Which  feem'd  too  much  inkindled  ;   and  withal, 
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Hoping  it  was  but  an  effe<5t  of  Humour,^ 
Which  fometime  hath  his  Hour  with  every  Man, 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fleep  ; 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  Shape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  Condition, 
I  mould  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear,  my  Lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  Grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  Health,  and  that  is  all. 

Por.  Brutus  is  wife,  and  were  he  not  in  Health^ 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why  fo  I  do :  Good  Portia,  go  to  Bed. 

Por.  Is  Brutus  fick?  And  is  it  Phyflcal 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  fuck  up  the  Humours 
Of  the  dank  Morning?  What,  is  Brutus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  fteal  out  of  his  wholfom  Bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  Contagion  of  the  Night  ? 
And  tempt  the  Rheumy  and  unpurgedAir, 
To  add  unto  his  Sicknefs?  Nq,  my  Brutus, 
You  have  fome  fick  Offence  within  your  Mind, 
Which,  by  the  Right  and  Vertue  of  my  Place, 
I  ought  to  know  of :  And  upon  my  Knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  Beauty, 
By  all  your  Vows  of  Love,  and  that  great  Vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half; 
Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  Men,  to  Night, 
Have  had  refort  to  you ;  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feyen,  who  did  hide  their  Faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  nor,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.  I  mould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus* 
Within  the  Bond  of  Marriage,  tell  me*  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  Secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  your  felf, 
But  as  it  were  in  fort,  or  Limitation  ? 
To  keep  with  you  at  Meals,  Comfort  your  Bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  Suburbs 
Of  your  good  Pleafure  \  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus  Harlot,  not  his  Wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  Wife,, 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
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That  vifit  my  fid  Heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  Secret* 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman;  but  withal, 
A  Woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  Wife: 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman  ;  but  withal, 
A  Woman  well  reputed  :  Cato's  Daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  ftronger  than  my  Sex, 
Being  io  fathered,  and  fo  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  Counsels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them  : 
I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  Conilancy, 
Giving  my  ftlf  a  voluntary  Wound 
Here,  in  the  Thigh:  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  my  Husband's  Secrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  Gods! 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  Noble  Wife.  \_Knock* 

Hark,  hark,  one  knocks:  Portia,  go  in  a  while, 
And,  by  and  by,  thy  Bofom  ihali  partake 
The  Secrets  of  my  Heart. 
All  my  Engagements  I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  Characrery  of  my  fad  Brows: 
Leave  me  with  hade.  ^JExit  Portia* 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 
Lucius,  who's  that  knocks  \ 

Luc.  Here  is  a  fick  Man  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellm  (pake  of.  * 
Boy,  fland  afide.     Cams  Ligarjus  \  how  ? 

Cat.  Vouchfafe  good  Morrow  from  a  feeble  Tongue. 
Bra.  O  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave  Caius, 
To  wear  a  Kerchief  ?  Would  you  were  not  fick. 

Cat.  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  Exploit  worthy  the  name  of  Honour. 

Brtt.  Such  an  Exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  an  healthful  Ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Cai.  By  all  the  Gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  Sicknefs.     Soul  of  Rome> 
Brave  Son,'  deriv'd  from  honourable  Loins, 
Thou  like  an  ExorcifT,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  Spirit.     Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  ftrive  with  things  impoffible, 
Yea  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do  f 
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Bru.   A  piece  of  work,  that  will  make  fick  Men  whole. 

Cat.  But  are  noc  fome  whole  that  we  muft  make  fick? 

Bru.  That  mull  we  alio.     What  it  is,  my  Catus> 
I  fhall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Cai.  Sec  on  your  Foot, 
And  with  a  Heart  new  lir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  But  it  fufficech 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on,  [Thunder* 

Brti,  Follow  me  then,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.      Casfar'x  Palace, 

Thunder  and  Lightning.     Enter  Julius  Caefar  in  his  Night- 
Gown. 

C*f.  Nor  Heav'n,  nor  Earth,  have  been  at  Peace  to  Night  ' 
Thnce  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  Sleep  cry'd  out; 
Help,  ho;  they  murder  Gcfar.     Who's  within? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  My  Lord. 

Ge/7  Go,  bid  the  Priefts  do  prefent  Sacrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  Opinions  of  Succefs. 

Ser.  I  will,  my  Lord.  [Exit. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you,  Cefarl  Think  you  to  walk  forth  \ 
You  fhall  not  ftir  out  of  your  Houfeto  Day. 

C<ef.  Crf/rfr  (hall  forth;  the  things  that  threatned  me^ 
Ne*er  lookt  but  on  my  Back:  When  they  mall  fee 
The  Face  of  Cafar,  they  are  vanifhed. 

Cal.  Gefar,  1  never  ftood  on  Ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me:   There  is  one  within* 
Befides  the*things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen, 
Recounts  mod  horrid  fights  ken  by  the  Watch. 
A  Lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  Streets, 
And  Graves  have  yawn'd  and  yielded  up  their  dead ; 
Fierce  fiery  Warriors  fight  upon  the  Clouds, 
In  Ranks  and  Squadrons,  and  right  form  of  Wara 
Which  drizzled  Blood  upon  the  Capitol: 
The  noife  of  Battel  hurried  in  the  Air, 
Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  Men  did  groan, 
$nd  Ghofts  did  fhriek  and  fqueal  about  the  Streets. 
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0  Cafar  f  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe, 
And  I  do  fear  them, 

C<efi  What  can  be  avoided 
Whofe  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  Gods  ? 
Yet  Cafar  (hall  go  forth:  For  thefe  Predictions 
Are  to  the  World  in  general,  as  to  Cafar* 

CaL  When  Beggars  die  there  are  no  Comets  feen, 
TheHeav'nsthemfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  Princes, 

C&f,  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  Deaths, 
The  Valiant  never  tafte  of  Death  but  once : 
Of  all  the  Wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
It  feems  to  me  moft  ftrange  that  Men  (hould  fear, 
Seeing  that  Death,  a  necefTary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Servant* 
What  fay  the  Augurers? 

Ser.  They  would  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  to  Day, 
Plucking  the  Entrails  of  an  Offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  Heart  within  the  Beaft. 

Caf.  The  Gods  do  this  in  fhame  of  Cowardife : 
Cctfar  fliould  be  a  Beaft  without  a  Heart, 
If  he  fhould  ftay  at  home  to  Day  for  fear: 
No,  C<t[ar  fhall  not;  Danger  knows  full  well. 
That  Ctfar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  heard  two  Lions  litter'd  in  one  Day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible; 
And  C<$far  fhall  go  forth. 

Col.  Alas,  my  Lord, 
Your  Wifdom  is  confum'd  in  Confidence/ 
Do  not  go  forth  to  Day  ;  call  it  my  Fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  Houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  Senate-houfe, 
And  lie  (hall  fay  you  are  not  well  to  Day  : 
J.et  me,  upon  my  Knee9  prevail  in  this. 

Cafl  Mark^Antony  fhall  fay  I  am  not  well, 
And  for  thy  Humour,  I  will  ftay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 
fere's  Decius  Brtftus,  he  fhall  tell  them  fo. 

pic*  Cafar,  all  haii  J  Good  Morrow,  worthy  Cafar, 

1  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe* 
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Caf.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  Greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  Day : 
Cannot  is  falfe,  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer  ; 
I  will  not  come  to  Day;  tell  them  fo,  Decius. 
Cal.  Say  he  is  lick.  • « 

Caf.  Shall  Cafar  fend  a  Lie  i  \ 

Have  I  in  Conqueft  ftretcht  mine  Arm  fo  far, 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  Grey-beards  the  Truth? 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Cajar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Mod  mighty  Cafar,  let  me  know  fome  Caufe, 
Left  I  be  laught  at  when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Caf  The  Caufe  is  in  my  Will,  I  will  not  come; 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  Satisfaction, 
Becaufe  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurma  here,  my  Wife,  ftays  me  at  home : 
She  dreamt  laft  Night  fhe  faw  my  Statue, 
Which  like  a  Fountair,  with  an  hund/ed  Spouts, 
Did  run  pure  Blood  ;  and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  Hands  in  it : 
And  thefe  does  fhe  apply,  for  Warnings  and  Portents, 
And  Evils  imminent  ;  and  on  her  Knee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  flay  at  home  to  Day. 

Dec.  This  Dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted, 
It  was  a  Vifion  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  Statue  fpouting  Blood  in  many  Pipes, 
In  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  fhall  fuck 
Reviving  Blood,  and  that  Great  Men  fhall  prefs 
For  Tinctures,  Stains,  Relicks,  and  Cognifance. 
This,  by  Calphttrma's  Dream  is  fignified. 

Caf  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 
Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay ; 
And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  Day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cafar. 
If  you  mail  fend  them  Word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  Minds  may  change.     Befides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
Break  up  the  Senate  'till  another  time, 
When  Gear's  Wife  fhall  meet  with  better Dreams: 
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If  Cafar  hide  himfelf,  (hall  they  not  whifper, 
Lo,  Gcfaf  is  afraid ! 

Pardon  me,  Cafar  ^  for  my  dear  dear  Love, 
To  your  Proceeding,  bids  me  tell  you  this : 
And  Reafon  to  my  Love  is  liable. 

Caf  How  foolifli  do  your  Fears  feem  now,  Calphurnia  I 
I  am  afhamed  I  did  yield  to' them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go. 
\    Enter  Brutus,  Lig^arius,    Metellus,  Caska,  Trebonius* 

Cinna,  and  Publius. 
And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 
Pub.  Good  Morrow,  Cafar, 
Caf.  Welcome,  Publius. 
What,  Brutus,  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too? 
Good  Morrow,  Caska :  Caius  Ligariusy 
Cafar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  Enemy, 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is't  a  Clock/ 

Brtu  Cafar*  'tis  ftrucken  eight. 
Caf.  I  thank  you  for  your  Pains  and  Courtefie. 

Enter  Antony. 
See  Antony*  that  revels  long  a-nights, 
Is  notwithstanding  up.     Good  Morrow,  Antony. 
Ant.  So  to -moil:  noble  Cafar. 
Caf  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now  Cinna  ;  now  Metellus;  what,  Trebonim ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  ftore  for  you, 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  Day, 
Be  near  me,  that*  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.   Cafar*  I  will;  and  fo  near  will  I  be,  [Afide. 

That  your  beft  Friends  (hall  wifh  I  had  been  further. 

Caf.  Good  Friends  go  in,  and  tafte  fome  Wine  with  me, 
And  we,  like  Friends,  will  ftraightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Cafary 
The  Heart  of  Brutus  earns  to  think  upcn.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE    III.     7he  Street. 

£«^/*-Artimcdorus  reading  a  Paper* 

Caefar,  beware  of  Brutus,  take  heed  of  Caffius,  come  not 
near  Caska,  have  an  Eye  to  Cjnna,  trufi  not  Trebonius,  mar\ 
well  Metellus  Cimber,  Dccius  Brutus  loves  thee  not;  thou 
hafl  wrongd  Caius  Ligarius.  There  is  but  one  Aiind  in  all 
thefe  Men,  and  it  is  bent  againfl  Cx  ar.  If  thou  beefl  not  Im- 
mortal,  look^about  thee  :  Security  gives  way  to  Confpiracy.  The 
mighty  Gods  defend  thee. 

Thy  Lover  Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  ftand,  'till  Gefar  pafs  along, 
And  as  a  Suitor  will  I  give  him  this: 
My  Heart  laments,  that  Virrue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  Emulation. 
If  thou  read  this,  O  Gefar }  thou  may'fl:  live; 
If  not,  the  Fates  with  Traitors  do  contrive.  [Exit* 

Enter  Portia  and  Luciuf. 

For.  I  prithee,  Boy,  run  to  theSenate-houfe, 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone, 
Why  doft  thou  ftay? 
*   Luc.  To  know  my  Errand,  Madam. 

Por.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again, 
E'er  lean  tell  thee  what  thou  fhouldft  do  there 

0  Conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide, 

Set  a  huge  Mountain  'tween  my  Heart  and  Tongue  j 

1  have  a  Man's  Mind,  but  a  Woman's  Mi^ht: 

How  hard  it  is  for  Women  to  keep  Counfei! 

Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

•  Luc.  Madam,  what  fliould  I  do? 
Run  to  the  CapitoJ,  and  nothing  clk^. 
And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elk  ? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  Boy,  if  thy  Lord  look  wel!a 
For  he  went  fickly  forth :  And  take  good  note, 
What  Cafar  doth,  what  Suitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark  Boy  /  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  Madam, 

Por.  Prithee  liften  well: 
I  heard  a  buttling  Rumour  like  a  Fray> 
I  )\  An4 


1*5  8  Julius  Casfar. 

And  the  Wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol, 

Luc.  Sooth,  Madam,  I  hear  nothing. 
Enter  Artemidorus. 

Tor.  Come  hither  Fellow,  which  way  haft  thou  been  ? 

Art.  &%  mine  own  Houfe,  good  Lady. 

For.  Whatis't  a  Clock? 

Art.  About  the  ninth  hour,  Lady. 

Tor.  Is  Cafar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol? 

Art.  Madam,  not  yet,  I  go  to  take  my  (land, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Tor9  Thou  haft  fome  Suit  to  Cafar  y  haft  thou  nbt  ? 

Art,  That  I  have,  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Cafar 
To  be  fo  good  to  Cafar ,  as  to  hear  me : 
I  mail  beieech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

Ton   Why  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards 
him  ? 

Art.  None  that  I  lmow  will  be, 
Much  that  I  fear  may  chance. 
Good  Morrow  to  you.     Here  the  Street  is  narrow : 
The  Throng  that  follows  Cafar  at  the  Heels 
Of  Senators,  of  Praetors,  common  Suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  Man  almoft  to  Death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cafar  as  he  comes  along.  Exit* 

Tor.  I  muft  go  in  ■  .Ayemel  how  weak  a  thing 

The  Heart  of  Woman  is  J  O  Brums  I 
The  Heav'ns  fpeed  thee  in  thine  Enterprise. 
Sure  the  Boy  heard  me :  Brutus  hath  a  Suit 
That  Cafar  will  not  grant.     O,  I  grow  faint : 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord, 
Say  I  am  merry;  come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee.       [Exeunt. 
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ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

SCENES  Capitol 

Flourifb.  Enter  Cxfar,  Brutus,  Caffius,  Caska,  Decius,  Me* 
tellus,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Artemi* 
dorus,    and  Popilius. 

Caf.  'T'HE  Ides  of  March  are  come. 

JL      Sooth.  Ay,  Gefar,  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Gefar :  Read  this  Schedule. 

Dec.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  beft  leifure,  this  his  humble  Suit. 

Art*  O  Cafar,  read  mine  firft  ;  for  mine's  a  Suit 
That  touches  Gefar  nearer.     Read  it,  great  Cafar. 

Caf  What  touches  us  our  felf,  fhall  be  laft  ferv'd. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Cafar,  read  it  inftantly, 

Caf.  What,  is  the  Fellow  mad  ? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Caf.  What,  urge  you  your  Petitions  in  the  Street? 
Gome  to  the  Capitol. 

Pop.  I  wifh  your  Enterprize  to  Day  may  thrive. 

Caf.  What  Enterprize,  Popilius* 

Pop.  Fare  you  well. 

Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Caf.  He  wifh'd  to  Day  our  Enterprize  might  thrive: 
I  fear  our  Purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Bru.  Look  how  he  makes  to  Cafar ;  mark  him. 

Caf.  Caska,  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
Jtrutus,  what  fhall  be  done?  If  this  be  known, 
Caffius  or  Gtfar  never  (hall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  flay  my  felf. 

Bru.  Caffius  be  con  flan  t : 
Popilius  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  Purpofes. 
For  look  he  fmiles,  and  Gefar  doth  not  change. 

Caf.  Trebonius  knows  his  time ;  for  look  you,  Brutus^ 
He  draws  Mark^  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metelius  Cimber  ?  Let  him  go, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  Suit  to  Gefar. 

Bru.   He  is  addreft ;   prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 
Qrt.  Caska}  you're  the  firft  that  rears  your  Hand# 
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Caf.  Ate  we  al|  ready  £  What  is  npw  amifs, 
That  Cf/*r  and  his  Senate  muft  rtdrefs  ? 

Met.  Mod:  high,  moft  mighty,  and  mod  puiffant  Cafar 9 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  Seat,  [Kneeling. 

An  humble  Heart. 

CaJ.  I  muft  prevent  thee,  Cimber ; 
Thefe  Couchings,  andthefe  lowly  Curtfies 
Might  fire  the  Blood  of  ordinary  Men, 
And  turn  Pre-Ordinance,  and  firft  Decree, 
Into  the  lane  of  Children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think,  that  Cafar  bears  fuch  Rebel  Blood, 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  Quality, 
With  that  which  roelteth  Fools ;  I  mean  fweet  Words, 
Low-crooked-curtfles,  and  bafe  Spaniel  Fawning. 
Thy  Brother  by  Decree  is  banifried  ; 
If  thou  doft  betid,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  fpurn  thee  like  a  Cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Cafar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  Caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  Voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  Cafar 's  Ear, 
For  the  repelling  of  my  banifh'd  Brother.* 

Brit.  I  kifs  thy  Hand,   but  not  in  flattery,  Cafar ; 
Defiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  Freedom  of  Repeal. 

Caf  What  Brutus!  . 

Caf  Pardon,  Cafar,  Cafar  >  Pardon  ; 
As  low  as  to  thy  Foot  doth  Cajfius  fall, 
To  beg  Enfranchifement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Caf  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  Prayers  would  move  me: 
But  I  am    conftant  as  the  Northern  Star, 
Of  whofe  true,  fixt,  and  refting  Quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  Firmament; 
The  Skies  are  painted  with  unnumbred  fparfes, 
They  are  all  Fire,  and  every  one  doth  ffiine, 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place. 
So,  in  the  World,  'tis  furnifrVd  well  with  Men, 
And  Men  are  Flefh  and  Blood,  and  apprehenfive; 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unaffailable  holds  on  his   Rank, 

Uoffiiktf 


Julius  Caefir.  126*1 

Jnftiak'd  of  Motion  :  and  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  fliew  it,  even  in  this  ; 
Thar  I  was  conftant  Cimber  fhould  be  baniuYd, 
And  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 

Cm.   O  Cctfar 

Caf.  Hena  !   wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus? 

Dec.  Great  Cefar  • 

Caf.  D  >  not,  Brutus ,  bootlefs  kneel. 

Cask^  Speak  Hands  for  mr.  [They  flab  Cgefar. 

Caf.  Et  tu  Brute  - Tnen  fall  Cafar. 

Cm.  Liberty  f  Freedom!    Tyranny  is  dead 

Run  hence.,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  Streets • 

Caf.  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  our, 
Libc  ty,   Freedom,  and  Enfrancbifemenr. 

Bru.  People  and  Senators,  be  not  affrighted; 
Fly   or,  ftandftill,  Ambition's  Debt  is  paid. 

Cask.  Go  to  the  Pulpir,  Brutus. 

Dec.    And  CafJJus  too. 

Bru.   Where's  Publius  f 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  Mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  faff  together,  left  fome  Friend  of  C<efarrs 
Should  chance  

Bru.  Talk  not  of  Handing.     Publius,  good  Cheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  Perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  e\Ce;  fo  td\  them,  Publius. 

Caf.  A':d  leave  us,  Publius,  left  that  the  People 
Rufhing  on  us,  fhould  do  your  Age  fome  Mifchief. 

Bru.  D )  fo,  and  let  no  Man  abide  this  Deed, 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Enter  Trebonitif. 

Caf.  Where  is  Antony  t 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amaz'd, 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  ftare,  cry  out,  and  run, 
As  it  were  Dooms-day, 

Bru*   Fares,  we  will  know  your  Pleafures; 
That  we  ftiall  die,  we  know;  'tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  Days  out,  that  Men  ftand  upon. 

Cask^  Why  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  Years  of  Life, 
Cutv  off  fo  many  Years  of  fearing  Death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  Death  a  Benefit, 
So  are  we  Cafar's  Friends,  that  have  abridged 
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His  time  of  fearing  Death.  Stoop  Romans,  {ioop£ 
And  let  us  bathe  our  Hands  in  Cafar's  Blood, 
Up  to  the  Elbows,  and  befmear  our  Swords ; 
Then  walk  we*forth  even  to  the  Market-place, 
And  waving  our  red  Weapons  o'er  our  Heads, 
Let's  all  cry  Peace !  Freedom !  and  Liberty ! 

Caf  Stoop  then,  and  wafh at  How  many  Ages  hence 

[pipping  their  Swords  in  Caefar'j  Blood* 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  a&ed  over, 
In  States  unborn,  and  Accents  yet  unknown  ? 

BrH.  How  many  times  fhall  Gefar  bleed  in  fporfy 
That  now  on  Pompefs  Bafts  lyes  along* 
No  worthier  than  the  Dufi  ? 

Caf  So  oft  as  that  Hi  all  be, 
So  often  (hall  the  Knot  of  us  be  call'd* 
The  Men  that  gave  their  Country  Liberty* 
Dec.  What,  what  fhall  we  forth  £ 
Caf  Ay,  every  Man  away, 
Brutus  (hall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  Heels 
With  the  moft  bold,  and  the  beft  Hearts  of  Romei 

Enter  a  Servant* 
Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  a  Friend  of  Atony's. 
Ser.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  Matter  bid  me  Kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down,  [Kneeling* 

And  being  proftrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay* 
Brutus  is  Noble,  Wife,  Valiant  and  Honeft  ; 
Cafar  was  Mighty,  Bold,  Royal  and  Loving; 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Cafar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him* 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  Cafar  hath  deferv'd  to  lye  in  Death, 
Mark^  Antony  fhall  not  love  Cafar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living;  but  will  follow 
The  Fortunes  and  Affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  Faith.    So  fays  my  Matter  Antony. 
Bru.  Thy  Matter  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Roman, 
I  never  thought  him  worfe. 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  fhall  be  fatisfied,  and  by  my  Honour 
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Depart  untouched. 

Ser.  I'll  fetch  him  prefently.  [Exit  servant. 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  (hall  have  him  well  to  Friend. 

Caf.  I  wifh  we  may;  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  mifgiving  ftill 
Falls  flirewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony ; 
Welcome,  Mark^  Antony* 

Ant.  O  mighty  Cafar  !  doft  thou  lye  fo  low? 
Are  all  thy  Conquefts,  Glories,  Triumphs,  Spoils, 

Shrunk  to  this  little  Meafure  \ Fare  thee  well. 

I  know  not,  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 

Who  elferauft  be  let  blood,  whoelfeis  rank; 

If  I  my  felf,  there  is  no  Hour  fo  fit 

As  Cafars  Deaths  Hour;  nor  no  Inftrument 

Of  half  that  worth,  as  thofe  your  Swords,  made  rich 

With  the  moil:  noble  Blood  of  all  this  World. 

I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now,  whilft  your  purpled  Hands  do  reek  and  Imoak, 

Fulfil  your  Pleafure.   Live  a  thoufand  Years, 

I  (hall  not  find  my  felf  fo  apt  to  die  : 

No  Place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  Death, 

As  here  by  Cajar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 

The  Choice  and  Mafter  Spirits  of  this  Age. 

Bru.  O  Antony  !  Beg  not  your  Death  of  us ; 
Though  now  we  muft  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  Hands,  and  this  our  prefent  A<5r, 
You  fee  we  do ;  yet  fee  you  but  our  Hands, 
And  this,  the  bleeding  Bufinefs  they  have  done. 
Our  Hearts  you  fee  nor,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome> 
As  Fire  drives  out  Fire,  fo  Pity,  Pity, 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Cafkr.   For  your  part, 
To  you,  our  Swords  have  leaden  Points,  MarkAntony^ 
Our  Arms  in  ftrength  of  Malice,  and  our  Hearts 
Of  Brothers  temper,  do  receive  you  in, 
With  all  kind  Love,  good  Thoughts,  and  Reverence. 

Caf.  Your  Voice  (hall  be  as  ftrong  as  any  Man's, 
In  the  difpofing  of  new  Dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient  'till  we  have  appeas'd 
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The  Multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  Caufe, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Cajar  when  I  ftrook  hirr, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  Wifdom. 
Let  each  Man  render  me  his  bloody  Hand; 
Firft,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  fhake  with  you; 
Next,  Cains  CaJJitts,  do  1  take  your  Hand;    . 
Now  Decius  Brutus,  yours;   now  yours,  Metelli)s\ 
Yours,  Cvnna ;  and  my  valiant  Cuska,  yours  ; 
Though  laft,  not  leaft  jn  love,  yours, good  Trebonius; 

Gentlemen  all alas,  what  ill  all  I  fay, 

My  Ciedit  now  ftands  on  fuch  flippery  Ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me, 
Either  a  Coward,  or  a  Flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Cafar,  O  'tis  true; 
If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  Death, 
To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  Peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  Fingers  of  thy  Foes, 
3V1  oft  Noble  !  in  the  presence  of  thy  Coarfe  ? 
Had  I  as  many  Eyes,  as  thou  haft  Wounds, 
Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  Blood, 
It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 
In  terms  of  Friend/Tup  with  thine  Enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius  —  here  waft  thou  bay 'd,  brave  Hart, 
Heredidft  thou  fail,  and  here  thy  Hunters  ftand 
Sign'd  in  thy  fpoiJ,  and  crimfon'd  in  thy  Lethe., 
O  World !  thou  waft  the  Foreft  to  this  Hart, 
And  this  indeed,  O  World,  the  Hart  of  thee*' 
How  hke  a  Deer,  ftricken  by  many  Prince^' 
Doft  thou  here  lye  ? 

Caf.  Mark^  Antony 

Ant*  Pardon  me,  Cains  Caffius  : 
The  Enemies  of  Ccefar  fhall  fay  this  .* 
Then,  in  a  Friend,  it  is  cold  Modefty. 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Cafar  fo, 
But  what  compad  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  Friends, 
Or  fhall  we  on;  and  not  depend  on  you? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  Hands,  but  was  indeed 
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Sway'd  from  the  Point,  by  looking  down  on  Csfar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all, 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  /hall  give  me  Reafons, 
Why,  and  wherein  Ge/ar  was  dangerous, 

Bru.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  Spc&acle. 
Our  Reafons  arc  Co  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you  Antony  the  Son  of  Ca far, 
You  (hould  be  fatisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  ftek; 
And  am  moreover  Suitor,   that  I  may 
Produce  his  Body  to  the  Market-place,' 
And  in  the  Pulpit,  as  becomes  a  Friend, 
Speak  in  the  Order  of  his  Funeral. 

Bru.   You  Hi  all,  May\  Antony, 

Caf.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you  ■ 

You  know  not  what  you  do ;  do  not  confent  [Afide. 

That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  Funeral  : 
Know  you  how  much  the  People  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  'will  utter  ? 

Bra*  By  your  Pardon, 
I  will  my  (elf  into  the  Pulpit  firft, 
And  (hew  the  Reafon  of  our  Gefar's  Death, 
What  Antony  (hall  fpeak,  I  will  proteft 
He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiflion ; 
And  that  we  are  contented  Cafar  lhall 
Have  all  true  Rites,  and  lawful  Ceremonies; 
It  (hall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Caf  I  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mar^  Antony,  here  take  you  Ceftr*s  Body; 
You  (hall  not  in  your  Funeral  Speech  blame  us, 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Cafar* 
And  fay  you  do't  by  our  Permiflion : 
Elfe  lhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  Funeral.    And  you  (hall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going* 
After  my  Speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  fo; 
I  do  defire  no  more.  i 

Bru.  Prepare  the  Body  then,  and  follow  as*        [Exeunt. 
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Manet  Antony. 
Ant.  O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  Earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  Butchers. 
Thou  art  the  Ruins  of  the  nobleft  Man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  Tide  of  Times, 
Woe  to  the  Hand  that  fried  this  coftly  Blood  ! 
Over  thy  Wounds,  now  do  I  prophefie, 
(Which,  like  dumb  Mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  Lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  Tongue) 
A  Curfe  mall  light  upon  the  Limbs  of  Men  ; 
Domeftick  Fury,  and  fierce  civil  Strife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  ; 
Blood  and  Deitru&ion  fhall  be  fo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  Objtds  fo  familiar, 
That  Mothers  fliall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  Infants  quartered  with  the  Hands  of  War : 
All  Pity  choak'd  with  Cuftom  of  fell  Deeds, 
And  Cafarh  Spirit  ranging  for  Revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  Confines,  with  a  Monarch's  Voicf, 
Cry  havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  War, 
That  this  foul  Deed  fliall  fmell  above  the  Earth 
With  Carrion  Men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  O&avius5*  Servant* 
You  ferve  OBavius  Cafar,  do  you  not  ? 
Ser.  I  do,  Ad ark^  Antony . 

Ant.  Cafar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 
Ser.  He  did  receive  his  Letters,  and  is  coming, 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  Mouth 

O  Cafar  !  \_Seeing  the  Body.  . 

Ant.  Thy  Heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep; 
Paflionl  fee  is  catching,  for  mine  Eyes, 
Seeing  thofe  Beads  of  Sorrow  ftand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.   Is  thy  Matter  coming  ? 

Ser,  He  lyes  to  Night  within  (even  Leagues  of  Rome. 
Ant.  Poflbackwithfpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hathchane'd. 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  Safety  for  OBavius  yet  ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.     Yet  flay  a  while, 
Thou  (halt  not  back,  'till  I  have  born  this  Coarfe 
Into  the  Market-place:  There  fhall  I  try 

In 
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Jn  my  Oration,  how  the  People  take 

The  cruel  ifTue  of  thefe  bloody  Men  ; 

According  to  the  which,  thou  fhalt  difcourfe 

To  young  Ottavtus  of  the  ftate  of  things. 

Lend  me  your  Hand.  [Exeunt  with  Cxfzr's  Body. 

SCENE    II.     The  Forum. 

Enter  Brutus,  and  goes  into  the   Pulpit;  and  Caflius,  with 

the  Plebeians. 

Pleb.  We  will  be  fatisfied  ;  let  us  be  fatisfied. 

Br u.   Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  Audience,  Friends. 
Cafftus,  go  you  into  the  other  Street, 
And  part  the  Numbers  : 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  'em  fhy  here  ; 
Thofe  that  will  follow  Cafftusy  go  with  him, 
And  publick  Rcafons  (ball  be  rendred 
Of  Cafar's  Death. 

1  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 

1  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Coffins,  and  compare  their  Reafons^ 
When  feverally  we  hear  them   rendred. 

[Exit  Caffius  with  fome  of  the  Plebeians. 

3  Pleb.  The  Noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence. 

Bru.  Be  Patient  'till  the  lalt. 

Rontons,  Country-men,  and  Lovers,  hear  me  for  my 
Caufe,  and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear.  Believe  me  for 
mine  Honour,  and  have  refped  to  mine  Honour,  that  you 
may  believe.  Cenfure  me  in  your  Wifdom,  and  awake 
your  Senfes  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be 
any  in  this  Aflembly,  any  dear  Friend  of  Cafar*s,  to  them 
I  fay,  That  Brutus  love  to  Cafar  was  no  lefs  than  his.  If 
then,  that  Friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Cafar, 
this  is  my  Anfwer  :  Not  that  I  lov'd  Cafar  lefs,  but  that 
I  lov'd  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Cafar  wej*e  living, 
and  dye  all  Slaves ;  than  that  Cafar  were  dead,  to  live  all 
Free-men?  As  Cafar  lov'd  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he  was 
Fortunate,  I  rejoyce  at  it  ;  as  he  was  Valiant,  I  honour 
him  ;  but  as  he  was  Ambitious,  I  flew  him.  There  is 
Tears  for  his  Love,  Joy  for  his  Fortune,  Honour  for  his 
Valour,  and  Death  for  his  Ambition.  Who  is  here  f© 
bafe  that  would  be  a  Bond-man  ?    If  any,  fpeak  $  for  him 

O  2  have 
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have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would  not  be 
a  Roman  ?  If  any,  fpeak  ;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who 
is  here  fo  vile,  that  will  not  love  his  Country  ?  If  any,  fpeak; 
for  him  have  I  offended. I  paufe  for  a  Reply 

AIL  None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more 
to  Cafar  than  you  fhall  do  to  Brutus.  The  Queftion  of 
his  Death  is  inroll'd  in  the  Capitol;  his  Glory  not  extenu- 
ated, wherein  he  was  worthy ;  not  his  Offences  enforc'd, 
for  which  he  fuffered  Death, 

Enter  Mark  Antony,  with  Casfar'j  Body. 
Here  comes  his  Body,  mourn'd  by  Mark.  Antony,  who 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  Death,  fhall  receive  the  Be- 
nefit of  his  dying,  a  Place  in  the  Commonwealth  ;  as 
which  of  you  fhall  not  \  With  this  I  depart,  That  as  I 
flew  my  belt.  Lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  fame 
Digger  for  my  felf,  when  it  (hall  pleafe  my  Country  to  need 
my  Death. 

AIL  Live,  Brutus,  live,  live. 

i  Pleb.  Bring  him  with  Triumph  home  unto  his  Houfe* 

2  Pleb.  Give  him  a  Statue  with  his  Anceftors. 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  be  Cafar. 

4  Plcb.  C^far  s  better  Parts 
Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

i  Pleb.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  Houfe 
With  Shouts  and  Clamors. 
Bru.  My  Countrymen 

2  Pleb.  Peace!  Silence!  Brutus  fpeaks. 
i  Pleb.  Peace,  Ho! 

Bru.  Good  Countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  fake,  flay  here  with  Antony, 
Do  grace  to  Cafar  $  Corps,  and  grace  his  Speech 
Tending  to  Cafar  s  Glories,  which  Mark^  Antony, 
By  our  Permiflion,  is  aliow'd  to  make. 
I  do  intreat  you,  not  a  Man  deparc, 
Save  I  alone,  'till  Anton)  have  /poke.  [fttxifl 

i  Pleb.  Stay,  Ho,  and  let  us  hear  Mark.  Antony. 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  publick  Chair, 
We1!!  har  him :  Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

A%t.  For  Brutus  s  fake  I  am  beholden  to  you, 

4  Pleb. 
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4  Pleb*  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Pleb.  He  fays,  for  Bru>us\  fake 
He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Pleb.  'Twere  beft  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 
1  Pleb.  This  Gg/^r  was  a  Tyrant. 

1  Pleb.  Nay,  that's  certain; 

We  are  glad  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Pleb.  Peace,  let  us  hear  what  Anton)  can  fay.' 
Ant.    You  gentle  Romans  - 

^//.  Peace,  Ho,  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.  Friends,  j^/^*/,  Countrymen,  lend  me  your  Ears; 
1  come  to  bury  Cafar,  not  to  praife  him. 
The  Evil  that  Men  do  lives  after  them, 
The  Good  is  oft  interred  with  the  Bones ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Ufar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Gefkr  was  ambitious  ; 
If  it  were  foy  it  was  a  grievous  Fault, 
And  grievoully  hath  Ctfar  anfwcr'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the*  reft, 
("For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  Man, 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  Men,) 
Come  I  to  fpeak  in  C<efar's  Funeral/ 
He  was  my  Friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me ; 
But  Brutus  fays,  He   was  ambitious, 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  Man. 

«7Lh  r  h„brought  ma°y  Captives  home  to  Rome, 

Whole  Ranfoms  did  the  general  Coffers  fill ; 

Did  this  in  Cafar  feem  ambitious  ? 

When  that  the  poor  have  cry'd,  Ctfir  hath  wept : 

Ambition  mould  be  made  of  fterner  Stuff  ■ 

Yet  Brutus  fays,  He  was  Ambitious, 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  Man. 

You  all  did  fee,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 

I  thrice  prefented  him  a  Kingly  Crown, 

Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.   Was  this  Ambition  a 

Ye   Brutus  fays,  He  was  ambitious, 

And  fure  he  is  an  honourable  Man 

I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe, 

°  i  What 
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What  caufe  with-holds  you.  then  to  mourn  for  him  f 
O  Judgment  !  thou  art  fled  to  brutiih  Besfts, 

And  Men  have  loft  their  Reafon Bear  with  me, 

My  Heart  is  in  the  Coffin  there  with  Cxfar, 
And  I  muft  paufe  'till  it  come  back  to  me. 

i  Pleb.  Methinks  there  is  much  Reafon  in  his  Sayings. 
If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
C&far  has  had  great  wrong,  fhis  place. 

3  Pleb.  Has  he,  Matters?  I  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in 

qPleb.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?  He  would  not  take  the  Crown, 
Therefore  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

i  Pleb.  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  Pleb.  Poor  Soul!  his  Eyes  are  red  as  Fire  with  weeping. 

3  Pleb.  There's  not  a  nobler  Man  in  Rome  than  Antony. 

4  Pleb.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
Ant.  But  Yefterday  the  word  of  C&far  might 

Have  ftood  againft  the  World;  now  lyes  he  there, 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  Reverence. 

0  Matters!  If  I  were  difpos'd  to  ttir 

Your  Hearts  and  Minds  to  Mutiny  and  Rage, 

1  ihould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Caffius  wrong ; 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  Honourable  Men. 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong:  I  rather  chufe 

To  wrong  the  Dead,  to  wrong  my  felf  and  yon, 

Than  I  will  wrong  fuch  Honourable  Men. 

But  here's  a  Parchment,  with  the  Seal  of  C^far^ 

I  found  it  in  his  Clofet,  'tis  his  Will, 

Let  but  the  Commons  hear  this  Teftament, 

Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  Read, 

And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  C<efars  Wounds, 

And  dip  their  Napkins  in  his  facred  Blood  ; 

Yea,  beg.  a  Hair  of  him  for  Memory, 

And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 

Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  Legacy 

Unto  their  IfTue. 

4  Pleb.  We'll  hear  the  Will,  read  it,    Mar^  Antony. 

All.  The  Will,  the  Will;  we  will  hear  Cafars  Will. 

Ant.  Have  Patience,  gentle  Friends,  I  muft  not  read  it, 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cafar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  Wood,  you  are  not  Stones,  but  Men  : 

And 
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And  being  Men,  hearing  the  Will  of  Gtfar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  ; 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  Heirr, 
For  if  you  mould O  what  would  come  of  it? 

4  Pleb.  Read  the  Will,  we'll  hear  it,  Antony : 
You  (hall  read  us  the  Will,  Cafars  Will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  Patient?  will  you  flay  a  while? 
I  have  o'er-fhot  my  felf  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  Honourable  Men, 
Whofe  Daggers  have  ftabb'd  Cafar  —  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Pleb.  They  were  Traitors  Honourable  Men ! 

AIL  The  Will !  the  Teftament ! 

2  Pleb.  They  were  Villains,  Murderers ;  the  Will !  read 
the  Will  I 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will; 
Then  make  a  Ring  about  the  Corps  of  C<efar, 
And  let  me  (hew  you  him  that  made  the  Will. 
Shall  I  defcend  ?   and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

AIL  Come  down.  [He  comes  down  from  the  Pulpit. 

2  Pleb.  Defcend. 

3  Pleb.  You  mall  have  leave. 

4  Pleb.  A  Ring,  ftand  round. 

1  Pleb.  Stand  from  the  Hearfe,  ftand  from  the  Body. 

2  Pleb.  Room  for  Antony moft  noble  Antony  I 

Ant.  Nay  prefs  not  fo  upon  me,  ftand  far  off. 

All.  Stand  back room  ■         bear  back  ■ 

Ant.  If  you  have  Tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 

You  all  do  know  this  Mantle,  I  remember 
The  firft  time  ever  C<zfar  put  it  on, 
'Twas  on  a  Summers  kvening  in   his  Tenr. 
That  Day  he  overcame  the  Nervii  -  » 

Look!  in  this  place,  ran  Caffius's  Dagger  through*-— 

See  whit  a  Rent  the  envious  Cask*  made 

Through  this,  the  well  beloved  Brutus  ftab'd, 

And  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  Steel  away, 

Mark  how  the  Blood  of  C<efar  followed  it  - 

As  ruftiing  out  of  Doors,  to  be  refolv'd, 

If  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no. 

For  Brutus^   as  you  know,  was  Gtjhr's  Angel. 

Judge,  O  you  Gods !  how  dearly  Cafar  lov'dhim  ! 

O  4  Thif 
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This  was  the  mod  unkindeft  Cut  of  all ; 
For  when  the  Noble  Gefit?  faw  him  flab, 
Ingratitude,  more  flrong  than  Traitors  Arms, 
Qaite  vanquiAYd  him;  then  burfr.  his  mighty  Hearty 
And  in  his  Mantle  muffling  up  his  Face, 
Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pompeyh  Statue, 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Cajkr  fell. 
O  what  a  Fall  was  there,  my  Countrymen  I 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilft  bloody  Treafon  fl  niriuYd  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep,  and  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  Pity  ;  thefe  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  Souls  f  what  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Cefars  Vefture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himfelf,  marr'd  as  you  fee  with  Traitors, 
i  Pleb.  O  piteous  Spectacle  / 

2  Pleb.  O  Noble  C<efar! 

3  Pleb.  O  woful  Day  ! 

4  Pleb.  O  Traitors,  Villains  I 
i  Pleb.  O  mod  bloody  fight  ! 

2  Pleb.  We  will  be  reveng'd :  Revenge  ! 

About—  feek -burn— — fire kill—  flay  ♦ 

Let  not  a  Traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay  Countrymen  — 

i  Pleb.  Peace  there,  hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  PUb.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll  dye  with 
him         — 


Ant.    Good    Friends,    fweet  Friends,    let  me  not 
you  up 
To  fuch  a  fudden  Flood  of  Mutiny  : 
They  that  have  done  this  Deed,  are  Honourable ; 
What  private  Griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  nor, 
That  made  them  do  it;  they  are  wife  and  honourable; 
And  will  no  doubt  withReafons  anfwer  you. 
I  come  not,  Friends,  to  fteal  away  your  Hearts ; 
I  am  no  Orator,  as  Brutus  is; 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  Man, 
Th3t  love  my  Friend,  and  that  they  know  full  well, 
That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him  : 
For  I  have  neither  W\t%  nor  Words,  nor  Worth* 

Action 
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Action  nor  Utterance,  nor  the  power  of  Speech, 

To  flir  Mens  Blood  ;  1  only  fpeak  right  on. 

I  tell  you  that,  which  you  your  feJves  do  know, 

Shew  you  fweet  Cafar's  Wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb  Mouths* 

And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me  ;  but  were  I  Brutus, 

And  Br  mm  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 

Would  ruffle  up  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  Tongue 

In  every  Wound  of  Ctfar,  that  ihould  move 

The  Stones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 

AIL  Well  mutiny 

i  Pleb.  We'll  burn  the  Houfe  of  Brutus. 

3  Pleb.  Away  then,  come,  feek  the  Confpirators^ 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  Countrymen,  yet  hear  me  fpeak, 

AIL  Peace  ho,  hear  Antony  mod  Noble  Antony* 

Ant.  Why,  Friends^  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what. 
Wherein  hath  Cafar  thus  deferv'd  your  Loves  ? 
Alas  you  know  not;  I  muft  tell  you  then: 
You  have  forgot  the  Will  I  told  you  of. 

AIL  Moft  true — the  Will— -let's  flay  aod  hear  the  Will, 

Ant.  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  Cafafs  Seal. 
To  every  Roman  Citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  feveral  Man,  feventy  five  Drachma's. 

i  Pleb.  Moft  Noble  Cafar  I  we'll  revenge  his  Death, 

3  Pleb.  O  Royal  C<efarl 

Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 

AIL  Peace  ho  ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  Walks, 
His  private  Arbors,  and  new-planted  Orchards, 
On  this  fide  Tiber,  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  Heirs  for  ever;  common  Pleafures, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  your  felves. 
Here  was  a  Cafar,  when  comes  fuch  another  ? 

i  Pleb.  Never, never;  come,  away,  away  ; 
We'll  burn  his  Body  in  the  holy  Place, 
And  with  the  Brands  fire  all  the  Traitors  Houfes, 
kTake  up  the  Body. 

2  Pleb.  Go  fetch  Fire. 

3  Pleb.  Pluck  down  Benches. 

4.  Pleb.  Pluck  down  Forms,,  Windows,  any  thing.^ 

[Exeunt  Plebeians  with  the  Body. 

Anti 
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Ant*  Now  let  it  work;  Mifchief  thou  art  a  foot, 
Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt. 
Mow  now,  Fellow  t 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  Sir,  OElavius  is  already  come  to  Rome, 

Ant,  Where  is  he? 

Ser.  He  and  Lepdm  arc  at  Gefars  Houfe. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ftraight,  to  vifit  him; 
He  comes  .upon  a  wifh.     Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Bratus  and  Coffins 
Are  rid,  like  Madmen,  through  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  People, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Ottavins.     [Exeunt. 
Enter  Cinna  the  Poet,  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to  Night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  Cafhr, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  Fantafie; 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  Doors, 
Yet  fomething  leads  me  forth. 

i  Pleb.  What  is  your  Name  ? 

2  Pleb.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  Pleb.   Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Pleb.  Are  you  a  married  Man,  or  a  Batchellor  ? 
z  Pleb.  Anfwer  every  Man  directly. 

i  Pleb.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

4  Pleb.  Ay,  and  wifely. 

3  Pleb.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  belt.     » 

Cin.  What  is  my  Name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Where 
do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  Man,  or  a  Batchellor  ?  Then  to 
anfwer  every  Man  directly  and  briefly,  wifely  and  truly  ; 
wifely,  I  fay— — -I  am  a  Batchellor. 

2  Pleb.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay, they  are  Fools  that  Marry; 
you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that  I  fear:  Proceed  directly. 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Cafar's  Funeral, 

i  Pleb.  As  a  Friend,  or  an  Enemy? 

Cin.  As  a  Friend, 

2  Pleb.  That  matter  is  anfwered  directly. 
^Pleb.  For  your  Dwelling;  briefly. 

Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3  Pleb.  Your  Name,  Sir,  truly. 

On. 
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Cin.  Truly  my  Name  is  Cinna. 

i  Pleb.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Confpirator. 

Cin.  T  am  Cirmci  the  Poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet. 

4  />/*£.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verfes,  tear  him  for  his  bad 
Verfes. 

Cin.  T  am  not  Cinna,  the  Confpirator. 

4  Pleb.  It  is  no  matter,  his  Name's  Cinna,  pluck  but  his 
Name  out  of  his  Heart,  and  turn  him  goinp, 

3  Pleb.  Tear  him,  tear  him ;  Come  Brands  ho,  Firebrands  : 
To  Br  tit  us,  to  Coffins,  burn  all.  Some  to  Decius's  Houfe, 
and  fome  to  Caska's,  fome  to  Ligarius:  Away,  go. 

[Exeunt  all  the  Plebeians, 


A  C  T   IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 
SCENE    Rome. 

Enter  Antony,  Oftavius,  and  Lepidus. 

Ant.  ,"T"*Hefe  many  then  (hall  die,  their  Names  are  prickt. 
X       051.  Your  Brother  too  mud  die;  confent  you, 

Lep.  I  do  confent.  {Lepidus  ? 

05i.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.   Upon  condition  Publius  ihall  not  live. 
Who  is  your  Sifter's  Son,  Mark^Antonj. 

Ant.  He  mail  not  live;  look,  with  a  fpot,  I  damn  him. 
But  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Gefar's  Houfe ; 
Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  mail  determine 
How  to  cut  off  fome  Charge  in  Legacies. 

Lep.  What?  ihall  I  find  you  here? 

05i.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  [Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  flight  unmeritable  Man, 
Meet  to  be  fent  on  Errands  :  Is  it  fit 
The  three-fold  World  divided,  he  mould  ftand 
One  of  the  three  to  mare  it  ? 

051.  So  you  thought  him, 
And  took  his  Voice,  who  fhould  be  prickt  to  die, 
In  our  black  Sentence  and  Proscription. 

Ant.  05iavius,  I  have  feen  more  Days  than  you ; 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  Honours  on  this  Man, 

To 


nj6  Julius  Qpfor. 

To  cafe  our  felves  of  divers  fland'rous  Loads,^ 
He  fhall  but  bear  them,  as  the  Afs  bears  Gold; 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  Bufinefs, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  print  the  way, 
And  having  brought  our  Treafure,  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  Load,  and  turn  bim  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  Afs,  to  lhake  his  Ears, 
And  graze  in  Commons. 

Off.  You  may  do  your  Will; 
But  he's  a  try'd  and  valiant  Soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  Horfe,  OElavius,  and  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  Provender. 
It  is  a  Creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  flop,  to  run  directly  on, 
His  corporal  Motion,  govern'd  by  my  Spirit; 
And  in  fome  tafte,  is  Lepidtis  but  fo; 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth* 
A  barren  fpirited  Fellow,  one  that  feeds 
On  Objects,  Arts,  and  Imitations. 
Which  out  of  ufe,  and  ftaPd  by  other  Men, 
Begin  his  fafhion.     Do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  Property.     And  now,  O flavins, 
Liften  great  things—  Brutus  and  Coffins 
Are  levying  Powers;  we  muft  ftraight  make  Head# 
Therefore  let  our  Alliance  be  combin'd, 
Our  beft  Friends  made,  and  our  beft  Means  ftretcht  out, 
And  let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  Council, 
How  covert  Matters  may  be  beft  difclos'd, 
And  open  Perils  fureft  anfwered. 

Oft.  Let  us  do  fo ;  for  we  are  at  the  flake, 
And  bayed  about  with  many  Enemies, 
And  fome  that  fmile  have  in  their  Hearts,  I  fear^ 
Millions  of  Mifchiefs.  [Exeuntl 

SCENE    II.     Before  Brutus'*  Tent,  in  the 
Camp  near  Sardis. 

Jprum.     Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  and  Soldiers:  Titinius  and 
Pindarus  meeting  them* 
Bru.  Stand,  ho! 
Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho !  and  ftand  ! 
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Bru.  What  now,  Lnciliml  is  CaJJius  near  \ 

Luc.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  Salutation  from  his  Mafter. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.     Your  Mafter,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  Officers, 
Hath  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh 
Things  done,  undone ;  but  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  mall  be  fatisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 
But  that  my  Noble  Mafter  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  Regard,  and  Honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.     A  word,  Lucilius>— 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtefie,  and  with  refped  enough, 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  Inftances, 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  Conference, 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  Friend,  cooling ;  ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  Love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  Ceremony. 
There  are  no  Tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  Faith ; 
But  hollow  Men,  like  Horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  fhew,  and  promife  of  their  Mettle,^ 

[Low  March  within: 
But  when  they  mould  endure  the  bloody  Spur, 

They  fall  their  Creft,  and  like  deceitful  Jades, 

Sink  in  the  Trial.     Comes  his  Army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  Night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter 'd ; 
The  greater  part,  the  Horfe  in  general, 
Are  come  with  Caffius. 

Enter  Caffius  and  Soldiers. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  ; 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Caf.  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  !  fpeak  the  word  along* 

Within.  Stand  J 

Within.  Stand  ! 

Wtthin.  Stand/ 


Caf 
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Caf  Moft  Noble  Brother  I  you  have  done  me  wrong. 
Bru.  Judge  me,  you  Gods  !  wrong  I  mine  Enemies  * 
And  if  not  fo,  how  Ihould  I  wrong  a  Brother  ? 

Caf.  Brutus,  this  fober  form  of  yours,  hides  wrongs, 

And  when  you  do  them 

Bru.  Coffins,  be  content, 
Speak  your  Griefs  foftly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  Eyes  of  both  our  Armies  here, 
('Which  ihould  perceive  nothing  but  Love  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.     Bid  them  move  away; 
Then  in  my  Tent  Coffins  enlarge  your  Griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  Audience. 

Caf.  Pmdarust 
Bid  our  Commanders  lead  their  Charges  off 
A  little  from  this  Ground. 

Bru*  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like,  and  let  no  Man 
Come  to  our  Tent,  'till  we  have  done  our  Conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  Door.  [Exeunt* 

Manent  Brutus  and  Caffius. 
Caf  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear  in  this, 
You  have  condemn'd,  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  Bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  Letter  praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  Man,  was  flighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fucha  cafe. 
Caf  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet, 
That  every  nice  Offence  fhould  bear  his  Comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Caffius,  you  your  felf 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  Palm, 
To  fell,  and  mart  your  Offices  for  Gold 
To  Undefervers. 

Caf  Ay,  an  itching  Palm .? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeaks  this^ 
Or  by  the  Gods,  this  Speech  were  elfe  your  lair. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Caffius  honours  this  Corruption^ 
And  Chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  Head. 

Caf  Chaftifement! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  Ides  of  March  remember ; 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  Juftice  fake? 
What  Villain  touch'd  his  Body,  that  did  flab. 

And 
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And  not  for  Juftice?  What,  (hall  one  of  Us, 
That  ftruck  the  foremoft  Man  of  all  this  World, 
But  for  fupporting  Robbers,  (hall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  Fingers  with  bafe  Bribes? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  Honours 
For  fo  much  trafh,  as  may  be  grafped  thus?-  ' 

I  had  rather  be  a  Dog,  and  bait  the  Moon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Caf  Brutus,  bait  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it ;  you  forget  your  felf, 
To  hedge  me  in,  I  am  a  Soldier,  J, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  your  felf 
To  make  Conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to  j  you  are  not  CaJJius. 

Caf  I  am. 

Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Caf  Urge  me  no  more,  I  ill  all  forget  my  felf 

Have  mind  upon  your  Health — Tempt  me  no  farther. 

Bru.  Away,  flight  Man. 

Caf.  Is'tpoffible?— 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way,  and  room  to  your  rafti  Choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  mad  Man  (lares  ? 

Caf.  O  ye  Gods  f  ye  Gods !  muft  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.  All  this !  Ay  more.     Fret  'till  your  proud  Heartbreak, 
Go  (hew  your  Slaves  how  Cholerick  you  are, 
And  make  your  Bondmen  tremble.    Muft  I  budge? 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  Muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  Humour?  By  the  Gods 
You  (hall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  Spleen, 
Tho'  it  do  fplit  you.     For  from  this  Day  forth, 
I'll  ufe  you  for  my  Mirth,  yea  for  my  Laughter, 
When  you  ar€  wafpiih. 

Caf  Is  it  come  to  this? 

Bru*  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  Soldier  ; 
Let  it  appear  fo  ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  fhall  pleafe  me  well.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  (hall  be  glad  to  learn  of  Noblemen. 

Caf  You  wrong  me  every  way — You  wrong  me$  Brutut  \ 
I  faid,  an  Elder  Soldier,  not  a  Better. 

Did 
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Did  I  fay  better? ~ 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cafi  When  Cefar  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov'd  me* 

Bru.  Peace,  peace,  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him, 

Caf.  I  durft  not  I— 

Bru.  No. 

Cap  What?  durft  not  tempt  him! 


Bru.  For  your  Life  you  durft  not. 
Cap  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  Love, 
I  may  do  that  I  ill  all  be  forry  for. 

Brtu  You  have  done  that  you  fhould  be  forry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Caffius,  in  your  Threats. 
For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  Honefty, 
That  they  pafs  by  me>  as  the  idle  Wind, 
Which  I  refped  not.     I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  Sums  of  Gold,  which  you  deny'd  me; 
For  I  can  raife  no  Mony  by  vile  means, 
By  Heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  Heart, 
And  drop  my  Blood  for  Drachma's,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  Hands  of  Peafants,  their  vile  trafti 
By  any  Indirection.     I  did  fend 
To  you  for  Gold  to  pay  my  Legions, 
Which  you  deny'd  me;  was  that  done  like  Coffins  ? 
Should  I  have  anfwer'd  Cains  Coffins  fo  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 
To  lock  fuch  Rafcal  Counters  from  his  Friends> 
Be  ready  Gods  with  all  your  Thunder-bolts, 
Dafh  him  to  pieces. 

Cap  I  deny'd  you  not, 

Bru.  Ycu  did. 

Cap  I  did  not He  was  but  a  Pool 

That  brought  my  anfwer  back Brutus  hath  riv*d  my  HearrJ 

A  Friend  fhould  bear  his  Friend's  Infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not  'till  you  pra£tife  them  on  me* 

Cap  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  Faults, 

Cap.  A  friendly  Eye  could  never  fee  fuch  FaultSi 

Bru.  A  Flatterer's  would  not>  tho*  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Caf. 
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Caf  Come,  Antony  and  young  Ottavius  come, 
Revenge  your  felves  alone  on  Coffins, 
For  Coffins  is  a  weary  of  the  World ; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves,  brav'd  by  his  Brother, 
Check'd  like  a  Bondman,  all  his  Faults  obfertf'd, 
Set  in  a  Note- Book,  learned,  and  conn'd  by  rote^ 
To  caft  into  my  Teeth.    O  I  could  weep 
My  Spirit  from  mine  Eyes !  There  is  my  Dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  Breaft.  —  Within,  a  Heart 
Dearer  than  Pluto's  Mine,  richer  than  Gold ; 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  Roman,  take  it  forth. 
I  that  deny'd  thee  Gold,  will  give  my  Heart ; 
Strike  as  thou  didft  at  Cefar,  for  I  know, 
When  thou  didft  hate  him  woriT,  thou  lov'dft  him better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dft  Coffins. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  Dagger  ; 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhallhavefcopei 
Do  what  you  will,  Dishonour  fliall  be  Humour. 
O,  Coffins,  you  are  yoaked  with  a  Lamb, 
That  carries  Anger  as  the  Flint  bears  Fire, 
Who  much  inforced,  (hews  a  hafty  fpark, 
And  ftraight  is  cold  again, 

Caf  Hath  Coffins  liv'd 
To  be  but  Mirth  and  Laughter  to  his  Brutus] 
When  Grief  and  Blood  ill-temper'd,  vexeth  him? 

Bru.  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too.'       ■  ..,.,., 

Caf  Doyouconfefsfomuch?  Give  me  your  hand, 

Brn.  And  my  Heart  too.  {Embracing^ 

Caf  O  Brntns  ! 

Brn.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Caf  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me^ 
When  that  ra(h  Humour  which  my  Mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Brn.  Yes,  Coffins,  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  Mother  chide?,  and  leave  you  Co. 
Enter  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  and  a  Poet. 

Poet.  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals, 
There  is  fome  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone* 

Vol.  V.  P  Luc. 
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Luc.  You  (hall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  Nothing  but  Death  (hall  ft  ay  me. 

Caf.  How  now?  What's  the  matter  ? 

Poet.  For  (hame  you  Generals  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love,  and  be  Friends,  as  two  fuch  Men  (hould  be, 
For  I  have  feen  more  Years  I'm  fure  than  ye. 

Caf  Ha,  ha — how  vilely  doth  this  Cynick  rhime! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  Sirrah;  fawcy  Fellow, hence. 

Caf.  Bear  with  him,  Brutqs,  'tis  his  faftiion. 

Bm.  I'll  know  his  Humour,  when  he  knows  his  Time; 
What  (hould  the  Wars  do  with  thefe  jigging  Fools? 
Companion,  hence. 

Caf.  Away,  away,  be  gone.  [Exit  Poet* 

Bru.  Lttcilitis  and  Titinius,  bid  the  Commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  Companies  to  Night. 

Caf  And  come  your  felves,  and  bring  Mejfala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us.  [Exeunt  Lucilius  and  Titinius. 

Bru.  Lucius,  a  Bowl  of  Wine. 

Caf.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  fo  angry. 

Bru,  O  CaJJluSy  I  am  fickof  many  Griefs. 

Caf.  Of  your  PhiJofophy  you  make  no  ufe, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  Evils. 

Bru.  No  Man  bears  Sorrow  better-  -Portia  is  dead. 

Caf  Ha!  Portia  ! . 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Caf  How  fcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  croft  you  fo? 
O  infupportable  and  touching  Lofs! 
Upon  what  Sicknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence ; 
And  Grief,  that  young  Ottavius  with  Mark  Antony, 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong:  For  with  her  Death 
That  tydings  came.     With  this  (he  fell  diftraft, 
And  (her  Attendants  abfent)  fwallow'd  Fire. 

Caf  And  dy'd  fo  ? 

Bru.  Even  fo. 

Caf  O  ye  immortal  Gods! 

Enter  Boy  with  Wine  and  Tapers, 
Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her  :  Give  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine. 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,  CaJJius.  [Drinks. 

Caf 
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Caf  My  Heart  is  thirfty  for  that  noble  Pledge, 
Fill,  Lucius,  'till  the  Wine  o'er-fwell  the  Cup; 
I  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Bruttts's  Love. 
Enter  Titinius,  and  MelTala. 

Brti.'  Come  in,  Titinins ;  welcome,  good  Mejfala  : 
Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  Taper  here, 
And  call  in  queftion  our  Necellities. 

Caf  Portia  I  art  thou  gone? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 
Mejfala,  I  have  here  received  Letters, 
That  young  Ottavins,  and  Mark.  Antony 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power, 
Bending  their  Expedition  toward  Pkilippi. 

Mef.  My  felf  have  Letters  of  the  felf-fame  tenure." 

Brn.  With  what  Addition  ? 

Mef.  That  by  Profcription,  and  Bills  of  Outlawry, 
OttaviuS)  Antony  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  Death  an  hundred  Senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  Letters  do  not  well  agree; 
Mine  fpeak  of  feventy  Senators,  that  dy'd 
By  their  Profcriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Caf.  Cicero  one? 

Mef.  Cicero  is  dead ;  and  by  that  Order  of  Profcription^ 
Had  you  your  Letters  from  your  Wife,  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  No,  Mejfala. 

Mef.  Nor  nothing  in  your  Letters  writ  of  her? 

Br/4.  Nothing,  Mejfala. 

Mef.  That,  methinks,  is  ft  range. 

2?r/#.  Why  ask  you  ?  hear  you  ought  of  her,  in  yours? 

Mef.  No,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mef.  Then  like  a  Roman,  bear  the  Truth  I  tell, 
For  certain  (he  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru.  Why, farewel,  Portia — we  muft die,  Meffala, 
With  meditating  that  ihe  muft  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mef.  Even  fo  great  Men,  great  LofTes  mould  endure* 

Caf.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  Art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  Nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 
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Brn.  Well,  to  our  Work  alive.  What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  prefently. 
Caf  I  do  not  think  it  good. 
Brn.  Your  Reafon  ? 
Caf  This  it  is : 
*Tis  better  that  the  Enemy  feek  us, 
So  (hall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  Soldiers, 
Doing  himfelf  Offence,  whilft  we  lying  (till, 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence  and  nimblenefs. 

Brn.  Good  Reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better. 
The  People  'twixt  Philippe  and  this  Ground, 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc'd  AfFe&ion  ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  Contribution. 
The  Enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  fhall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  refrefht,  new  added,  and  encourag'd  ; 
From  which  Advantage  (hall  we  cut  him  off, 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  People  at  our  back. 

Caf.  Hear  me,  good  Brother 

Bru,  Under  your  Pardon.  You  muft  note  be  fide. 
That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  Friends; 
Our  Legions  are  brim  full,  our  Caufe  is  ripe, 
The  Enemy  encreafeth  every  Day, 
We  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  Tide  in  the  Affairs  of  Men, 
Which  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  Fortune  ; 
Omitted,  all  the  Voyage  of  their  Life, 
Is  bound  in  Shallows,  and  in  Miferies. 
On  fuch  a  full  Sea,  are  we  now  a-float, 
And  we  muft  take  the  Current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  lofe  our  Ventures, 

Caf  Then  with  your  will  go  on;  we  will  along 
Our  felves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi, 

Brn.  The  deep  of  Night  is  crept  upon  our  Talk, 
And  Nature  muft  obey  Neceffity, 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  Reft; 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Caf.  No  more;  good  Night; 

Early  to  Morrow  will  we  riff;  and  hence. 

Mmtr 
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Enter  Lucius^ 

Bru>  Lucius,  my  Gown ;  farcweJ,  good  AfeJJala, 
Good  Night,  Tttiniusi  Noble,  Noble  Caffius, 
Good  Night,  and  good  Repofe. 

Caf.  O  my  dear  Brother  ! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  Night, 
Never  came  fuch  Divifion  'tween  our  Souls; 
Let  it  not,  Brutus* 

Enter  Lucius  with  the  Gown, 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Caf.  Good  Night,  my  Lord, 

Bru.  Good   Night,  good  Brother. 

Tit.  Mefla.  Good  Night,  Lord  Brutus  ! 

Bru.  Farewel,  every  one.  [Exeunt, 

Give  me  the  Gown.  Where  is  thy  Inftrument  ? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  Tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  fpeakeft  drowfily  ? 
Poor  Knave,  I  blame  thee  not,  thou  art  o'er- watch'd, 
Call  Claudius,  and  fome  other  of  my  Men, 
I'll  have  them  deep  on  Cuihionsin  my  Tent. 

Luc.  Vkrro  and  Claudius. 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 

Far.  Calls  my  Lord  f 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  Sirs,  lye  in  my  Tent,  and  deep, 
It  may  be,  I  mail  raife  you  by  and  by, 
On  Bufinefs  to  my  Brother  Caffius. 
•    Par.  So  pleafeyou,  we  willftand,  and  watch  your  Pleafure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  itfo;  lye  down,  good  Sirs, 
It  may  be  I  ftiall  otherwife  bethink  me. 
Look  Lucius,  here's  the  Book  I  fought  for  fo; 
I  put  in  the  Pocket  of  my  Gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  Lordfhipdid  not  give  it  mej 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  Boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  Eyes  a  while, 
And  touch  thy  Inftrument,  a  ftrainor  two? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  Lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  Boy  ; 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing^ 

Luc.  It  is  my  Duty,  Sir. 

Bru.  I  lhould  not  urge  thy  Duty  paft  thy  Might, 
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I  know  young  Bloods  look  for  a  time  of  Reft. 
Luc.  I  have  flept,  my  Lord,  already, 
Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  fhalt  fleep  again; 

I  will  not  hold  thee  long.     If  I  do  live, 

I  will  be  good  to  thee. 

This  is  a  fleepy  Tune O  murderous  (lumber! 

Lay'ft  thou  thy  Leaden  Mace  upon  my  Boy, 
That  play s  thee  Mufick?  Gentle  Knave,  good  Night; 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break'ft  thy  Inftrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee,  and,  good  Boy,  good  Night* 
Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee?  is  not  the  Leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

[He  Jits  down  to  read, 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Caefar. 
How  ill  this  Taper  burns !  Ha !  Who  comes  here? 
I  think  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  Eyes, 
That  fhapes  this  monftrous  Apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me ;  Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  Angel,  or  fome  Devil, 
That  mak'ft  my  Blood  cold,  and  my  Hair  to  ftare  t 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art  ? 

Ghofi.  Thy  evil  Spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

Ghofi.  To  tell  thee  thou  (halt  fee  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Well then  I  fhall  fee  thee  again 

Ghofi.  Ay,  at  Philippi.  [Exit  Ghofi. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then; 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanifheft, 
111  Spirit ;  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy  I  Lucius!  Varro  !  Claudius !  Sirs !  awake ! 
Claudius  I 

Luc.  The  firings,  my  Lord,  are  falfe. 

Bru.  He  thinks  he  is  ftill  at  his  Inftrument. 
Lucius  I  awake. 

Luc.  My  Lord  I 

Bru.   Didft  thou  dream,   Lucius,    that   thou  fo  criedfi: 
out? 

Luc.  My  Lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru. 
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Fru.  Yes,  that  thou  didft ;  didft  thou  fee  any  thing  * 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Br h^  Sleep  again,  Lucius;  Sirrah,  Claudius^  Fellow  I 
Thou !  awake, 

Vor.  My  Lord  ! 

Clan.  My  Lord ! 

Br u.  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out,  Sirs,  in  your  fleep* 

Both.  Did  we,  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  faw  you  any  thing? 

Far.  No,  my  Lord,  I  faw  nothing. 

CUff.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  Brother  Coffins ; 
Bid  him  fet  on  his  Powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both.   It  (hall  be  done,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE   the  Fields  of  Philippi,  with  the  twe 

Camps, 

Enter  O&avius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Otto.  ,^T  O  W,  Antony  our  hopes  are  anfwered, 

xN   You  faid  the  Enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  Hills  and  upper  Regions ; 
It  proves  not  fo  ;  their  Battels  are  at  hand, 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Anfwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut  I  am  in  their  Bofoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it ;  they  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  Places,  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery  ;  thinking  by  this  Face 
To  fatten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  Courages 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mcffenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you  Generals, 
The  Enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  mew ; 
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Their  bloody  Sign  of  Battel  is  hung  out, 
And  fomething  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Oclavius^  lead  your  Battel  foftly  on 
Upon  the  left  Hand  of  the  even  Field. 

Ocla.  Upon  the  right  Hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Ocla.  I  do  not  crofs  you ;  but  I  will  do  fo.  [March* 

Brum.     Enter  Brutus,  Cailius,  and  their  Arm)* 
Bru.  They  ftand,  and  would  have  Parley. 
Caf.  Stand  faft,  Titinius^  we  mult  out  and  talk. 
Ocla.  Marl^  Antony ■,  fhall  we  give  fign  of  Battel? 
Ant.  No,  Gefar,  we  will  anfwer  on  their  Charge. 
Make  forth,  the  Generals  would  have  fome  Words. 
Ocla.  Stir  not  until  the  Signal. 
Bru.  Words  before  Blows:  is  it  fo,  Countrymen  ? 
Ocla.  Not  that  we  love  Words  better,  as  you  do. 
Bru.  Good  Words  are  better  than  bad  Strokes,  Otlavius. 
Am.  In  your  bad  Strokes,  Brutus^  you  give  good  Words* 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Gefar's  Hearta 
Crying,  Long  live,  hail  Gefar. 

Caf.  Antony , 
The  pofture  of  your  Blows  are  yet  unknown  j 
But  for  your  Words,  they  rob  the  Hibla  Bees, 
And  leave  them  Honey-lefs. 
Ant.  Not  ftringlefs  too. 
Bru.  O  yes,  and  foundlefs  too  ; 
For  you  have  ftoln  their  buzzing,  Antony^ 
And  very  wifely  threat  before  you  fting. 

Ant.  Villains/  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  Daggers 
Hack  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Cafar. 
You  fliew'd  your  Teeth  like  Apes,  and  fawn'd  like  Hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  Bond-men,  kiffing  C<efar$  Feet ; 
Whilft  damned  Caska,    'ike  a  Cur,  behind 
Struck  Gefar  on  the  Neck.    O  you  Flatterers} 

Caf  Flatterers  !  Now  Brutus  thank  your  fdf ; 
This  Tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to  day, 
If  CaJJius  might  have  rul'd. 

Olia't  Come,  come,  the  Caufe.  If  arguing  make  us  fwet* 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  Drops. 
33£hold3 1  draw  a  Sword  againft  Confpirators, 

When 
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When  think  you  that  the  Sword  goes  up  again  ? 
Never  'till  Gefar*s  three  and  thirty  Wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  'till  another  Qefar 
Have  added  Slaughter  to  the  Sword  of  Tirators. 

Bru.  Cafar,  thou  canft  not  dye  by  Traitors  Hands* 
Unlefs  thou  bringlt  them  with  thee. 

Ofta.  So  I  hope  ; 
I  was  not  born  to  dye  on  Brutus  Sword. 

Bru.  O  if  thou  wert  the  nobleft  of  thy  ftrain, 
Young  Man,  thou  couldft  not  dye  more  Honourable. 

Caf.  A  peevifh  School-boy,  worthlefs  of  fuch  Honour, 
Joind  with  a  Masker  and  a  Reveller, 

Ant.  Old  Caffius  ftilJ. 

OB  a.  Come,  Antony  away  ; 
Defiance,  Traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  Teeth, 
If  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  Field, 
If  not,  when  you  have  Stomachs. 

[Exit  O&avius,  Antony,  and  Army* 

Caf  Why  now  blow  Wind,  fwell  Billow,  and  fwim  Bark; 
LThe  Storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  Hazard. 

Bru,  Ho,  Lucilius, hark  a  word  with  you. 

[Lucilius  and  MefTala  ft 'and  forth. 

Luc.  My  Lord.  [Brutus  /peaks  apart  to  Lucilius. 

Cafl  Mejfala, 

Mef.  What  fays  my  General  ? 

Caf.  Meffalay  this  is  my  Birth-Day ;  as  this  very  Day 
Was  Coffins  born.    Give  me  thy  Hand,  Meffala  \ 
Be  thou  my  Witnefs,  that  againft  my  will, 
As  Vompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  fet 
Upon  one  Battel  all  our  Liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
And  his  Opinion  ;  now  I  change  my  Mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  foremoft  Enfigni 
Two  mighty  Eagles  fell,  and  there  they  pearch'd, 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Soldiers  Hands, 
Who  to  Philippi  here  conforted  us ; 
This  Morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone, 
And  in  their  fl^ads,  do  Ravens,  Crows  and  Kites, 
]My  o'er  our  pleads,  and  downward  look  on  us 

As 
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As  we  were  fickly  Prey;  their  (hadows  feem 

A  Canopy  mod  fatal,  under  which 

Our  Army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  Ghofh 

Mef.  Believe  not  fo. 

Caf.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 
For  I  am  frefli  of  Spirit,  and  refolv'd 
To  meet  all  Peril,  very  conftantly. 
-  Bruf  Even  fo,  Luc  thus. 

Caf.  Now  mod  Noble  Brutus, 
The  Gods  to  Day  ftand  friendly ;  that  we  may 
Lovers  in  Peace,  lead  on  our  Days  to  Age, 
But  fince  the  Affairs  of  Men  reft  ftill  incertain. 
Let's  reafon  with  the  word  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  Battel,  then  is  this 
The  very  laft  time  we  (hall  fpeak  together.? 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  Philofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  Catey  for  the  Death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf,  I  know  nor  how ; 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly,  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  Life,  arming  my  felf  with  patience. 
To  (lay  the  Providence  of  fome  high  Powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Caf.  Then  if  we  lofe  this  Battel, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph, 
Through  the  Streets  of  Rime. 

Bru.  No,  Cajfius,  no ;  think  not  thou,  Noble  Romms 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome, 
He  bears  too  great  a  Mind.     But  this  fame  Day 
Muft  end  that  Work,  that  Ides  of  March  begun. 
And  whether  we  (hall  meet  again,  I  know  not ; 
Therefore  our  everlafting  farewel  take; 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel,  Cajfius; 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  (hall  fmile, 
If  not,  why  then,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Caf  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel,  Brutus; 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 
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Bru.  Why  then  lead  on.     O  that  a  Man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  Day's  Bufinefs,  e'er  it  come  ; 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  Day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known.     Come  ho,  away.       [Exeunt. 
Alarum.     Enter  Brutus  and  MeiTala.j 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Mejfala,  ride  and  give  thefe  Bills 
Unto  the  Legions,  on  the  other  fide.  [Loud  Alarum. 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  Ottavio's  Wing  ; 
And  fudden  pufh  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Mcjfala,  let  them  all  come  down.  [Exeunt. 

Alarums.  Enter  Caflius  *W  Titinius. 

Caf.  O  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  Villains  fly ! 
My  felt  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  Enemy; 
This  Enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  Coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  Cajjius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early, 
Who  having  ibme  advantage  on  Ottavius 
Took  it  too  eagerly ;  his  Soldiers  fell  to  fpoii, 
Whilft  we  by  Antony  are  all  inclos'd. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pind.  Fly  further  off  my  Lord,  fly  further  off, 
Mark^  Antony  is  in  your  Tents,  my  Lord  ; 
Fly  therefore,  Noble  Cajfius,  fly  far  off. 

Caf.  This  Hill  is  far  enough.  Look,  look,  Titinius, 
Are  thofe  my  Tents  where  I  perceive  the  Fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  Lord. 

Csf.  Titinius,  if  thou  loveft  me, 
Mount  thou  my  Hoife,  and  hide  thy  Spurs  in  him, 
'Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  Troops, 
And  here  again,  that  I  may  reft  aflur'd, 
Whether  yond  Troops  are  Friend  or  Enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.         [Exit* 

Caf.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  thither  on  that  Hill, 
My  fight  was  ever  thick;  regard  Tttinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'ft  about  the  Field. 
This  Day  I  breathed  firft,  time  is  come  round, 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  (hall  I  end, 
My  Life  is  run  his  Compafs.     Sirrah,  what  News? 

Pind. 
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Pind.  abevc.  O,  my  Lord  ! 

Caf.  What  News  ? 

Pind.  Titinius  is  enclofed  round  about 
With  Horferaen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  Spur^ 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.   Now  they  are  almoft  on  him ; 

Now  Titinius !  Now  fome  Light O  he  lights  too 

He's  ta'en  ■  [Shut. 

And  hark,  they  ftiout  for  Joy.' 

Caf.  Come  down,  behold  no  more ; 
O  Coward  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long, 
To  fee  my  beft  Friend  ta'en  before  my  Face  I 

Enter  Pindarus. 
Come  hither  Sirrah  ;   in  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  Prifoner, 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  thy  Life, 
That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  fhouldft  attempt  it.   Come  now,  keep  thine  Oath> 
Now  be  a  Freeman,  and  with  this  good  Sword 
That  ran  through  Gefar's  Bowels,  fearch  this  Bofom. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer;  here,  take  thou  the  Hilts, 
And  when  my  Face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 
Guide  thou  the  Sword  ■  Cefar  thou  art  reveng'd, 

Even  with  the  Sword  that  kilPdthee.  [Kills  him. 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free,  yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durfl:  I  have  done  my  Will*  O  CaJJius, 
Far  from  this  Country  Pindarus  (hall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  (hall  take  Note  of  him.  \E%iu 

Enter  Titinius,  and  MefTala. 

Mef.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius  \  for  Oftavius 
Is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus  Power, 
As  CaJJius  Legions  are  by  u4ntony. 

Tit.  Thefe  Tidings  will  well  comfort  CaJJius. 

Mef.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  difconfolate, 
With  Pindarus  his  Bondman,  on  this  Hill. 

Mef  Is  not  that  he  that  lyes  upon  the  Ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lyes  net  like  the  Living.     O  my  Heart  I 

Mef.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Mejfala, 
But  CaJJius  is  no  more.    O  fetting  Sun  1 
As  in  thy  red  Rays  thou  doft  fink  to  Night, 

Sm 


Julius  Csefar.  225)3 

So  in  his  red  Blood  Coffins  Day  is  fet; 

The  Son  of  Rome  is  fet.     Our  Day  is  gone, 

Clouds,  Dews,  and  Dangers  come  ;  our  Deeds  are  done  ; 

Miftruft  of  my  Succefs  hath  done  this  Deed. 

Mef.  Miftrufl  of  good  Succefs  hath  done  this  Deed. 
O  hateful  Error,  Melancholy's  Child ! 
Why  doft  thou  ihew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  Men> 
The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  Error  foon  conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  Birth, 
But  kiirft  the  Mother  that  engendred  thee. 

Tit.  What  Pindarus^  Where  art  thou,  Pindarus  f 
Mef.  Seek  him,  Titinins,  whilft  I  go  to  meet 
The  Noble  Brutus,  thrufting  this  report 
Into  his  Ears;  I  may  fay,  thrufting  it; 
For  piercing  Steel,  and  Darts  invenomed 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  Ears  of  Brutus, 
As  tydings  of  this  fight. 

Tit,  Hye  you,  Mejfala, 
And  I  will  feek  for  Pindarus  the  while. 
Why  didft  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Caffiusl 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  Friends,  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  Brows  this  wreath  of  Victory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee?  Didft  thou  not  hear  their  Shouts? 
Alas,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  Garland  on  thy  Brow. 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.     Brutus  come  apace, 
And  fee  how  I  regarded  Cains  Coffins. 

By  your  leave,  Gods This  is  a  Romans  part, 

[Stabs  himfelf. 
Come  Coffins  Sword,  and  find  Titinins  Heart.  [Dies. 

Alarum.  Enter  Brutus,  Meffala,  young  Cato,  Strato,  Vc- 

lumnius,  and  Lucilius. 
Bru.  Where,  where,  Meffala,  doth  his  Body  lye  ? 
Mef.  Lo  yonder,  and  Titinins  mourning  it. 
Bru.  Titinins  Face  is  upward. 
Cato*  He  is  (lain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Gefar,  thou  art  mighty  yet, 
Thy  Spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  Swords 
In  our  own  proper  Entrails*  [Low  Alarums, 

Cato. 


2  2  5>4  Julius  Csefar. 

Cato.  Brave  Titiniusl 
Look  where  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  CaJJtus. 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe  * 
Thou  laft  or  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well; 
It  is  impoffible  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  Fellow.  Friends,  I  owe  more  Tears 
To  this  dead  Man,  than  you  (hall  fee  me  pay. 
I  (hall  find  time,  CaJJius,  I  fhall  find  time- 
Come  therefore,  and  to  Tharfus  fend  his  Body, 
His  Funerals  (hall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 
Left  it  difcomfort  us.     Lucilius  come, 
And  come,  young  Cato,  let  us  to  the  Field, 
Labio  and  Fluvius,  fet  our  Battels  on ; 
'Tis  three  a  Clock,  and,  Romans,  yet  e'er  Night, 
We  (hall  try  Fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Brutus,  Meffala,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and 

Flavius. 
Bru.  Yet  Countrymen,  O  yet,  hold  up  your  Heads. 
Cato.  What  Baftard  doth  not  ?  who  will  go  with  me  ? 
I  will  proclaim  my  Name  about  the  Field. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 
A  Foe  to  Tyrants,  and  my  Country's  Friend. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho. 

Enter  Soldiers  and  fight, 
Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I. 
Brutus  my  Country's  Friend ;  know  me  for  Brutus. 
Luc.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down? 
Why  now  thou  dieft  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 
And  may 'ft  be  honour'd  being  Cato\  Son. 
Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 
Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die; 
There  is  fomuch,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight; 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  Death. 
Sold.  We  muft  not ;  a  Noble  Prifoner. 

Enter  Antony. 
2  Sold.  Room  ho  /  tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'em 
i  Sold.  Ill  tell  thee  News,  here  comes  the  General, 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 
Luc.  Safe  Antony,  Brutus  is  fafe  enough. 


Julius  Cxfar.  119$ 

I  dare  afTure  thee,  that  no  Enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  Noble  Brutus: 
The  Gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  fhame, 
When  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  Friend,  but  I  affaire  you, 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  ;  keep  this  Man  fafe. 
Give  him  all  kindnefs.     I  had  rather  have 
Such  Men  my  Friends,  than  Enemies.     Go  on, 
And  fee  where  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead, 
And  bring  us  word  unto  Ottaviw  Tent, 
How  every  thing  is  chane'd.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and  Volumnius. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  Friends,  reft  on  this  Rock. 

CU.  Statillius  fhew'd  the  Torch-light,  but,  my  Lord, 
He  came  not  back,  he  is,  or  ta'en,  or  (lain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  ;  (laying  is  the  word, 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafliion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus [Jfhijpering. 

Cli.  What  I,  my  Lord?  No,  not  for  all  the  World. 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words, 

Cli.  I'll  rather  kill  my  felf. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Bardanius 

Bar.  Shall  I  do  fuch  a  Deed? 

Cli.  O  Dardanius  I 

Bar.  O  Clitus  I 

Cli.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Bar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus;  look  he  meditates. 

Cli.  Now  is  that  Noble  Veffel  full  of  Grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  Eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius,  lift  a  word. 

Vol.  What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  Why  this,  Volumnius; 
The  Ghoft  of  Cafar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  Night;  at  Sardis,  once  ; 
And  this  laft  Night,  here  in  Philip fi-Field*. 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnius, 
Thou  feeft  the  World,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes, 
Our  Enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  Pit:  [Low  Alarum* 

It 
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it  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  our  felves, 
Than   tarry  'till  they  pufh  us.     Good  Foluminus> 
Thou  knoweft  that  we  two  went  to  School  together; 
Even  for  that,  our  love  of  old,  I  prethee 
Hold  thou  my  Sword's  Hilt,  while  I  run  on  it. 

Vol.  That's  not  an  Office  for  a  Friend,  my  Lord. 

[Alarum  fiill. 

CIL  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord,  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Farewel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you,  Folumnius. 
Strato,  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep; 
Farewel  to  thee,  to  Strato,  Countrymen  ; 
My  Heart  doth  Joy,  that  yet  in  all  my  Life, 
I  found  no  Man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  ihall  have  Glory  by  this  lofing  Day, 
More  than  Ottavius  and  Mark^  Antony 
By  this  vile  Conqueft  ihall  attain- unto. 
So  fare  you  well  at  once,  for  Brutus  Tongue 
Hath  almoft  ended  his  Life's  Hiftory. 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  Eyes,  my  Bones  would  reft, 
That  have  but  labour'd,  to  attain  this  Hour. 

{Alarum.  Cry  within^  Flj>  fly>  fij* 

Cli.  Fly,  my  Lord,  fly  — - 

Bru.  Hence;  I  will  follow; 
I  prethee,  Strato,  ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord, 
1f  hou  art  a  Fellow  of  a  good  refped: ; 
Thy  Life  hath  had  fome  fmatch  of  Honour  in  it. 
Hold  then  my  Sword,  and  turn  away  thy  Face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.   Wilt  thou,  Strato? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  Hand  firft.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 

Bru*  Farewel,  good  Strato— -Cafar,  now  be  ftili, 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  Will. 

[He  runs  on  his  Sword  and  dies* 
Alarum.  Retreat.   Enter  Antony,  O&avius,   Meflala,   Lu- 

cilius,  and  the  Army. 

Otta.  What  Man  is  that  ? 

Mef.  My  Matter's  Man.    Strato^  where  is  thy  Matter? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  Bondage  you  are  in,  Mejfala ; 
The  Conquerors  can  but  make  a  Fire  of  him : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf, 
And  no  Man  elfe  hath  Honour  by  his  Death, 

Luc* 


Julius  Ca?for.  1197 

Luc.  So  Brutus  fhould  be  found,    I  thank  thee,  Brutus, 
That  thou  haft  proved  Lucillius  faying  true. 

Otta.  All  that  ferv'd  Brutus  I  will  entertain  them, 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Mejfala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Obla.  Do  fo,  good  Meffala. 

Mef.  How  died  my  Lord,  Strata  f 

Stra.  I  held  the  Sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mef.  Oclavius,  then    take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  lateft  Service  to  my  Matter. 

Anu  This  was  the  nobleft  Roman  o^ them  all; 
All  the  Confpirators  fave  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did,  in  envy  of  great  Cafar: 
He,   only  in  a  general  honeft  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  Life  was  gentle,  and  the  Elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that  Nature  might  ftand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  World ;  this  was  a   Man. 

Ofta.  According  to  his  Virtue,  let  us  ufe  him, 
With  all  refped,  and  rites  of  Burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  Bones  to  Night  fhall  lye, 
Moft  like  a  Soldier,  ordered  honourably. 
So  call  the  Field  to  reft,  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  Glories  of  this  happy  Day.      [Excuut  omnts* 
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MACBETH. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 


SCENE   *w  0p£w  JFfotf£. 
Thunder  and  Lightning.  Enter  three  Witches. 

i    WITCH. 
HEN  mall  we  three  meet  again  ? 
In  Thunder,  Lightning,  or  in  Rain  ? 

2  Wttch.  When  the  Hurly-burly 's  done, 
When   the  Battel's  loft  and  won. 

3  Vtf>d?.  That  will  be  e'er  the  fet  of  Sun. 
i  Witch.  Where  the  place  \ 

2  Wach.  Upon  the  Heath. 

3  Wttch.  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth, 
i  Wttch.  I  come,  GrayMalkin. 

Ail.  PadockcctWs  —  anon Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair. 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  Air. 

[They  rife  from  the  Stage,  andflj  awaj* 

SCENE    II.     A  Palace. 

Jzntcr  King,  Malcolme,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  with  Attendants, 
meeting  a  bleeding  Captain. 

King*  What  bloody  Man  is  that  .?  He  can  report^ 
As  feemeth  by  his  Plight,  of  the  Revolt 
The  neweft  State. 

Q.S  Mai. 
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MaL  This  is  the  Serjeant, 
Who  like  a  good  and  hardy  Soldier  fought 
,'Gainft  my  Captivity  ;  Hail,  hail,  brave  Friend  ! 
Say  to  the  King,  the  Knowledge  of  the  broil, 
As  thou  didfr  leave  it. 

Cap.  Doubtful  it  ftood  ; 
As  two  fpent  Swimmers,  that  do  cling  together, 
And  choak  their  Art :    The  mercilefs  Macdonnel 
("Worthy  to  be  a   Rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  Villanies  of  Nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  Weftern  Ifles 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallow-glaffes  is  fupply'd^ 
And  Fortune  on  his  damned  Quarry  fmiling, 
Shew'd  like  a  Rebels  Whore.   But  all's  too  weak; 
For  brave  Macbeth,  well  he  defervcs  that  Name, 
Di/daining  Fortune,  with  his  brandiirtt  Steel, 
Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  Execution, 
Like  Valours  Minionx  carv'd  out  his  Paflage, 
'Till  he  facM  the  Slave ; 

Which  never  fhook  Hands,  nor  bid  farewelto  him* 
'Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  Nave  to  th*  Chops, 
And  fix'd  his  Head  upon  our  Battlements. 

King*  O  valiam  Coufin  !  worthy  Gentleman  ! 
Cap.  As  whence  the  Sun  gins  his  Reflection, 
Ship  wracking  Storms  and  direful  Thunders  breaking; 
So  from  that  Spring,  whence  Comfort  feem'd  to  come, 
Difcomfort  fwells  .•  Mark,  King  of  Scotland*  mark; 
No  fooner  Juftice  had,  with  Valour  arm'd, 
Compeird  thefe  skipping  Kernes  totruft  their  Heels, 
But  the  Norweyan  Lord  furveying  Vantage, 
With  furbiflit  Arms  and  new  Supplies  of  Men, 
Began  a  frefti  affault. 

King.  Difmaid  not  this  our  Captains,  Macbeth  zndBanqu$  l 
Cap.  Yes,  as  Sparrows  Eagles; 
Or  the  Hare  the  Lion. 
If  I  fay  footh,  Imuft  report  they  were 
As  Cannons  overcharged  with  double  Cracks, 
So  they  doubly  redoubled  Stroaks  on  the  Foe : 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  Wounds^ 
Or  memorize  another  Qolmha^ 
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I  cannot  tell 

But  I  am  fainr,  my  Games  ery  for  help  — . 

King.  So  well  thy  Words  become  thee,  as  thy  Wound?; 
They  fmack  of  Honour  both  :  Go,  get  him  Surgeons. 

Enter  Roffe  and  Angus. 
Who  comes  here  t 

Mai.  The  worthy  Tloarie  of  Rojfe. 
Len.  What  hafte  look*,  through  his  Eyes  ? 
So  fliould  he  look,  that  feems  to  fpeak  things  ftrange* 
Roffe.  God  fave  the  King. 
King.  Whence  cam'ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  ? 
Rojfe.  From  Fife,  great  King, 
Where  the  Norweyan  Banners  flout  the  Sky, 
And  fan  our  People  Cold. 
Norway  himfelr",  with  terrible  Numbers, 
Affifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  Traitor, 
The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  difmal  Conflict 
'Till  that  Beiiona's  Bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  Self-comparifons, 
Point  againft  Point,  rebellious  Arm  'gainft  Arm," 
Curbing  his  lavifli  Spirit :  And  to  Conclude, 
The  Vi&ory  fell  on  us; 
King.  Great  Happinefs. 
Roffe.  That  now  Swenoy  the  Norway's  Kingi 
Craves  Compofition  : 

Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  Men^ 
5Tis  be  disburfcd,  at  St.  Colmes-hiU, 
Ten  thoufand  Dollars,  to  our  general  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  mall  deceive 
Our  bofom  Intereft.    Go,  pronounce  his  prefent  Death, 
And  with  his  former  Title,  greet  Macbeth. 
Rojfe.  I'll  fee  it  done. 

King.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won*        1 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE    III.    The  Heath. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches* 

1  Witch.  Where  haft  thou  been,  Sifter  \ 
z  Witch.  Killing  Swine. 

Q  ^  4  Witc* 
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3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  f 

1  Witch.  A  Sailor's  Wife  had  Cheftnuts  in  her  Lap, 
And  mounchr,  and  mounchr,  and  mouncht  ,• 
Give  me,  quoth  I. 

Aroint  thee,  Witch,  the  Rump-fed  Ronyon  cries. 
Her  Husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  Mafter  o'th'  Tiger : 
But  in  a  Sieve  I'll  thither  fail, 
And  like  a  Rat  without  a  Tail, 
I'll  do  « 111  do and  1*11  do. 

2  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  Wind, 

1  Witch.  TrYart  kind. 

I  Witch.  And  I  another. 

1  Witch.  I  my  felf  have  all  the  other, 
And  the  very  Ports  they  blow, 

All  the  Quarters  that  they  know, 
I'th'  Shipman's  Card. 
I'll  drain  him  dry  as  Hay  ; 
Sleep  ftiall  neither  Night  nor  Day, 
Hang  upon  his  Pent-houfe  Lid  ; 
He  mall  live  a  Man  forbid  ; 
Weary   Sev'nights,  nine  times  nine, 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine  : 
Though  his  Bark  cannot  be  loft, 
Yet  it  ihall  be  tempeft-toft. 
Look  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Shew  me,  fhew  me. 

1  Witch.  Here,  I  have  a  Pilot's  Thumb, 
Wrackt  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [Drum  within. 

3  Witch.  A  Drum,  a  Drum. 
Macbeth  doth  come. 

All.  The  weyward  Sifters,  Hand  in  Hand, 
Pofters  of  the  Sea  and  Lard. 
Thus  do  go  about,  about, 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace,  the  Charm's  wound  up. 
Enter  Macbeth  <*WBanquo,  with  Soldiers  and  other  Attendants. 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  Day  I  have  not  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  'Sorts  ? What  are  thefe  ? 

So  wither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire, 
That  look  not  like  th'  Inhabitants  o'th'  Earth, 

And 
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And  yet  are  on't  ?  Live  you,  or  are  you  ought 

That  Man  may  queftion  ?   You  feem  to  underftand  me, 

By  each  at  once  her  choppy  Finger  laying 

Upon  her  skinny  Lips.  You  mould  be  Women, 

And  yet  your  Beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo. 

Macb.  Speak  if  you   can  ;  what  are  you  ? 

1  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee.  Thane  of  GUmis ! 

2  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbethl  hail  to  thee,  Thane  of  Cawdor  ! 

3  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  that/halt  be  King  hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  feem  to  fear 

Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?  i'th'  name  of  Truth, 

Are  ye  fantaftical,  or  that  indeed  [To  the  Witches* 

Which  outwardly  ye  fhew  ?  my  noble  Partner, 

You  greet  with  prefent  Grace,  and  great  Prediction 

Of  noble  having,  and  of  Royal  hope, 

That  he  feems  wrapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  Seeds  of  Time, 

And  fay,  which  Grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 

Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear, 

Your  Favours,  nor  your  Hate. 

1  Wnch.  Hail  / 

2  Witch.  Hail  / 

3  Witch.  Hail  ! 

1  Wuch.  LelTer  than  Macbeth^  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witch.  Thou  fli  alt  get  Kings,  though  thou  be  none  ; 
So  all  hail  I  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

1  Witch.  Banqtto  and  Macbeth,  all  hail  I 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfect  Speakers,  tell  me  more ; 

By  Sinel's  Death  I  know  I  am  Thane  of  Glamis  ; 

But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives 

A  profperous  Gentleman  ;  and  to  be  King, 

Stands  not  within  the  profpeft  of  belief, 

No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.    Say  from  whence 

You  owe  this  ftrange  Intelligence  ?  or  why, 

Upon  this  blafted  Heath  you  flop  our  way, 

With  fuch  Prophetick  Greeting  f  ■■■ 

Speak,  I  charge  you.  [Witches  vanifhl 

Ban.  The  Earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  Water  has ; 

And  thefe  are  of  them  :  Whither  are  they  vaniih'd  ? 

Macb* 
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Mack  Into  the  Air  :  and  what  feem/d  corporal, 
Melted,  as  breath  into  the  Wind. 
Would  they  had  ftaid. 

Ban.  Were  fuch  things  Here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  J 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  Root, 
That  takes  the  Reafon  Prifoner  ? 

Mack  Your  Children  mall  be  Kings. 

Ban,  You  (hall  be  King. 

Mack  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too  ;  went  it  not  fo  ? 

Ban.  To  th*  fell -fame  tune,   and  words  j  who's  here  f 
Enter  Roffe  and  Angus. 

•  Cj  'it' 

Rojfe.  The  King  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbetht 
The  News  of  thy  Succefs;  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  Venture  in  the  Rebels  Fighr, 
His  Wonders  and  his  Praifes  do  contend, 
Which  mould  be  thine  or  his ;  Silenc'd  with  that; 
In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'th*  felf-fame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  Ranks, 
Nothing  afraid^  of  what  thy  felf  didft  make,' 
Strange  Images  of  Death ;  as  thick  as  Hail 
Came  Poft  with  Poft,  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  Praifes  in  his  Kingdom's  great  Defence^ 
Andpour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  We  are  fent, 
To  give  thee,  from  our  Royal  Matter,  thanks^ 
Only  to  Herald  thee  into  his  fight, 
Not  pay  thee. 

Rojfe.  And  for  an  earneft  of  a  greater  Honour^ 
He  bad  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor  i 
In  which  Addition,  hail,  molt  worthy  Thane  I 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Macb.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  ; 
Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrowed  Robes  ? 

Ang.  Who  was  the  Thane,  Hvesyet,  ) 

But  under  heavy  Judgment  bears  that  Life, 
Which  he  deferves  to  lofe. 
Whether  he  was  combin'd  with  thofe  of  Norwajl 
Or  elfe  did  line  the  Rebel  with  hidden  help, 
And  vantage;  or  that  with  both  he  laboured 
In  his  Country's  wrack,  I  know  not  t 

------  But 
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But  Trcafons  Capital,  confefs'd,  and  prov'd, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  GUmiSy  *nd  Thane  o£  Cawdor!  [Afidc. 

The  greateft  is  behind.     Thanks  for  your  pains.  [To  Angus. 
Do  you  not  hope  your  Children  {hall  be  Kings?  [TbBanquo. 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  to  me, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That  trufted  home, 
Might  yet  enkindle  you  into  the  Crown, 
Befides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  ftrange  .- 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  Inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  Truths, 
Win  us  with  honeft  Trifles,  to  betray's 
In  deepeft  Confequence. 
Coufins,  a  word,  I  pray  you.  [To  Rofle  and  AngusJ 

Macb.  Two  Truths  are  told,  [AJlde. 

As  happy  Prologues  to  the  fwelling  Ad 
Of  the  imperial  Theam.     I  thank  you,  Gentlemen- 
This  fupernatural  folliciting 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good  If  ill  \ 

Why  hath  it  given  me  earneft  of  Succefs, 
Commencing  in  a  Truth  ?  I  am  Thane  of  Cawdor. 
If  good?  Why  do  I  yield  to  that  Suggeftion, 
Whofe  horrid  Image  doth  unfix  my  Hair, 
And  make  my  feated  Heart  knock  at  my  Ribs, 
Againft  the  ufe  of  Nature?  Prefent  fears 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings : 
My  thought,  whofe  murther  yet  is  but  fantaftical, 
Shakes  fo  my  fingle  State  of  Man, 
That  Function  is  fmother'd  in  furmife, 
And  nothing  is,  but  what  is  not. 

Ban.  Look  how  our  Partner's  rapt. 

Macb.  If  Chance  will  haye  me  King,  why  chance  may 
crown  me  [AJtde. 

Without  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  Honours  come  upon  him, 
Like  our  ftrange  Garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould* 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Come  what  come  may, 
Time  and  the  Hour  runs  thro1  the  rougheft  Day. 

Ban* 
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Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth^  we  flay  upon  your  leifureJ 

Macb.  Give  me  your  Favour  : 
My  dull  Brain  was  wrought  with  things  forgotten. 
Kind  Gentlemen,  your  Pains  are  regiftred, 
Where  every  Day  I  turn  the  Leaf  to  read  them. 
Let  us  toward  the  King  ;  think  upon  [To  Banquo^ 

What  hath  chanc'd,  and  at  more  time, 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  Hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  Till  then  enough : 
Come,  Friends.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.   A  Palace. 

Flourijb.     Enter  King,    Malcolme,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  and 

Attendants.  * 

King.  Is  Execution  done  on  Cawdor  f 
Are  not  thofe  in  Commiflion  yet  return'd? 

MaU  My  Liege,  they  are  not  yet  come  back. 
But  I  have  fpoke  with  one  that  faw  him  die  : 
Who  did  report,  that  very  frankly  he 
Confefs'd  his  Treafons,  implor'd  your  Highnefs  pardon, 
And  fet  forth  a  deep  Repentance. 
Nothing  in  his  Life  became  him, 
Like  the  leaving  it.     He  dy'd, 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  his  Death, 
To  throw  away  the  deareft  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.  There's  no  Art, 
To  find  the  Mind's  Conftru&ion  in  the  Face: 
He  was  a  Gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolute  truft. 

Enter  Mackbeth,  Banquo,  Roffe,  and  Angus. 
O  worthieft  Coufin ! 
The  Sin  of  my  Ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.     Thou  art  fo  far  before, 
That  fwifteft  Wind  of  Recompence  is  flow, 
To  overtake  thee.    Would  thou  hadft  lefs  deferv'd, 

That 
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That  the  Proportion  both  of  Thanks  arid  Payment, 
Might  have  been  mine :  Only  I  have  left  to  fay, 
More  is  thy  due,  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  Service  and  the  Loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  it  felf. 
Your  Highnefs  part  is  to  receive  our  Duties; 
And  our  Duties  are  to  your  Throne  and  State, 
Children  and  Servants  ;  which  do  but  what  they  (hould, 
By  doing  every  thing  fafe  toward  your  Love 
And  Honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither  : 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.     Noble  Banqtto, 
That  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd,  and  muft  be  known, 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo  :  Let  me  enfold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to  my  Heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow, 
The  Harveft  is  your  own. 

King.  My  plenteous  Joys, 
Wanton  in  fulnefs,  fcek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  Sorrow.     Sons,  Kinfman,  Thanes, 
And  you,  whofe  Places  are  the  neareft,  know, 
We  will  eftablifh  our  Eftate  upon 
Oureldeft,  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter, 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland:  Which  Honour  muft 
Not  unaccompanied,  invert  him  only. 
But  figns  of  Noblenefs,  like  Stars  mall  (hine 
On  all  Defervers.     From  hence  to  Envernes, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  ; 
111  be  my  felf  the  Harbinger,   and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  Wife  with  your  approach, 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

King.  My  worthy  Cawdor  ! 

Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland! thatisaftep, 

On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'er-Ieap,  [j4Jide* 

For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars  hide  your  Fires, 

Let  not  Light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires; 

The  Eye  wink  at  the  Hand ;  yet  let  that  be, 

Which  the  Eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.  [Exit. 

King 
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King .  True,  worthy  Banquo  ;  he  is  full  fo  valiant^ 
And  in  his  Commendations  I  am  fed;  & 

It  is  a  Banquet  to  me,  let's  after  him, 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before,  to  bid  us  welcome : 
jt  is  a  peerlefs  Kinfman.  \Exemt? 

SCENE  V.    An  Apartment  in  MackbethV 

Cafile. 

Enter  Lady  Mackbeth  alone  with  a  Letter: 
Lady.  They  met  me  in  the  Day  of  Sttccefs ;  and  I  have  learn  d 
by  the  per  feci' ft  Report*  they  have  more  in  them,  than  mortal 
Knowledge*  When  I  burnt  in  defire  to  queftion  them  further^ 
they  made  them/elves  Airy  into  which  they  vaniftid.  Whiles  I 
flood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of  ity  came  Mtjfiyes  from  the  King, 
who  ally  haiVd  me  Thane  of  Cawdor,  by  which  Title  before^ 
ihefe  wayward  Sifters  fainted  me,  andreferrdmeto  the  coming 
on  of  time,  with  hail  King  that  fialt  be*  This  have  I  thought 
good  to  deliver  thee  {my  aeareft  partner  of  Greatnefs)  that  thou 
mightft  not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejoycing  by  being  ignorant  of  what 
Great nefs  is  promised  thee*     Lai  it  to  thy  Hearty  andfareweU 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor and  (halt  be 

What  thou  art  promis'd.     Yet  I  do  fear  thy  Nature, 

It  is  too  full  o'trr*  Milk  of  human  Kindnefs, 

To  catch  the  neareft  way.     Thou  wouldft  be  great,1 

Art  not  without  Ambition,  hut  without 

The  Illnefs  fhould  attend  it.     What  thou  wouldft  highly^ 

That  wouldft  th  u  holily;  wouldft  not  play  falfe, 

And  yet  wouldft  wrongly  win. 

Thou'dft  have,  great  Glamis,  that  which  cries, 

Thus  thou  muft  do  if  thou  have  it ; 

And  that  which  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do, 

Than  wifheft  mould  be  undone.     Hie  thee  hither. 

That  I  may  pour  my  Spirits  in  thine  Ear, 

And  chaftife  with  the  Valour  of  my  Tongue 

All  that  thee  hinders  from  the  Golden  Round, 

Which  Fate  and  Metaphyfical  aid  doth  feem 

To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. 

Enter  Meffenger. 
,-...  What  is  your  Tidings? 

Mef. 
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Mtf.  The  King  comes  here  to  Nighr, 

Lady.  Thou'rtjnad  Jo  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  Matter  with  him?  who,  wer't  To, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  Preparation. 

Mtf  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true:  Our  Than  is  comm& 
One  of  my  Fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him ; 
Who  almoft  dead  for  Breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  Meflage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending, 
He  brings  great  News.     The  Raven  himfelf  is  hoarfr; 

That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  ZW„     C**  ***** 

Under  my  Battlements.     Come  you  Spirits, 

That  tend  on  mortal  Thoughts,  unfex  me  here, 

And  fill  me  from  the  Crown  to  the  Toe,  top-full 

Of  direft  Cruelty;  make  thick  my  Blood, 

Stop  up  the  accefs  and  paflage  to  Remorfe, 

i  hat  no  compunctious  vifitings  of  Nature 

Shake  my  fell  Purpofe,  nor  keep  Peace  between 

1  it  efteft,  and  it.    Come  to  my  Woman's  Breads, 

^dtakemyMilkforGall,youmurth'ringMinift 
Where-ever  in  your  fightlefs  Subftances,  ' 

.You  wait  on  Nature's  Mifchief.  Come,  thick  Night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  Smoak  of  Hell 
That  my  keen  Knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes, 

K^znsr* thc  B,anket  of  the  ** 

vjTt&Glamts!  worthy  Cawdor'  rr    l      •      /. 

Wr  than  both,  b'y  the  all  kail  hereaftef, **"**  ^ 
Thy  Letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  Prefent,  and  I  feel  now 
I  he  future  in  the  infant. 

Macb.  My  deareft  Love, 
Duncan  conies  here  to  Nighr. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Mack.  Ta  Morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 

Lady.  O  never, 
Shall  Sun  that  Morrow  fee. 
Your  Face    my.7W,  is  as  a  Book,  where  Men 
May  read  ftrange  Matters  to  beguile  the Se 

took 
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Look  like  the  time,  bear  welcome  in  your  Eye, 

Your  Hand,  your  Tongue ;  look  like  the  innocent  Flower, 

But  be  the  Serpent  under't.     He  that's  coming, 

Mull  be  provided  for  ;  and  you  (hall  put 

This  Night's  great  Bufinefs  into  my  difpatch, 

Which  fliall  to  all  our  Nights  and  Days  to  come, 

Give  folely  fovereign  Sway  and  Mafterdom. 

Mack  We  will  fpeak  further. 

Lady*  Only  look  up  clear  : 
To  alter  Favour  ever  is  to  fear. 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE   IV.    The  Caflle  Gate. 

Hautboys  and  Torches.     Enter  King,   Malcolm,  Donalbaify 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduff,  Roffe,  Angus,  and  Attendants. 

King.  This  Caftle  hath  a  pleafantSeat ;  the  Air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  it  felf 
Unto  our  gentle  Senfes. 

Ban.  This  Gueft  of  Summer, 
The  Temple-haunting  Martlet  does  approve, 
By  his  lov'd  Manfonry,  that  the  Heav'n  s  breath, 
Smells  wooingly  here.     No  jutty  frieze, 
Buttrice,  nor  Coigne  of  Vantage,  but  this  Bird 
Hath  made  $his  pendant  Bed,  and  procreant Cradle: 
Where  they  moft  breed,  andhaunr,  I  have  obferv'd, 
The  Air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady. 

King.  See  I  fee,  our  honour'd  Hoftefs  / 
The  Love  that  follows  us,  fometimeis  our  Trouble, 
Which  ftill  we  thank  as  Love.     Herein  I  teach  you, 
How  you  fhall  bid  god-eyld  us  for  your  Pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  Trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  Service, 
In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor,  and  fingle  Bufinefs,  to  contend 
Againft  thofe  Honours  deep,  and  broad, 
Wherewith  your  Majefty  loads  our  Houfe: 
For  thofe  of  old,  and  the  late  Dignities, 
Heap'd  up  to  them,  we  reft  your  Hermits. 
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King.  Where's  the  Thane  of  Cayvdor  f 
We  courft  him  at  the  Heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  Purveyor :  But  he  rides  well, 
And  his  great  Love,  fnarp  as  his  Spur,  Iiaih.holp  him 
To  his  home  before  us :  Fair  and  noble  Hoflefs, 
We  arc  your  Gucft  to  Night* 

Lady.  Your  Servants  ever, 
Have  theirs,  themfelves,  and  what  is  theirs  incompt, 
To  make  their  Audit  at  your  Highnefs  Pleafure, 
Still  ro  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  Hand  ; 
Conduct  me  ro  mine  Hod,  we  love  him  highly, 
And  (hall  Continue  our  Graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  Hoftefs.  [Exetmh 

SCENE     VII.      An  Apartment. 

Hautboys,    Torches.     Enter  divers  Servants  with  Di flies  and 
Service  over  the  Stage,    Then  Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well, 
It  were  done  quickly  ;  if  the  Aflfaffination 
Could  trammel  up  the  Confecjuence,  and  catch 
With  his  furceafe,  Succefs  ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be  all,  and  the  end  all  ■  Here, 

But  here,  upon  this  Bank  and  School  of  time 

WVId  jump  the  Life  to  come.    But  in  thefe  Cafes, 
Wc  ftill  have  Judgment  here,  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  Inftru&ions,  which  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  th'ingredience  of  our  poifon'd  Chalice 
To  our  own  Lips.    He's  herein  double  truft; 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  Kinfman,  and  his  Subject, 
Srrong  both  againft  the  Deed ;  then,  as  his  Hoft* 
Who  mould  aeainft  his  Murtherer  fliut  the  Door, 
Not  bear  the  Knife  my  felf.  Befid.es,  this  Duncan, 
Hath  born  his  Faculty  fo  meek;  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  Office,  that  his  Virtues 
Will  plead  like  Angels,  Trumpet  tongu'd  againft 
The  deep  Damnation  cf  his  taking  off  : 
And  Pity,  like  a  naked  New-born  Babe, 
Striding  the  Blaft,  or  Heavens  Cherubin,  hors'd 

Vol.  Vc  ft  Upon 
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Upon  the  fightlefs.  Curriers  of  the  Air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  Eye, 
That  Tears  (hall  drown  the  Wind.     I  have  no  Spur 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  Intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  Ambition,  wlvch  o'er-leaps  it  klf, 

Enter  Lady. 
And  falls  on  th'other  ■ 
How  now  ?  What  News  ? 

Lady.  He  has  almoft  fup'd ;  why  have  you  left  the  Chamber  ? 

Macb.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me  ? 

Lauy.  Know  you  not,  he  has  ? 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  Bufinefs. 
He  hath  honoui'd  me  of  late  ;   and  I  have  bought 
Golden  Opinions  from  all  forrs  of  People, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  Glofs, 
Not  caff,  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
Wherein  you  dreft  your  felf  ?  Hath  it  flept  fince? 
And  wakes  it  now  to  look  fo  green  and  pale, 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  %   From  this  time, 
Such  I  account  thy  love.    Art  thou  afmd 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  Ac~f,  and  Valour, 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  wculdft  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  effcem'ft  the  Ornament  of  Life, 
And  live  a  Coward  in  thine  own  Lfceem  \ 
Letting  I  dare  not,  wait  upon  I  would, 
Like  the  poor  Cat  i'th*  Adage. 

Macb.  Prethee,  Peace  : 
I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  Man  5 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 

Lady.  What  Bead  waTTtTien, 
Th  t  made  you  break  this  enterprise  to  me  ? 
When  you  durft  do  ir,  then  you  were  a  Man  ; 
And  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  Man.  Nor  time,  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They  have  made  thernftives,  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
Do'?  unmake  you.  I  have  given  Suck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  Babe  that  milks  me 
1  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  Face, 
Have  pluckt  my  Nipple  from  his  bonelefs  Gum?, 

And 
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And  dafht  the  Brains  out,  had  I  but  fo  fworn 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  mould  fail  ?  ■ 

Lady.  We  fail  ! 
But  fcrew  your  Courage  to  the  flicking  Place, 
And  we'll  not  fail.    When  Duncan  is  aileep, 
f  Whereto  the  rather  fhall  his  day's  hard  Journey 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  Chamberlains 
Will  I  with  Wine  and  Waflel,  fo  convince, 
That  Memory,  the  warder  of  the  Brain, 
Shall  be  a  Fume,  and  the  receipt  of  Reafon 
A  Limbeck  only  ;  when  in  fwinifli  deep, 
Their  drenched  Natures  lye  as  in  a  Death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
^Th'unguarded  Duncan  \   What,  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  Officers  \  Who  fliall  bear  the  Guile 
Of  our  great  Quell  ! 

Macb.  Bring  forth  Men-Children  only  : 
For  thy  undaunted  Metal  mould  compofe 
Nothing  but  Males.     Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  Blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  Chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  Daggers, 
That  they  have  don't  ? 

Lady,  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 
As  we  (hall  make  our  Griefs  and  Clamour  roar, 
Upon  his  Death  f 

Macb.  I  am  fetled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  Agent  to  this  terrible  Feat, 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  fhow,' 
Falfe  Face  muft  hide  what  the  falfe  Heart  dotfrknowj 

\Exennu 


ACT  IL     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
SCENE  a  Hall. 

Enter  Banquo,  and  Fleance,  with  a  Torch  before  him* 

Ban.     TTOw  goes  the  Night,  Boy  ? 

JLX  Fie.  The  Moon  is  down  :    1  have  not  heard 
the  Clock. 
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Ban.  And  (he  goes  down  at  Twelve. 

Fie.  I  take't  'tis  Jater,   Sir, 

Ban*  Hold,  take  my  Sword;  there's  Husbandry  in  Heaven, 

Their  Candles  are  all  out. Take  thee  that  too. 

A  heavy  Summons  lyes  like  Lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  fkep  :  Merciful  Powers 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  Thoughts,  that  Nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repofe. 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  with  a  Torch' 
Give  me  my  Sword  :  Who's  there  ? 
Macb.  A  Friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  The  King's  a-bed, 
He  hith  been  in  unufual  Pleafure. 
And  (ent  forth  a  great  Largefs  to  your  Officers, 
This  Diamond  he  greets  your  Wife  withaJ, 
By  the  Name  of  moft  kind  Hoftefs, 
And  fhut  it  up  in  meafurelefs  Content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd, 
Our  Will   became  the  Servant  to  defect, 
Which  elfe  fhould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban*  All's  well. 
I  dreamt  laft  Nighr  of  the  three  weyward  Sifters  ,* 
To  you  they  have  fhew'd  fome  Truth. 

Alack  I  chink  not  of  them  ; 
Yet  when  we  can  intreat  an  Hour  to  ferve 
We  would  fpend  it  fome  Words  upon  that  Bufinefs, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 
Ban.  At  your  kind  Leifure. 
Afacb.  If  you  fhall  cleave  to  my  Confenr,  when  'tis, 
It  fhall  make  Honour  for  you. 

Ban.   So  I  lofe  none, 
In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 
My  Bofom  Franchise,  and  Allegiance  clear, 
1  fhall  be   counfell'd. 

Adacb.  Good  Repofe  the  while. 

Ban.  Thanks,  Sir ;  the  like  to  you.  \Exh  Banquo. 

Macb.  Go,  bid  thy  Miftrefs,  when  my  Drink  is  ready, 

She  ftrike  upon  the  Bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.      [_Exit  Servant. 

Is  this  a  Dagger  which  I  fee  before  me, 

The  Handle  toward  my  Hand  ?  Come  let  me  clutch  thee- — 
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I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  fee  thee  fui?, 

Art  thou  not,  fatal  Viiion,  fenfible 

To  feeling,  as  to  fight  \   Or  art  thou  but 

A  Dagger  of  the  Mind,  a  falfe  Creation, 

Proceeding  from  the  Heat-opprtfTed  Brain  ? 

I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form,  as  palpable 

As  this  which  "now  I  draw. 

Thou  mariharit  me  the  way  that  I  was  going, 

And  fuch  an  Inftrument  I  was  to  ufe. 

Mine  Eyes  are  made  the  Fools  o'th'  other  Senfcs, 

Or  c\Cq  worth  all  the  reft I  fee  thee  frill, 

And  on  thy  Blade,  and  Dudgeon,  Gouts  of  Blood, 

Which  was  not  (o  before.  There's  no  fuch  thing 

It  is  the  bloody  Bufinefs,  which  informs 
Thus  to  mine  Eyes.    Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 
Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  Dreams  abufe 
The  Curtained  deep  ;    now  Witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate  s  Offerings,  and  withcr'd  Mutther, 
Alarum'd  by  his  Sentinel,  the  Wolf, 
Whofe  howl's  his  Watch,  thus  with  his  ftcahhy  pace, 
With  Tarquin\  ravifliing  fides,  towards  his  Defign 
Moyeslike  a  Ghoft.  Thou  four  and  firm-fet  Earth, 
Hear  not  my  fttps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  Stones  prate  of  my  where-abour, 
And  take  the  prefent  Horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it.    Whilft  I  threat,  he  lives; 
Words  to  the  heat  of  Deeds  too  cold  breath  gives.   ' 

\4  BeU  r"%s. 
I  go,  and  it  is  done  ;  the  Bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan,  for  it  is  a  Knel!, 
That  fummons  thee  to  Heaven,  or  to  Hell.  L£x^. 

Enter  Lady.  |_bold  : 

Lady*  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  made  me 
What  hath  quenchtthem,  hath  given  me  Fire.  Hark!  Peace! 
It  was  the  Owl  that  iliriek'd,  the  fatal  Bell-Man, 

Which  gives  the  ftern'ft  good  Nipht  -—  he  is  about  it 

The  Doors  are  open";  and  the  forfeited  Grooms 
Do  mock  their  Charge  with  Snores,  I  have  drugg'd  their 
PofTets, 

R  i  That 
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That  Death  ^nd  Nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there  ?  What  ho  \  — 

Ladjj  Alack !  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 
And  'tis  not  done;  the  Attempt,  and  not  the  Deed 
Confounds  us  —  Hark !  —  I  laid  their  Daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  'em.    Had  he  not  refembled 
My  Father  as  heilepr,  I  had  don't  —  My  Husband  I 
Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed  ■■  Didft  not  thou 

hear  a  Noife  f 
Lady.  I  heard  the  Owl  fcream,  and  the  Crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  /peak  ? 
Macb.  When  ? 
Lady.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  defcended  ? 
Lady.  Ay. 

Macb.  Hai  k !  — —  who  lyes  Fth'  fecond  Chamber  ? 
Lady.  Donalbaine. 
Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fight. 
Lady.  A  foolifh  Thought,  to  fay  a  forry  fight. 
Macb.    There's  one  did  laugh  in's  flcep,  and  one  cry'd 
Murther, 
That  they  did  wake  each  other  ;  T  flood,  and  heard  them ; 
But  they  did  fay  their  Prayers,  and  addreft  them 
Again  to  deep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 
Macb.  One  cry'd,  God  blefs  us,  and  Amen  the  other, 
As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  Hangman's  Hands, 
Liftning  their  Fear;  I  could  not  fay  Amen, 
When  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us. 
Lady.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 
Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  Amen  ? 
I  had  moft  need  of  Bleffing,  and  Amen  ftuck  in  my  Throat. 
Lady.  Thefe  Deeds  mull:  not  be   thought,   after  thefe 
ways ; 
So,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Methought  I  heard  a  Voice  cry,  Sleep  no  more  ; 
Macbeth  does  murther  deep,  rhe  innocent  ileep, 
Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  Sleeve  of  Care, 
The  Death  of  each  day's  Life,  fore  Labours  Bath, 

Balm 
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Balm  of  hurt  Minds,  great  Nature's  fecond  Courfe, 
Chief  Nouri(h;r  in  Life's  Feift. 
Lady.  What:  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Still  it  cry'd,  Sleep  no  more,  to  all  the  Houfe  ; 
Glamis  hath  murther'd  Sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  lleep  no  more  ;  Alacbeth  fhall  fleep  no  more. 

Lady.  Who  was  it  that  thuscry'd  ?  Why,  worthy  Thane, 
You  do  mbend  your  noble  Strength,  to  think 
So  brain-(ick!y  of  things  ;  go,  «et  fome  Water, 
And  wafh  th  s  hithy  Witnefs  from  your  Hand. 
Why  did  you  bring    thefe  Daggers  from  the  place? 
Truy  muft  lye  there.   Go,  carry  them>  andfmear 
The  fleepy  Grooms  with  Blood. 

Macb.  V\\  go  no  more  ; 
I  am  afraid,   to  think  what  I  have  done ; 
Look  on't  again,  I  dare  nor. 

Lady.  Infirm  of  purpofe  / 
Give  me  the  Daggers;  the  fleeping  and  the  dead, 
Are  but  as  Pictures ;  'tis  the  Eye  of  Child-hood, 
That  fears  a  painted  Devil.    If  he  do  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  Faces  of  the  Grooms  withal, 
Fjr  it  muft  feem  their  Guilt.  [Exit, 

Knocks  within. 
Macb.  Whence  is  that  Knocking  ?  [Starting. 

How  is'c  with  me,  when  every  Noife  appalls  me  \ 
What  Hands  are  here  ?  Hah  !  they  pluck  out   mine  Eyes. 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  Ocean  was  this  Blood 
Clean  from  my  Hand?  No,  this  my  Hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  Sea  incarnadine, 
Making  the  green jone  red. 

Enter  Lady. 
Lady.  My  Hands  are  of  your  Colour  ;  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  Heart  fo  white.  [Knocks 

I  hear  a  Knocking  at  the  South  Entry  ; 
Retire  we  to  our  Chamber  ; 
A  little  Water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 
How  eafie  is  it  then  ?  Your  Conftancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended. 

Hark,  more  Knocking.  [KnscL 

Get  on  your  Night-Gown,  left  occafion  call  us, 
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And  fliew  us  to  be  Watchers ;  be  not  Iofl: 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Alack  To  know  my  deed,  [Knock. 

'Twere  beft  not  know  my  felf. 
Wake  Duncan  wich  this  Knocking  ; 
I  would  thou  could'ft.  [Exeunt 

Enter  a  Porter* 

[Knocking  within. 
Port.  Pierces  a  Knocking  indeed  :  If  a  Man  were  Porter 
of  Hell-Gate,  he  mould  have  old  turning  the  K.y.  Knock* 
Knock,  knock,  knock.  Who's  there,  i'th'  name  of  Bel- 
z*cbiib  I  Here's  a  Farmer,  that  hang'd  himfelf  on  th'ex- 
pectation  of  Plenty  :  Come  in  time,  have  Napkins'  enough 
about  you,  here  you'll  fweat  for't.  Knock*  Knock,  knock, 
Who's  there  in  th'  other  Devils  Name  ?  Faith,  here's  an 
Equivocator,  that  could  fwear  in  both  the  Scales,  a- 
gainft  either  Scale,  who  committed  Treafon  enough  for 
God's  fake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  Heaven:  Oh  come 
in,  Equivocator.  fCnocl^  Knock,  knock,  knock.  Who's 
there  ,p  Faith,  here's  an  EngUJh  Taylor  come  hither  for 
ftealing  out  of  a  French  Hofe  :  Come  in,  Taylor,  here  you 
may  roaft  your  Goofe.  Knock*  Knock,  knock,  never  at  quiet  I 
What  are  you  ?  But  this  place  is  too  cold  for  Hell.  I'll 
Devil-Porter  it  no  further  :  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in 
fome  of  all  Proft (lions,  that  go  the  Prirnrofe  way  to  th5 
everlafling  Bonfire.  Knock*  Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you  re- 
member the  Porter.     :  ' 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lencx, 

Macd-  Was  it  fo  late,  Friend,  e'er  you  went  to  bec7. 
That  you  do  lye  folate? 

Port.  Faith,  Sir,  we  were caroufirp'til! the  feccndCxk : 
And  Drink,  Sir,  is  a  great  Provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  does  Drink  especially  pro- 
voke ? 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  l^ofe-painting,  Sleep,  and  Urine. 
Lerchery,  Sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes;  it  provokes  the 
Defirc,  but  it  takes  away  the  Performance.  Therefore  much 
Drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  Equivocator  with  Letchery  ,* 
it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him  ;  itfets  him  on,  and  it  takes 
him  off  i  itperfwades  him,  and  diflicai tens  him;  makes  him 
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{land  to,  and  not  ftand  to  ;  in  Conclufion,  equivocates  him 
into  a  fleep,  and  giving  him  the  Lie,  leaves  him, 

Macd.  I  believe  Drink  gave  thee  the  Lie  laft  Night. 

Port*  That  it  did,  Sir,  l'the  very  Throat  on  me ;  but  I 
requited  him  for  his  Lie,  and,  I  think,  being  too  ftror^g 
for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  Legs  fometime,  yet  I  made 
a  ihift  to  caft  him. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macd.  Is  thy  Matter  ftirring  \ 
Our  Knocking  has  awak'd  him  j  here  he  comes. 

Len.  Good  Morrow,  Noble  Sir. 

Macb.  Good  Morrow  both, 

Macd.  Is  the  King  ftirring,  worthy  Thane  f 

Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him, 
I  have  aimoft  flipt  the  Hour. 

Macb.  \"[\  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  krow   this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  : 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb.  Thelabourwe  delight  in,  Phyfick's  pain; 
This  is  the  Door. 

Macd.  I'll  make  fo  bold  to  call,  for  'tis  my  limited  Ser- 
vice. [Exit  Macduff. 

Len.  Goes  the  King  hence  to  day  \ 

Macb.  He  does ;  he  did  appoint  fo. 

Len.  The  Night  has  been  unruly;  where  we  lay 
Our  Chimneys  were  blown  down.  And,  asrhey  fay, 
Lamenting*  beard  i'th'  Air;  ftrange  fcreams  of  Deaths 
And  Prophcfying,  with  Accents  terrible, 
Of  dire  Combuftions,  and  confus'd  Events, 
New  hatch'd  to  th*  woful  time. 
The  obfeure  Bird  clamor'd  the  live-long  l^ighf, 
Some  fay  the  Earth  w«js  Feaverous,  and  did  fhake*, 

Macb.  'Twas   a  rough  Night. 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  para'lej 
A  fellow  to  it« 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  O  horror  I  horror  !  horror  ! 
Tongue  nor  Heart  cannot  conceive,  nor  ngme  thee 

Mack 


±1  zi        The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

Macb.  and  Lett.  What's  the  Matter? 

Macd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  M  *fter-piece« 
Moft  facrilegious  Murther  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  Temple,  and  dole  thence 
1"he  Life  o'th'  Buildings 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  Life? . 

Len.  Mean  you  his  Majefty? — 

Macb.  Approach  the  Chamber,  and  deftroy  your  fight 
With  a  new  Gorgon.     Do  not  bid  me  fpeak; 
See,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves:  Awake  I  awake  !- 


[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Ring  the  Alarum-BeiL—  -Murther!  andTreafon!— 
Banquo,  and  Donalbaine  I  Malcolme !  awake  I 
Shake  off  this  downy  Sleep,  Death's  Counterfeit, 

And  look  on  Death  it  felf up,  up,  and  fee 

The  great  Doom's  Image  !  Malcome  !  Banquo  ! 
As  from  yourGra  cs  rife  up,  and  walk  like  Sprights, 
To  countenance  this  horror.     King  the  Bell 

Bell  Rings.     Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady.  What's  the  Bufinefs  ? 
That  fuch  a  hideous  Trumpet  calls  to  Parley, 
The  Sleepers  of  the  Houfe  ?  Speak,  fpeak. 

Macd.  O  gentle  Lady, 
3Tis  not  for  you  to  he^r  what  I  can  fpeak  ; 
The  Repetition  in  a  Woman's  Ear, 
Would  murther  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banquo. 

0  Banquo^  Banquo,  our  Royal  Matter's  murther'd* 
Lady.  Woe,  alas  J 

What,  in  our  Houfe?- 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  any  where. 
Dear  Duffy  I  prithee  contradift  thy  felf, 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  and  Rofle, 

Macb.  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance, 

1  had  liv'd  a  blefled  time:  For  from  this  inftant, 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  Mortality ; 

All  is  but  Toys;  Rerown  and  Grace  is  dead; 
The  Wine  of  Life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  Lees 
Js  left  this  Vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter 
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Enter  Malcolme,  and  Donalbaine. 

Don.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know*t ; 
The  Spring,  the  Head,  the  Fountain  of  your  Blocd 
Is  flopt;  the  very  Source  of  it  is  ftopt. 

Macd.  Your  Royal  Father's  murder'd. 

Mai.  Oh,  by  whom? 

Len.  Thofe of  his  Chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  don't ; 
Their  Hands  and  Faces  were  all  badg'd  with  Blood, 
So  were  their  Daggers,  which  unwip'd,  we  found 
Upon  then  Pillows;  thty  ftar'd,  and  were  diffracted ; 
No  Man's  Life  was  to  be  trufted  with  them. 

Macd.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 
That  Idid  kill  them 

Macb.  Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Macb.  Who  can  be  wife,  amaz'd,  tempVate,  and  furious, 
Loyal,  and  Neutral,  in  a  moment?  No  Man. 
TrT  expedition  of  my  violent  Love 
Oat-run  the  paufer,  Reafon.     Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  filver  Skin,  lae'd  with  his  golden  Blood, 
And  his  gafh'd  Stabs,  look'd  like  a  Breach  in  Nature, 
For  Ruins  waftful  entrance;  there  the  Murtherers, 
Steep'din  the  Colours  of  their  Trade;  their  Daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore :  Who  could  refrain* 
That  had  a  Heart  to  love,   and  in  that  Heart, 
Courage,  to  make's  Love  known  ? 

Lady.  Help  me  hence,  ho ! [Seeming  to  faint. 

Macd.  Look  to  the  Lady. 

MaL  Why  do  we  hold  our  Tongues, 
That  moft  may  claim  this  Argument  for  ours? 

Don.  What  ihould  befpoken  here, 
Where  our  Fate  hid  within  an  awger-hole, 
May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away, 
Our  Tears  are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mai.  Nor  our  ilrong  Sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  Motion. 

Ban.  Look  to  the  Lady ;         [Ladj  Macbeth  is  carried  out. 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  Frailties  hid, 
That  fufFer  in  expofure :  let  us  meet, 
And  queflion  this  moft  bloody  piece  of  Work, 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  Scruples  (hake  us* 
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In  the  great  Hand  of  God  I  ftand,  and  thence, 
Againft  the  un-divulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treafonous  Malice. 

Macb.  And  fo  do  I. 

AIL  So  all. 

Macb.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'th'  Hall  together. 

AIL  Well  contented.  [Exeunt* 

MaL  What  will  you  do  I  Let's  not  confort  with  them : 
To  fhew  an  unfelt  Sorrow,  is  an  Office 
Which  the  falfe  Man  cloes  eafie.     I'll  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,  I  ;  our  feparated  Fortune, 
Shall  keep  us  both  thu  fafer;  where  we  are, 
Tnere's  Daggers  in  Mens  Smiles ;  the  near  in  Blood, 
The  nearer  bloody. 

MaL  This  murtherous  fhaft  that's  fhot, 
Hath  not  yet  lighted ;  and  our  fafeft  way, 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore  to  Horfe, 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  fhift  away ;  there's  warrant  in  that  Theft, 
Which  fteals  it  (c\fy   when  there's  no  Mercy  left, 

[Exeunit 

s  c  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Rofle,  with  an  Old  Man. 

Old  M.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well, 
Within  the  Volume  of  which  time,  I  have  ken 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  ;  but  this  fore  Night 
Harh  trifl.-d  former  knowings. 

Rojfe.   Ah,  good  Fath-r, 
Thou  fee  ft  the  Heavens,  as  troubled  with  Man's  Ac"r, 
Threaten  his  bloody  Stage:  By  th*  Clock  'tis  Day, 
And  ytt  dark  "Night  ftrangles  the  travelling  Lamp; 
Is'r  Night's  predominance,  or  the  Day's  fhame, 
That  darknels  does  the  face  of  Earth  intomb, 
When  living  Light  ftioulcj  kifsit? 

Old  M.  'Tis  unnatural,  J3 

Even  like  the  Deed  that's  done.  On  Tuefday  laft, 
A  Faulcon  towring  in  her  pride  of  Place, 
Was  by  a  moufing  Owlhawkt  at,  anc}  kiP'do 
'  •     '-  **  r  \  R°(fe> 
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Rojfe.  And  Duncans  Horfes, 
A  thing  moft  ftrange  and  certain  / 
Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  Minions  of  their  Race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  Nature^ broke  their  Stalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainft  Obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  War  with  Mankind. 

Old  M.  'Tis  faid,  they  eat  each  other. 

Rojfe.   They  did  To  ; 
To  th*  amazement  of  mine  Eyes,  that  look'd  upon't. 

Enter  MacdufF. 
.Here  comes  the  good  Macduff. 
How  goes  the  World,  Sir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why  fee  you  not  ? 

Rojfe.  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  Deed? 

Macd.  Thofe  that  Aiacbeth  hath  ilain. 

Rojfe.  Alas  the  Day  / 
What  good  could  they  pretend? 

Macd.  They  were  fuborn'd  ; 
Malcolm ,  and  Donalbaln^  the  King's  two  Sons, 
Are  ftoln  away  and  fled,  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  Deed, 

Rojfe.  'Gainft  Nature  ftill; 
Thriftlefs  Ambition  !  that  will  raven  upon 
Thine  own  lives  means;   then  'tis  moft  like 
The  Sovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  Scont 
To  be  inverted. 

Rojfe.  Where  is  Duncans  Body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  ColmeJhilly 
The  Sacred  Store-houfe  of  his  PredecefTors, 
Arid  Guardian  of  their  Bones. 

Rojfe.  Will  you  to  Scone? 

Macd.  No,  Coufin,  Til  to  Fife. 

Rojfe.  Well,  I  will  thither.    - 

Macd.  Well  may  you  fee,  things  well  done  there;  adieu. 
Left  our  old  Robes  fit  eafier  than  our  new. 

Rojfe.  Farewel,  Father. 

Old  M.  God's  benifon  go  with  you,  Sir,  and  with  thofe 

hat  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  Friends  of  Foes,  {Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT     III.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE  A  Royal  Apartment. 

Enter  Banquo. 

Ban.  '"T^  H  O  U  haft  it  now,  King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  aH  j 

A    As  the  weyward  Women  promis'd,  and  I  fear 
Thou  plaid'ft  moft  foully  for't :  Yet  it  was  laid 
It  mould  not  fhnd  in  thy  Pofterity, 
But  that  my  felf  mould  be  the  Root,  and  Father 
Of  many  Kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them* 
As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  Speeches  mine, 
Why  by  the  Verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  Oracles  as  well, 
And  fetme  up  in  hope?  But  hufh,  no  more. 

Trumpets  found.  Enter  Macbeth  as  Kingy  Lady  Macbeth  j 
Lenox,  RoiTe,  Lords -and  Attendants. 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  Gueft. 

Lady.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  FeafT, 
And  all  things  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To  Night  we  hold  a  folemn  Supper,  Sir^ 
And  I'll  requeft  your  prefence. 

Ban.  Lay  your  Highnefs's 
Command  upon  me,  to  the  which,  my  Duties 
Are  with  a  moft  indiflbluble  tye 
For  ever  knir. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  Afternoon? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  We  inould  have  elfe  defir'd  your  good  Advice^ 
Which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave  and  profperous, 
In  this  Day's  Council ;  but  we'll  take  to  Morrow. 
Is't  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  Lord,  as  w  J  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  Supper.    Go  nor  my  Horfe  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  Night, 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  Feafh 

Ban.  My  Lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  Coufins  are  beftow*d 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland,  not  confeffing 

[Their 
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*  Their  cruel  Parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  Invention,  but  o£  that  to  Morrow, 
When  therewithal  we  mall  have  caufe  of  State, 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  Horfe  : 
Adieu,  'till  you  return  at  Night. 
Goes  Fleance  with  you? 

Ban  Ay,  my  good  Lord ;  our  time  does  call  upon's. 

Macb.  Iwifti  your Horfesfwift,  and fure of  Foot: 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  Backs. 
Fare  w  el.  [Exit  Banquo* 

Let  every  Man  be  mafter  of  his  Time, 
'Till  feven  at  Night,  to  make  Society 
The  fweeter  welcome:  We  will  keep  our  felf 
^Till  Supper  time  alone  .•  While  then,  God  be  with  you* 

[Exeunt  Lad)  Macbeth,  and  Lords* 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you :  Attend  thofe  Men  [To  a  Servant, 
Our  pleafure* 

Ser.  They  are,  my  Lord,  without  the  Palace  Gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us.  [Exit  Servant. 

To  be  thus,  is  nothing, 
But  to  be  lately  thus :  Our  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep,  and  in  his  Royalty  of  Nature 
Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd.     'Tis  much  he  dares, 
And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  Mind, 
He  hath  a  Wifdom  that  doth  guide  his  Valour, 
To  ad  in  fafety.     There  is  none  but  he, 
Whofe  Being  I  do  fear  :  And  under  him, 
My  Genius  is  rebuk'd ;  as  it  is  faid 
Mark  Anthony**  was  by  Gefar;  he  chid  the  Sifters, 
Wnen  firft  they  put  the  Name  of  King  upon  me, 
And  bad  them  fpeak  to  him ;  then  Prophet  like, 
They  haiPd  him  Father  to  a  line  of  Kings. 
Upon  my  Head,  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  Crown, 
And  put  a  barren  Scepter  in  my  Gripe, 
Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  Hand, 
No  Son  of  mine  fucceeding  :  IPt  be  fo, 
For  Banquo1  s  IfTue  have  I  EPd  my  Mind, 
For  them,  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murther'd, 
Put  Rancors  in  the  Veflelof  my  Peace 
Only  for  them,  and  mine  Eternal  Jewel 
Given  to  the  common  Enemy  of  Man, 

To 
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To  make  them  Kings,  the  Seeds  of  Banquo  Kings  i 
Rather  than  fo,  come  Fate  into  the  Lift* 

And  Champion  me  to  th*  utterance - 

Who's  there? 

Enter  Servant)  and  two  Mttrtberers. 

Now  go  to  the  Door,  and  ftay  there  'till  we  call. 

[Exit  Servant* 
Was  it  not  Yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 

Aittr.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Macb.  Well  then, 
Now  you  have  confident  of  my  Speeches?  know 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  paft,  which  held  you 
So  under  Foitune,  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  (elf,  this  I  made  good  to  you. 
In  our  laft  Conference,  paft  «n  probation  with  you  : 
How  you  were  born  in  Hand,  how  croft,  the  Inftruments, 
Who  wrought  with  them  :  And  all  things  dk  that  might 
To  half  a  Soul,  and  to  a  Notion  craz'd, 
Say,  thus  d?d  Banqm, 

i  Mur.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Macb.  I  did  fo  ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fscond  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  Nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?  Are  you  fo  GofpeJI'd 
To  pray  for  this  good  Man,  and  for  his  I  flue, 
Whofe  heavy  Hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  Grave, 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

i  Mur.  We  are  Men,  my  Liege, 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  Catalogue  ye  go  for  Men, 
As  Hounds,  and  Greyhounds,  Mungrels,  Spaniels  Curs, 
Showghes,  Water-Rugs,  and  Demy-Wolves  are  dipt 
All  by  the  Name  of  Dogs ;  the  valued  file 
Diftinguifh.es  the  fwifr,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 
The  Houfe-Keeper,  the  Hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  Gi[ty  which  bounteous  Nature 
Hath  in  him  clos'd?  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  Bill, 

That 
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That  writes  them  all  alike :  and  fo  of  Men. 
Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 
And  not  in  the  word  rank  of  Manhood,  fay  it; 
And  I  will  put  the  bufinefs  in  your  Bofoms, 
Whofe  Execution  takes  your  Enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  Heart,  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  Health  but  fickly  in  his  Life, 
Which  in  his  Death  were  perfect. 
2  Mm.  I  am  one,  my  Liege, 
Whom  the  vile  Blows  and  Buffets  of  the  World 
Have  fo  incens'd  that  I  am  recklefs  what 
I  do,  to  fpite  the  World. 

1  Mur.  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  Difafters,  tugg'd  with  Fortune, 
That  I  would  fet  my  Life  on  any  Chance, 
To  mend  if,  or  be  rid  on't. 

Macb.  Both  of  you 
Know  Banquo  was  your  Enemy. 

Mur.  True,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine :  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftance, 
That  every  Minute  of  his  being,  thrufts 
Againft  my  near'ft  of  Life;  and  though  I  could 
With  bare-fac'd  Power  fweep  him  from  my  fighl^ 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it;  yet  I  muft  not, 
For  certain  Friends  that  are  both  his,  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall, 
Who  I  my  felf  (truck  down:  and  thence  it  is, 
That  I  to  your  afliftance  do  make  love, 
Masking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  Eye,  ) 

For  fundry  weighty  Reafons. 

2  Mur.  We  (hall,  my  Lord, 
Perform  what  you  command  us. 

1  Mur.  Though  our  Lives - 

Macb.  Your  Spirits  mine  through  you. 
Within  this  Hour,  at  moft> 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  your  felves, 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  Spy  o'trT  time, 
The  moment  on'r,  for'c    muft  be  done  to  Nighr, 
And fomething  from  the  Palace :  always  thought, 
That  I  require  a  clearnefs;  and  with  him, 
To  leave  no  Rubs  nor  Botches  in  the  Work ; 

Vol.     V.  S  Fltanc<f 
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Fleance,  his  Son,  that  kceps-him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me, 
Than  is  his  Father's,  mull:  embrace  the  face 
Of  that  dark  Hour.     Refolve  your  felves  a-parr, 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

Mar.  We  are  refolv'd,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  Ill  call  upon  you  ftraight;  abide  within, 
It  is  concluded:  Banqno,  thy  Soul's  flight, 
If  it  find  Heav'n,  muil  find  it  out  to  Night.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant* 

Lady.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  Court? 

Serv.  Ay,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to  Night. 

Lady,   Say  to  the  King,  I  would  attend  his  leifure, 
For  a  few  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I  will.  [ExitU 

Lady.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content :  . ; 

'Tis  fafer,  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
Than  by  deftru&ion  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone? 
Of  forrieft  Fancies  your  Companions  making, 
Ufing  thcfe  Thoughts,  which  mould  indeed  have  dy:d 
With  them  they  think  on ;  things  without  all  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard;  what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  fcorch'd  the  Snake,  not  kill'd  it : 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  her  felf,  whilft  our  poor  Malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  Tooth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disjoint, 
Both  the  Worlds  fufFer, 
E'er  we  will  eat  our  Meal  in  fear,  and  ileep 
In  the  affliction  of  thefe  terrible  Dreams, 
That  make  us  Nightly  :  Better  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace, 
Thin  on  the  torture  of  the  Mind  to  lie 
In  reftlefs  ecflafie.  Duncan  is  in  his  Grave ; 
After  Life's  fitful  Fever,  he  fleeps  well, 
Treafon  has  done  his  worft;  nor  Steel  norPoifon^ 
Malice  Dcmeftick,  Foreign  Levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further. 

Lad).  Come  on; 

Gentle* 


« 
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Gentle,  my  Lord,  fleek  o'er  your  rugged  Look?, 
Be  bright  and  jovial  'mong  your  Guefts  to  Night* 

Macb.  So  mall  I,  Love,  and  To  I  pray  be  you ; 
Let  your  remembrance  ftill  apply  to  Banquet,  % 

Prefent  him  Eminence,  both  with  Eye  and  Tongue: 
XJnkfe  the  while,  that  we  mud:  lave  our  Honours 
In  thefe  fo  flattering  ffrearos,  "^ 

r£SS3TS3ke  our  "Rices  Vizards  to  our  Hearts, 
Difguifing  what  they  are. 

Lady.  You  mufl  leave  this. 

Mack  O,  full  of  Scorpions  is  my  Mind,  dear  Wife  I 
Thou  know'ft,  that  Banqtto  and  his  Fieance  lives. 

Lady.  But  in  them,  Nature's  Copy's  not  eterne. 

Macb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  available, 
Then  be  thou  jocund  :  e'er  the  Bat  hath  flown 
His  Cloyfter'd  flight,  e'er  to  black  Hecais  Summons 
The  (hard-born  Beetle,  with  his  drowfie  hums, 
Hath  rung  Night's  yawning  Peal,  there  (hall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  Chuck, 
'Till  thou  applaud  the  deed:  Come,  fealing  Night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  Eye  of  pitiful  Day, 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  Hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  Bond, 
Which  keeps  me  pale.     Light  thickens,  and  the  Crow 
Makes  Wing  to  th'  Rooky  Wo5aT"~ 
Good  things  of  Day  begin  to  droop,  and  drowze, 
Whiles  Night's  black  Agents  to  their  Preys  do  rowzeJ 
Thou  marveirft  at  my  words;  but  hold  thee  ftill; 
Things  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  therhfelves  by  ill : 
So  prithee  go  with  me.  \ Exeunt. 

S    C   E   N    E     „. 


Enter  three  Murtherers. 


Mur.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us? 
5  Mur,  Macbeth. 


z  Mur.  Ht 
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2  Mur.  He  needs  net  our  miftruft,  fince  he  delivers 
Our  Offices,  and  what  wc  have  co  do, 
To  the  direction  juft. 

i  Mur.  Then  ftand  with  us. 
Th    Weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  Day. 
Now  fpurs  the  lateft  Traveller  apace, 
To  gain  the  timely  Inn,  and  near  approaches 
The  fubjecl:  of  our  Watch. 
3  Mur.  Hark,  I  hear  Horfes. 
Bancjfio  within.  Give  us  a  Light  there,  ho* 
z  Mur.  Then  'tis  he  : 
The  reft,  that  are  within  the  note  of  expectation, 
Already  are  i'th*  Couit. 

i  Mur.  His  Horfes  go  about. 
3  Mur.  Almoft  a  Mile  :  but  he  does  ufually, 
So  all  Men  do,  from  hence  to  th'  Palace  Gate, 
Make  it  their  walk. 

.Etf/^r  Banquo  and  Fleance,  with  a  Torch. 
i  Mur.  A  Light,  a  Light. 
3  Mur.  'Tis  he. 
i  Mur.  Stand  to'r. 
Ban,  It  will  be  rain  to  Nighr. 
[They  fall upon  Banquo  and  Jqll  him\  in  the  fcuffle  Fleance  efcapes. 
i  Mur.  Let  it  come  down. 
Ban.  O,  Treachery  J 
Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly, 

Thou  may 'ft  revenge.     O  Slave  I  [Dies* 

3   Mur.  Who  did  flrike  out  the  Light? 
i  Mur.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 
3  Mur.  There's  but  one  down ;  the  Son  is  fled. 
2  Mur.  We  have  loft 
Beft  half  of  our  Affair. 

i  Mur. Well,  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is  done.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III.     A  Room  of  State. 

A  Banquet  prepaid.     Enter  Macbeth,  Lady,  Roffe,  Lenox, 
Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Alacb.  You  know  your  own  Degrees,  fit  down  : 
At  firft  and  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 
Lords,  Thanks  to  your  Majefty. 
Macb.  Our  felf  will  mingle  with  Society,  £nd 
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And  play  the  humble  Hoft  : 

Our  Hoftefs  keeps  her  State,  but  in  the  beft  time 

We  will  require  her  welcome.  [They  (it* 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  Friends. 
For  my  Heart  fpeaks,  they  are  welcome. 
Enter  fir  ft  Mnrtherer* 
Macb.  See  they  encounter  thee  with  their  Hearts  thanks, 
Both  fides  are  even  :  here  I'll  fit  i'th*  mid*!!, 
Be  large  in  Mirth,  anon  wt'Jl  drink  a  Meafure 
The  Table  round.  There's  Blood  upon  thy  Face.  [To  the  Mnr. 
Mttr.  'Tis  Banquets  then. 

Macb.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd? 
Mnr.  My  Lord,  his  Throat  is  cur,  that  I  did  for  him. 
Macb.  Thou  art  the  beft  o'th*  Cut* throats;  yet  he's  good, 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance :  if  thou  did'ft  it, 
Thou  art  the  Nonpareil. 
Mur.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 
Fleance  is  'fcap'd. 

Macb.  Then  comes  my  Fit  again : 
I  had  elfe  been  perfed  ; 
Whole  as  the  Marble,  founded  as  the  Rock, 
As  broad,  and  general,  as  the  cafing  Air  : 
But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  crib'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 

Tofawcy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banqm\  fafe  ? 

Mnr.   Ay,  my  good  Lord  :  fafe  in  a  Ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  games  on  his  Head  ; 
The  Jeaft  a  Death  to  Nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that 
There  the  grown  Serpent  lyes,  the  Worm  that's  fled 
Hath  Nature,  that  in  time  will  Venom  breed, 
"Jo  Teeth  for  th*  prefenr.     Get  thee  gone,  to  morrow 
We'll  hear  our  felves  again.  [Exit  Mnrtherer* 

Lady.  My  Royal  Lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  Cheer;  the  Feaft  is  fold 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  making: 
Tis  given  with  welcome;  to  feed  were  bell:  at  home; 
From  thence,  theSawceto  Meat  is  Ceremony, 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

The  Ghoft  of  Banquo  rifes,  and  fits  /»  Macbeth' s  place, 
A*acl>.  Sweet  Remembrancer  J 
No.w  good  Digeflion  wait  on  Appetite,  An/ 
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And  Healch  on  both. 

Len.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  fit. 
Mack.  Here  had  we  now  our  Country's  Honour i  roof  d, 
Were  the  grac'd  Perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  Unkindnefs 
Than  pity  for  Mifchance. 
Rofje.  His  abfence,  Sir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.     Pleas' t  yowr  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  Royal  Company? 

Macb.  The  Table's  full.  [Starting* 

Len.  Here  is  a  place  referv'd,  Sir. 
Macb.  Where  ? 
Len.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
What  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs  ? 
—L  Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  I 

Lords.  What,  my  good  Lord  ? 
Macb.  Thou  canft  not  fay  I  did  it:  never  make 
tThy  goary  Locks  at  me. 

jRoffe*  Gentlemen  rife,  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 
Lady.  Sit,  worthy  Friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thus, 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth.     Pray  you  keep  feat, 
The  fit  is  momentary,  upon  a  Thought 
He  will  again  be  well.     If  much  you  note  him 
You  mall  offend  him,  and  extend  hisPaffion, 
Feed,  and  regard  him  nor.    Are  you  a  Man?       [7b  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appall  the  Devil. 

Lady.  O,  proper  fluff ! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  ; 
This  is  the  Air-drawn-Dagger  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     O,  thefe  flaws  and  ftarts, 
Impoftors  to  true  fear,  would  well  become 
A  Woman's  ftory  at  a  Winter's  Fire 
Authoriz'd  by  her  Grandam:  flume  it  felfl 
Why  do  you  make  fuch  Faces?  when  all's  done 
You  look  but  on  a  ftool.. 

Macb.  Prithee  fee  there : 
Behold  !  look  !  loe  I  how  fay  you  !         [Pointing  to  the  Ghofi. 
Why,  what  care  I,  if  thou  canft  nod,fpeak  too. 
If  Charnel-Houfess  and  our  Graves  muft  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back  ;  our  Monuments 

"  ■  •.'•1r.    '""  Shall 
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Shall  be  the  Maws  of  Kites.  [The  Ghofi  vanijhcs* 

Lady,  What?  quite  unmanned  in  Folly? 
Macb.  If  I  ftand  here,  I  faw  him. 
Lady.  Fie  for  fhame. 

Macb.  Blood  hath  been  (Tied  e'er  now,  i'th' olde  time 
E'er  humane  Statue  purg'd  the  gentle  Weal; 
Ay,  and  fince  too,  Murthers  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  Ear:  the  times  have  been, 
That  when  the  Brains  were  out,  the  Man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end  ;  But  now  they  rife  again 
With  twenty  mortal  Murthers  on  their  Crowns, 
And  pufh  us  from  our  Stools;  this  is  more  flrange 
Than  fuch  a  Murther  is. 

Lady,  My  worthy  Lord, 
Your  Noble  Friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget 

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  mofr.  worthy  Friends, 

I  have  a  flrange  Infirmity,  which  is  nothing 

To  thofe  that  know  me.     Come,  Love  and  Health  to  all, 

Then  I'll  fit  down  :  Give  me  fome  Wine,  fill  full 

[As  he  is  drinking,  the  Ghofi  rifes  again  jufi  before  him 
I  drink  to  th*  general  joy  of  the  whole  Table, 
And  to  our  dear  Friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mifs, 
Would  he  were  here;  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirfr, 
And  all  to  all. 
Lords.  Oar  duties,  and  the  pledge. 
Macb.  Avant,  and  quit  my  fight,  let  the  Earth  hide  thee ; 
Thy  Bones  are  marrowlefs;  thy  Blood  is  cold  ; 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  Eyes, 
Which  thou  doll:  glare  with. 

Lady.  Think  of  this,  good  Peers, 
But  as  a  thing  of  Cuftom;  'tis  no  other, 
Only  it  fpoi!s  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  Whit  Man  dare,   I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  Bear, 
The  arnvd  Rhinoceros,  or  th'  Hyrcan  Tyger, 
Take  any  fliape  but  that,  and  my  firm  Nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.     Or  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  Defart  with  thy  Sword; 
If  trembling  I  inhabit,  then  proteft  me 
The  Baby  of  a  Girl.    Hence  horrible  Shadow^ 

S  4  Ua- 
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Unreal  MockVy  hence.     Whyfo, be  gone"' 

[The  Ghofi  vanifhes. 
I  am  a  Man  again:  pray  you  fit  (till.  [The  Lords  rife. 

Lady.  You    have   difpjae'd  the  Mirth,  broke  the  good 
'    Meeting, 
"With  moll:  admir'd  diforder. 

Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be, 
And  overcome  us  like  a  Summer's  Cloud 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ?  You  make  me  ftrange, 
Even  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe, 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights, 
And  keep  the  natural  Ruby  of  your  Cheeks, 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rojfe.  What  fights,  my  Lord  ? 

Lady.  I  pray  you  fpeak  not;  he  grows  worfe  and  worfe, 
Quefhon  enrages  him  :   at  oner,  Good-night. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Good-night,  and  better  Health 
Attend  his  Majefty. 

Lady.  A  kind  Good- night  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Macb.  It  will  have  Blood  they  fay ;  Blood  will  have  BSood : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  Tre^s  to  fpeak ; 
Augures,  that  underftood  Relations,  have 
By  Maggot-Pyes,  and  Choughs,  and  Rooks  brought  forth 
The  fecret'fl  Man  of  Blood.     What  is  the  Night  ? 

Lady.  Almoft  at  odds  with  Morning,  which  is  which. 

Macb.  How  fay'ft  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his  Perfon, 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir  ? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way ;  but  I  will  fend : 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  Houfe 
I  keep  a  Servant  Fee'd.     I  will  to  Morrow 
(And  betimes  I  will,)  to  the  wizard  Sifters. 
More  mall  they  fpeak ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft,  for  mine  own  good; 
AllCaufes  mall  give  way,  I  am  in  Blood 
Spent  in  fo  far,  that  mould  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er  : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  Head,  that  will  to  Hand, 
Which  muff  be  a&ed,  e'er  they  may  be  fcann'd 

Lady, 
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Lady.  You  lack  the  Seafon  of  all  Natures,  Sleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  Sleep;  My  ftrange  and  felf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  Fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe  : 
We  are  yet  but  young  indeed,  {Exeunt* 

SCENE     IV.     The  Heath. 

Thunder.     Enter  the  three  Witches^  meeting  Hecate. 

1.  Wit.  Why  how  now,  Hecate,  you  look  angerly? 

Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon,  Beldams,  as  you  are? 
Sawcy,  and  over-bold,  how  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffick  with  Macbeth, 
In  Riddles,  and  Affairs  of  Death ; 
And  I  the  Miftrefc  of  your  Charms, 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 
Was  never  all'd  to  bear  my  parr, 
Or  fhew  the  glory  of  our  Art  ? 
And  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 
Harh  been  but  for  a  wayward  Son, 
Spightful,  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do, 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now ;  Get  you  gon, 
And  at  the  Pit  of  Acheron 
Meet  me  i'th*  Morning  :  thither  he 
Will  come,  to  know  his  Deftiny; 
Your  Veffds,  and  your  Spells  provide, 
Your  Charms,  and  every  thing  befide; 
I  am  for  th*  Air  1  this  Night  Til  fpend 
Unto  a  difmal,  and  a  fatal  End. 
Great  bufinefs  muft  be  wrought  e'er  Noon, 
Upon  the  Corner  of  the  Moon 
There  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profound, 
I'll  catch  it  e'er  it  come  to  ground; 
And  that  diflilPd  by  Magick  flights, 
Shall  raife  fuch  Artificial  Sprights, 
As  by  the  ftrength  of  their  Illufion, 
Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  Confufion. 
He  fh all  fpurn  Fate,  fcorn  Death,  and  bear 
His  hopes  'bove  Wifdom,  Grace,  and  Fear T 
And  you  all  know,  Security 

Is  Mortal^  chiefeft  Enemy.  \_Mufick^  and  a  Sang. 

Hark, 

J] 
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Hark,  I  am  calPd ;  my  little  Spirit  fee 
Sits  in  a  foggy  Cloud,  and  ftays  for  me. 

[Sing  within.    Come  away,  come  away^  8cc. 
i  Wit.  Come,  let's  make  hafte,  (he'll  foon  be 
Back  again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Lenox,  and  another  Lord. 

hen.  My  former  Speeches  have  but  hit  your  Thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  farther:  Only  I  fay 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  born.    The  gracious  Duncan 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth marry  he  was  dead : 

And  the  right  valiant  Banqm  walk'd  too  late. 
Whom  you  may  fay,  if't  pleafe  you,  Fleancekill'd, 
For  Fleancefted;  Men  muft  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbane 
To  kill  their  gracious  Father  ?  Damned  Fact !   . 
How  it  did  grieve  Machethl  Did  he  not  ftraight 
In  pious  Rage,  the  two  Delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  Slaves  of  Drink,  and  Thralls  of  Sleep? 
Was  that  not  nobly  done  ?  ay,  and  wifely  too ; 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  Heart  alive 
To  hear  the  Men  deny't.     So  that  I  fay, 
He  has  born  all  things  well,  and  I  do  think, 
That  had  he  Duncan 's  Sons  under  the  Key, 
(As,  and't  pleafe  Heav'n  he  mall  nor,)  they  mall  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  Father :  So  mould  Fleance. 
But  Peace ;  for  from  broad  words,  and  caufe  he  fail'd 
His  prefencc  at  the  Tyrant's  Feaft,  I  hear 
Macduff' lives  in  difgrace.     Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  beftows  himfelf  ? 

Lord.  The  Sons  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  Tyrant  holds  the  due  of  Birthj, 
Live  in  the  Englijh  Court,  and  are  receiv'd 
Of  the  mofl:  Pious  Edward,  with  fuch  grace, 
That  the  Malevolence  of  Fortune,  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refped.     Thither  Macduff 
Is  gone,  to  pray  the  Holy  King,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Sejward, 

That 
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That  by  the  help  of  thefe,  with  him  above 
To  ratifie  the  Work,  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  Tables  Meat,  Sleep  to  our  Nights ; 
Free  from  our  Feafts,  and  Banquets  bloody  Knives; 
Do  faithful  Homage,  and  receive  free  Honours, 
All  which  we  pine  for  now.     And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafperate  their  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  War. 

Len.  Sent  he  to  Macduff f 

Lord.  He  did ;  and  with  an  abfolute,  Sir,  not  I, 
The  cloudy  MefTenger  turns  me  his  Back, 
And  hums;  as  who  fhould  fay,  you'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  Anfwer. 

Len.  And  that  well  might, 
Advife  him  to  a  caution,  t'hold  what  diflance 
His  Wifdom  can  provide.     Some  Holy  Angel 
Fly  to  the  Court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  MefTage  e'er  he  come,  that  a  fwift  Blefling 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  Country, 
Under  a  Hand  accuis'd. 

Lord,  I'll  fend  my  Prayers  with  him.  [Exeunt* 


A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I.     i 

SCENE  A  dark  Cave,  in  the  middle  a  great 

Cauldron  burning. 

Thunder.     Enter  the  three  Witches. 

I  Wit.^pHrlce  the  brinded  Cat  hath  mew'd. 

X     2  Wit.  Thrice,  and  once  the  Hedges  Pig  whin'd. 
3  Wit.  Harpier  crys,  'tis  time,  'tis  time. 
1  Wit.  Round  about  the  Cauldron  go, 
In  the  poifon'd  Entrails  throw, 

[They  march  round  the  Cauldron^  and  throw  in  the  fever al 
Ingredients  as  for  the  Preparation  of  their  Charm. 
Toad,  that  under  cold  Stone, 
Days  and  Nights,  has  thirty  one  : 
Sweltred  Venom  fleeping  got, 
Boil  thou  firft  i'th'  charmed  Pot* 

}  AIL 
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AIL  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble, 
2  Wit.  Fillet  of  a  Fenny  Snake, 
In  the  Cauldron  boil  and  bake; 
Eye  of  Newt,  and  Toe  of  Frog; 
Wool  of  Bat,  and  Tongue  of  Dog; 
Adders  Fork,  and  Blind-worms  Sting, 
Lizards  Leg,  and  Howlet's  Wing: 
For  a  Charm  of  powerful  Trouble, 
Like  a  Hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

AIL  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble. 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

3  Wit.  Scale  of  Dragon,  Tooth  of  Wolf, 
Witches  Mummy,  Maw,  and  Gulf 
Of  the  ravin'd  fait  Sea  Shark; 
Root  of  Hemlock,  digg'd  i'th'  dark; 
Liver  of  Blafpheming  Jew: 
Gall  of  Goat,  and  Slips  of  Yew, 
Sliver'd  in  the  Moon's  Eclipfe; 
Nofe  of  Turk*  and  Tartars  Lips; 
Finger  of  Birth-ftrangled  Babe, 
Ditch  deliver*d  by  a  Drab, 
Make  the  Gruel  thick,  and  flab. 
Add  thereto  a  Tyger*s  Chawdron,^ 
For  th*  Ingredients  of  our  Cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

2  Wit.  Cool  it  with  a  Baboon's  Blood, 
Then  the  Charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,   and  other  three  Witches. 
Hec.  O!  well  done!  I  commend  your  pains,/ 
And  every  one  fhall  (hare  i'th' gains: 
Ar6  now  about  the  Cauldron  fing 
Like  Elves  and  Fairies  in  a  Ring, 
Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Mufick^  and  a  Song.  % 

Black  Spirits  and  White, 

Blm  Spirits  and  Gray, 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle, 
Ton  that  mingle  may. 
i  Wit.  By  the  pricking  of  my  Thumbs, 

Some- 
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Something  wicked  this  way  comes : 
Open  Locks,  whoever  knocks, 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  How  now,  you  fecret,  black,  and  midnight  Hags? 
What  is't  you  do  ? 

All.  A  deed  without  a  Name. 

Macb.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  youprofefsi 
How  e'er  you  come  to  know  it,  anfwer  me. 
Though  you  untie  the  Winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  Churches  ;  though  the  yefty  Waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  Navigation  up; 
Though  bladed  Corn  BeTbdg'd,  and  Trees  blown  down, 
Though  Caftles  topple  on  their  Warders  Heads; 
Though  Palaces,  and  Pyramids  do  flope 
Their  Heads  to  their  Foundations ;  though  the  Treafurc 
Of  Natures  Germain,  tumble  altogether, 
Even  'till  deftru&ion  ficken ;  anfwer  me, 
To  what  I  ask  you.       — ~- 

1  Wit.  Speak. 

2  Wit.  Demand. 

3  Wit.  We'll  anfwer. 

1  Wit.  Say,  if  th'  hadft  rather  hear  it  from  our  Mouths, 
Or  from  our  Matters. 

Macb.  Call  'em :  Let  me  fee  'em. 

1  Wit.  Pour  in  Sowes  Blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  Farrow  :  Greace  that's  fweaten 
From  the  Murtherers  Gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  Flame. 

All.  Come  high  or  low : 
Thy  felf  and  Office  deftly  (how.  [Thmder. 

Apparition  of  an  armed  Head  rifts. 

Macb.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  Power- 

1  Wit.  He  knows  thy  thought; 
Hear  his  Speech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth]  Macbeth!  beware  Macduff!— 
Beware  the  Thane  of  Fife*— dtfmifsme Enough.  [Defcends. 

Macb.  Whar-e'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  Caution,  Thanks. 
Thou  haft  harp'd  my  fear  aright.   But  one  word  more- 

1  Wit.  He  will  not  be  commanded ;  here's  another 
More  potent  than  the  firft.  [Thmder. 

A/pa- 
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apparition  of  a  bloody  Child,  rifes* 
App.  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  I  Macbeth  I 
Macb.  Had  I  three  Ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 
App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute;  laugh  to  fcorn 
The  power  of  Man  ;  for  none  of  Woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [Defends. 

Mack  Then  live  Macduff:  What  need  I  fear  of  thee? 
But  yet  I'll  make  affurance,  double  fure, 
And  take  a  Bond  of  Fate;  thou  fhalc  not  live, 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  Fear,  it  lyes; 
And  deep  in  fpight  of  Thunder.  [Thunder, 

apparition  of  a  Child  crowned,  with  a  Tree  in  his  Hand,  rifes. 
What  is  this, 

That  rifes  like  the  iffue  of  a  King, 
And  wears  upon  his  Baby-brow,  the  round 
And  top  of  Soveraignty  ? 
All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not  tot. 
App.  Be  Lion  metled,  proud,  and  take  no  care, 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  Confpirers  are: 
Macbeth  fhall  never  vanquiftiM  be,  until 
Great  Birnam  Wood,  to  high  Dunfinane  Mill, 
Shall  come  againft  him.  [Defends* 

Macb.  That  will  never  be: 
Who  can  imprefs  the  Forefr,  bid  the  Tree 
Unfix  his  Earth-bound  Root?  Sweet  Boadments !  good! 
Rebellious  dead,  rife  never  'till  the  Wood 
Of  Birnam  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  Leafe  of  Nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time,  and  mortal  Cuftom.     Yet  my  Heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing;  tell  me,  if  your  Art 
Can  tell  fo  much :   Shall  Banquo's  Iffue  ever 
Reign  in  this  Kingdom? 
AIL  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

[The  Cauldron  Jinks  into  the  Ground* 
Macb.  I  will  be  fatisfied.     Deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  Curfe  fall  on  you :  Let  me  know. 
Why  finks  that  Cauldron?  and  what  noife  is  this?  [Hobojs* 
i  Wit.  Shew  1 
2  Wit.  Shew ! 
I  Wit.  Shew ! 

All. 
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All.  Shew  his  Eyes,  and  grieve  his  Heart, 
Come  like  Shadows,  fo  depart. 

[Eight  Kings  appear  and  pafs  over  in  order,   and  Banquo 
laft,  with  a  Glafs  in  his  Hand,. 

Macb,  Thou  art  too  like  the  Spirit  of  Banquo\   Down! 
Thy  Crown  do's  fear  mine  Eye-Balls.     And  thy  Hair 
Thou  other  Gold-bound-brow,  is  like  the  firft— — 

A  third,  is  like  the  former- filthy  Hags  I 

Why  do  you  ihew  me  this? A  fourth? Start  Eye! 

What,  will  the  Line  ftretch  out  to  th'  crack  of  Doom? 

Another  yet? — : .A  feventh! I'll  fee  no  more — 

And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  Glafs, 
Which  fliews  me  many  more;  and  feme  I  fee, 
That  twofold  Balls,  and  treble  Scepters  carry. 
Horrible  fight !  Now  I  fee  'tis  true, 
For  the  Blood-bolter'd  Banquo  (miles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his.     What  is  this  fo? 

1  Wit.  Ay  Sir,  all  this  is  fo.     But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly? 
Come  Sifters,  cheer  we  up  his  Sprights, 
A;:d  lhew  the  beft  of  our  Delights. 
I'll  charm  the  Air  to  give  a  found, 
While  you  perform  your  Antique  round: 
That  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay, 
Our  Duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  \Mufick. 

[The  Witches  dance  >  and  vanijb. 

Macb.  Where  are  they?  Gone?— Let  this  pernicious  hour* 
Stand  ay  accurfed  in  the  Kalender. 
Come  in,  without  there. 

Enter  Lenox. 

Len.  What's  your  Grace's  Will  ? 

Macb.  Saw  you  the  Wizard  Sifters? 

Len.  No,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len.  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Macb.J.nfeded  be  the  Air  whereon  they  ride, 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them.  I  did  hear 
The  gallopping  of  Horfe.  Who  was't  came  by? 

Len.  3Tis  two  or  three,  my  Lord,  that  bring  you  word, 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 

Macb* 
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Macb.  Fled  to  England? 

Len.   Ay,  my  good  Lord, 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipate  my  dread  Exploits; 
The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o'er-took 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.     From  this  moment, 
The  very  firftling  of  my  Heart  fhall  be 
The  firftlings  of  my  Hand.     And  even  now 
To  Crown  my  Thoughts  with  A6U,  be  it  thought  and  done : 
The  Caftle  of  Macdufl  will  furprize, 
Seize  upon  Fife;  give  to  th'  edge  o'th'  Sword 
His  Wife,  his  Babes,  and  all  unfortunate  Souls* 
That  trace  him  in  his  Line.  Noboafting  like  a  Fool,* 
This  deed  I'll  do,  before  this  purpofe  cool, 
But  no  more  fights.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemen? 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    II.     Macduff*/  Caftle. 

Enter  Lady  Macduff,  her  Son,  and  Roffe. 

L.Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  Land? 

Rojfe.  You  muft  have  patience,  Madam. 

L.  Macd.  He  had  none; 
His  flight  was  Madnefs;  when  our  Actions  do  not* 
Our  Fears  do  make  us  Traitors* 

Rojfe.  You  know  not, 
Whetner  it  was  his  Wifdom,  or  his  Fear; 

L.Macd.  Wifdom?  to  leave  his  Wife,  to  leave  his  Babes* 
His  Manfion,  and  his  Titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does  fly?  He  loves  us  not, 
He  wants  the  natural  Touch ;  for  the  poor  Wren* 
The  mod  diminutive  of  Birds,  will  fight, 
Her  young  Ones  in  her  Neft,  againft  the  Owl: 
All  is  the  Fear,  and  nothing  is  the  Love; 
As  little  is  the  Wifdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  againft  all  reafon, 

Rojfe.  My  deareft  Coz, 
T  pray  you  School  your  felf;  but  for  your  Husband, 
He  is  Noble,  Wife,  Judicious,  and  bed  knows 
The  fits  o'th'Seafon.  I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further* 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  Traitors, 

And 
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And  do  not  know  our  felves:  When  we  hold  Rumour 

From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear, 

But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  Sea 

Each  way,  and  move.     I  take  my  leave  of  you; 

Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again  : 

Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 

To  what  they  were  before,  my  pretty  Coufin, 

Bleffing  upon  you. 

L.  Macd.  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he's  Fath  cHefs.' 

Roffe.  I  am  fo  much  a  Fool,  mould  I  flay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  Difgrace,  and  your  Difcomfort. 
I  take  my  leave  at  once,  \JLxit  Roffe. 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  Father's  dead, 
And  what  will  you  do  now?  How  will  you  live? 

Son.  As  Birds  do,  Mother. 

L.  Macd.  What,  with  Worms  and  Flies? 

Son.  With  what  f  get,  and  fo  do  they. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  Bird  I 
Thoud'ft  never  fear  the  Net,  nor  Line, 
The  Pits/all,  nor  the  Gin.  ^^ 

Son.  Why  (hould  I,  Mother? 
Poor  Birds  they  are  not  fet  for: 
My  Father  is  not  dead  for  all  your  faying^ 

L.  Macd.  Yes,  heisdead;  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  Husband? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  Market. 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 

L.  Macd.  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit, 
And  yet  i'faith  with  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  Father  a  Traitor,  Mother? 

L.Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son.  What  is  a  Traitor  ? 

L.Macd.  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lies.' 

Son.  And  be  all  Traitors  that  do  fo? 

L.  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  fo  is  a  Traitor, 
And  muft  be  hang'd. 

Son.  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd  that  fwear  and  lie* 

L.  Macd.  Every  one. 

Son.  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 

L.Macd.  ^J/hv,  honeft  Men. 
Vol.V.  T  Son. 
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Son.  Then  the  Liars  and  Swearers  are  Fools;  for  there  are 
Liars  and  Swearers  enow,  to  bet  the  honeft  Men,  and  hang 
up  them. 

L.  Macd.  Gold  help  thee,  poor  Monkey : 
But  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him:  If  you  would 
nor,  it  were  a  good  Sign,  that  I  ftiould  quickly  have  a  new 
Father. 

L.  Macd,  Poor  Pratler,  how  thou  talk'ft. 

Enter  a  Meftenger, 

Mef.  Blefs  you,  fair  Dame,  1  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  State  of  Honour  I  am  perfect; 
I  doubt  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  Man's  advice, 
Be  not  found  here;  hence  with  your  little  Ones; 
To  fright  you  thus,  methinks  I  am  too  favage; 
To  do  worfe  to  you,  were  fell  Cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  Perfon.     Heav'n  preferve  you, 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [_Exit  Mejfengtr. 

L.Macd.  Whither  fliould  I  fly? 
I  have  done  no  harm*     But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  World;  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  to  do  good  fometime 
Accounted  dangerous  Folly*    Why  then,  alas ! 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  Defence, 

To  fay  I  had  done  no  haim? What  are  thefe  Faces  ? 

Enter  Murtherers. 

Mm.  Where  is  your  Husband  ? 

L.  Macd.  I  hope  in  no  place  (o  unfanctificd, 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'fl:  find  him. 

Mur.  He's  a  Traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly'fr,  thou  (hag-eard  Villain. 

Mar.  What  you  Egg?  '  *"  [Stabbing  him* 

Young  fry  of  Treachery  ? 

Son.  He  has  kilFd  me,  Mother, 
Run  away,  I  pray  you.  [Exit,  crying  Mttrther* 

SCENE 
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SCENE   III.     The  King  of  England* 

Palace. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  fe.k  out  fome  defolate  Shade,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  Bofoms  empty. 

Mucd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  faft  the  mortal  Sword;  and  like  good  Men, 
Beftride  our  downfal  Birth-dome:   Each  new  Morn, 
New  Widows  howJ,  new  Orphans  cry,  new  Sorrows 
Strike  Heaven  on  the  Face,  that  it  refounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  Syllable  of  Dolour. 

Mai.  What  I  believe,  I'll  wail; 
What  know,  believe;  and  what  I  can  redrefs, 
As  I  ftiall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo  perchance; 
This  Tyrant,  whofefole  Name  blifters  our  Tongue^ 
Wi,s  once  thought  honeft :  You  have  lov'd  him  well, 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.  I  am  young,  but  fomething 
You  may  difcern  of  him  through  me,  and  wifdora 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor  innocent  Lamb, 
T'appeafe  an  angry  God. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mat.   But  Macbeth  is, 
A  good  and  virtuous  Nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  Charge.  But  I  (hall  crave  your  Pardon : 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe; 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell. 
Though  all  things  foul  would  bear  the  brows  of  Grace," 
Yet  Grace  muft  ftill  look  fo, 

M*cd.  I  have  loft  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance,  even  there,  where  I  did  find  my  doubts. 
Why  in  that  rawnefs  kh  you  Wife  and  Children? 
Thofe  precious  Motives,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  Love, 
Without  leave  taking.     I  pray  you, 
Let  not  my  Jealoufies,  be  your  Dishonours, 
Buf  mine  own  Safeties:  You  may  be  rightly  juft, 
Whatever  I  (hall  think. 

T  1  M*cd. 
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Macd*  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  Country, 
Great  Tyranny,  hy  thou  thy  Bafis  fure, 
For  Goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee:  wear  thou  thy  wrongs, 
The  Title  is  afraid.     Fare  thee  well,  Lord, 
I  would  not  be  the  Villain  that  thou  think'fr, 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  Tyrant's  Grafp, 
And  the  rich  Eaft  to  boot, 

MaL  Be  not  offended; 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you: 
I  think  our  Country  finks  beneath  the  Yoke, 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  Day  a  Gaih 
Is  added  to  her  Wounds.     I  think  withal, 
There  would  be  hands  up-lifted  in  my  right : 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands.     But  for  all  this, 
When  I  (hall  tread  upon  the  Tyrant's  Head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  Sword  ;  yet  my  poor  Country 
Shall  have  more  Vices  than  it  had  before, 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 
Macd*  What  iliould  he  be  ? 
MaL  It  is  my  felf  I  mean,  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  Vice  fo  grafted, 
That  when  they  fhall  be  open'dj  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  Snow,  and  the  poor  State 
Efteem  him  as  a  Lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  corfinelefs  harms. 

Macd,  Not  in  the  Legions 
Of  horrid  Hell,  can  come  a  Devil  more  damn'd 
In  Evils,  to  top  Macbeth. 

MaL  I  grant  him  Bloody, 
Luxurious,  Avaricious*  Falfe,  Deceitful, 
Sadden,  Malicious,  fmoaking  of  every  Sin 
That  has  a  Name.     But  there's  no  bottom,  none 
In  my  Voluptuoufnefs:  Your  Wives,  your  Daughters, 
Your  Matrons,  and  your  Maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  Ciftern  of  my  Luft,  and  my  Defire 
All  continent  Impediments  would  o'er-bear 
That  did  oppofe  my  Will.     Better  Macbeth, 

Than  fuch  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd* 
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Afacd.  Boundlefs  Intemperance 
In  Nature  is  a  Tyranny ;  It  hath  been 
Th' untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  Throne, 
And  fill  of  many  Kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  i$  yours:  You  may 
Convey  your  Plcafures  in  a  fpacious  Plenty, 
And  yet  fecm  cold.     The  time  you  may  fo  Hoodwink, 
We  have  wiling  Dames  enough,  there  cannot  be 
That  Vulture  in  you,  to  devour  fo  many 
As  will  to  Greatnefs  dedicate  thcmfelves, 
Finding  it  fo  inclin'd. 

MaL  W  th  this,  there  grows 
In  my  mod  lll-compos'd  Affeclion,  fuch 
A  ftarxhlcfs  Avarice,  that  were  I  King, 
I  fhould  cut  off  the  Nobles  for  their  Lands; 
Defire  his  Jewel?,  and  this  others  Houfe, 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  Sawce 
To  make  me  hunger  more;  that  I  lhould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  againft  the  Good  and  Loyal;, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth, 

Macd.  This  Avarice 
Sticks  deeper;  grows  with  more  pernicious  Root 
Than  Summer- feeming  Luft;  and  it  hath  been 

r  o  J  _ 

The  Sword  of  our  flain  Kings:  Yet  do  not  fear, 

Scotland  hath  Foyfons  to  fill  up  your  Will 

Of  your  mere  Own.     All  thefe  are  portable, 

With  other  Graces  weigh'd. 
MaL  But  I  have  none,  the  King-becoming  Graces^ 

As  Juftice,  Verity,  Temp'rance,  Stablenefs, 

Bounty,  Perfeverance,  Mercy,  Lowlinefs,  41 

Devotion,  Patience,  Courage,  Fortitude; 

I  have  no  relifh  of  them,  but  abound 

In  the  Divifion  of  each  feveral  Crime, 

A&ing  it  many  ways.    Nay,  had  I  power,  I  fliould 

Pour  the  fweet  Milk  of  Concord,  into  Hell, 

Uproar  the  univerfal  Peace,  confound 

All  unity  on  Earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland!  Scotland!       >>     « 
Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak; 

I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

T  3  Macd* 
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M.icd.  Fit  to  govern?  No  not  to  live.  O  Nation  miferable  / 
With  „n  untitled  Tyrant,  bloody  Sceptred, 
When  (halt  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  Days  again? 
Since  that  the  trueft  IiTu^  of  thy  Throne 
By  his  own  Interdiction  ftands  accurft, 
And  do's  blafpheme  his  Breed?  thy  Royal  Father 
Wis  a  moft  fainted  King;  the  Queen  that  bore  thee* 
Oltnei  upon  her  Knees,  than  on  her  Feet, 
Dy  d  every  Day  fhe  liv'd.    Fare  thee  well, 
Tlufe  Evils  thou  repeat  ft  upon  thy  felf, 
Have  bani  uVd  me  from  Scotland.    O  my  Breaft, 
Thv  hope  ends  here. 

Md.  Macduff,  this  noble  Paffion 
C  ild  of  Integrity,  hath  ficm  my  Soul 
Wip'd  the  black  Scruples,   reconcil'd  my  Thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth,  and  honour.    Dtvillifh  Macbeth, 
By  many  of  thefe  trains,  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  Power;  and  modift  Wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  halle;  but  God  above 
D  eal  between  thee  and  me ;  for  even  now 
I  put  my  felf  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction,  here  abjure 
The  taints,  and  blames  I  hid  upon  my  ft  If, 
For  ftrangers  to  my  Nature.     I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  Women,  never  was  forfworn, 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 
At  no  time  broke  my  Faith,  woiild  not  betray 
The  Devil  to  his  Fellow,  and  delight 
Nolefs  in  Truth  than  Life.    My  firft  falfe  fpeikii  g 
Was^his  upon  my  felf;  what  I  am  truly 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  Country's  to  command  : 
Whither  indeed,  before  thy  heie  approach, 
Old  Seyward  with  ten  thoufand  wat like  Men, 
All  ready  at  a  poinr,  was  fating  forth. 
Now  we'll  together,  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs 
Be  like  our  warranted  Quarrel.  Why  are  you  illent? 

Macd.  Such  welcome,  and  unwelcome  things,  at  once* 
'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Doctor* 

Mai.  Well,  more  anon.     Comes  the  King  /orth,  I  pray 


you* 


Doll. 
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T>qU.  Ay  Sir;  there  are  a  Crew  of  wretched  Souls 
That  ltay  his  Cure;  their  Malady  convinces 
The  great  A(Tay  of  Art.     But  at  his  touch, 
Such  fandity  hath  Heav'n  given  his  Hand, 
Thcv  prefcntly  amend.  [Exit* 

Mai.  I  thank  you,  Doctor. 

M*cd.  What's  the  Difeafe  he  means? 

Mai.  'Tis  call'd  the  Evi', 
A  moft  miraculous  work  in  this  good  King^ 
Which  often  fince  my  here  remain  in  England, 
I  have  ken  him  do.     How  he  folicits  Heav'n, 
Himfelf  beft  knows ;  but  ftrangely  vifltcd  People* 
All  fwoln  and  Ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  Eye, 
The  mere  defpair  of  Surgery,  he  cures, 
Hanging  a  Golden  Stamp  about  their  Neck?, 
Put  on  with  Holy  Prayers,  and  'tis  fpoken 
To  the  fucceeding  Royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  Benediction;  with  this  ftrange  Virtue^ 
He  harh  a  Heavenly  Gift  of  Prophecy, 
And  fundry  Bleflings  hang  about  his  Throne, 
That  fpeak  him  full  of  G  ace. 

Enter  RofFe, 

Micd.  See,  who  comes  here. 

M d.  My  Country-man  ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 

Micd,  My  ever  gentle  Coufin,  welcome  hither. 

M-il.  I  know  him  now.   Good  God  betimes  remoye 
The  means,  the  means  that  makes  us  Strangers. 

Rofje.   Sir,  Amen. 

Macd,  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did? 

Rojfe.  Alas  poor  Country, 
Alrnoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf.     It  cannot 
Be  caird  our  Mother,  but  our  Grave;  where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile: 
Where  Sighs  and  Groans,  and  Shrieks  that  rend  the  Air 
Are  nude,  not  mark'd;  where  violent  Sorrow  feems 
A  modern  ecftafie:  the  Dead-man's  Kne'l, 
Is  there  fcarce  ask'd,  for  who;  and  good  Mens  lives 
Expire  before  the  Flowers  in  their  Cap?, 
Dyina,  or  e'er  they  ficken. 

M*cd.  Oh  Relation  !  too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

Mil.  What's  the  neweft  Grief? 
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ffe    T  at  of  an  hours  Ageduth  hifs  the  Speaker, 
ttv\  v  a    ew  otKn 
i,   How  <^oes  my  Wife? 
e.  Why,   ^iH. 

.  And  all  my  Children  ? 
■'e.  Weil  too. 
f«tS.  The  Tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace! 

Mo,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave  'em. 
d.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  Speech:  how  goes  it? 
liojfe.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  Tidings 
Which  I  have  heavily  born,  there  ran  a  Rumour 
Of  many  worthy  Fellows,  that  were  out, 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witneft  the  rather, 
For  that  I  faw  the  Tyrant's  Power  a«foot; 
Now  is  the  time  of  he?p  ;  your  Eve  in  Scotland 
Would  create  Soldiers,  make  our  Women  fight, 
To  doff  their  dire  diftrefles. 
Md.  Be't  their  comfort 
We  are  coming  thither  :  Gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Serward,  and  ten  thoufand  Mer5 
An  older,  and  a  better  Soldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  our.  t»w  yp 

RoJTe.  Would  I  could  anfwer     -manreb  ioV 

This  comfort  with  the  like.     But  I  have  words 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defart  air, 
Where  hearing  mould  not  catch  them. 

Macd.  What  ?  concern  they 
The  general  Caufe?  or  is  it  a  Fee-grief 
Due  to  fome  fingle  Breaft?  )  Ju3 

Rotfe.  NoMind  tliat's  honeft 
But  innt  (hares  fome  woe,  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Mud.  Jf  it  be  mine  Ml 

Keep  it  not  from  rne,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

Eojfe.  Let  not  your  Ears  defpife  my  Tongue  for  ever* 
Which  mall  poffefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found, 
Thit  ever  yet  they  heard. 
Macd.  Hum  I  I  guefs  at  it. 

Rcffe.  Your  Caftle  is  furpriz'd,  your  Wife  and  Babes 
Savagely  flaughter'd;  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  Quarry  of  thefe  murther-d  Deer, 

To 
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To  add  the  Death  of  you. 

Mai.  Merciful  Heaven  ! 
What  Man  ne'er  pull  your  Hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  forrow  words ;  r  e  grief  that  does  not  {peak, 
Whifpers  the  o'er-fraught  H  .*  r,    *\d  bids  it  break. 

Macd.   My  Children  too  ! - 

Rofic.  Wifc,  Children,  Servants,  ail  that  cmiJd  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence  I  my  Wife  kill'd  too! 

RojjL       have  faid. 

Mai.  Be  comforted. 
Let's  make  us  Med'cincs  of  our  great  Revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  Children.     All  my  pretty  ones  $ 
Did  you  fay  All?  O  Hell  Kite  I  All? 
What,  All  my  pretty  Chickens,  and  their  Dam, 
At  one  fell  fwoop? 

MJ.  Difpute  it  like  a  Man. 

Macd.  I  (hall  do  fo;   but  I  muft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  Man. 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were, 
That  were  moft  precious  to  me  :  Did  Heav'n  look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part?  Sinful  MacdnjF> 
They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee:  Naught  that  1  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine 
Fell  (laughter  on  their  Souls:  Heav'n  reft  them  now. 

Mai.  Be  this  the  Whetftone  of  your  Sword,  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger  :  blunt  not  the  Heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O  I  could  play  the  Woman  with  mine  Eyes, 
And  Braggart  with  my  Tongue.     But  gentle  Heav'ns, 
Cut  ftiort  all  intermiffion  :  Front  to  Front, 
Bring  thou  this  Fiend  of  Scotland*  and  my  felf, 
Within  my  Sword's  length  fet  him,  if  he  'fcape, 
Heav*n  forgive  him  too. 

Mai.  This  time  goes  manly  : 
Come,  go  we  to  the  King,  our  Power  is  ready, 
Our  la*ck  is  nothing  but  our  leave.     Macbeth    * 
Is  ripe  for  making,  and  the  Powers  above 
Put  on  their  Inftruments:  Receive  what  cheer  you  may, 
The  Night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  Day.  {Exeunt. 
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ACT     V.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  An  Anti-chamber  in  MacbethV  Caftle. 

Enter  a  Potior  of  Phyfekj  and  a  Gentlewoman* 

Dotl.Tr  Have  two  Nights  watch'd  with  you,  but  can  per- 
JL  ceive  no  truth  in  your  report.     When  was  it  (he 
laft  walk'd  ? 

Gent.  Since  his  Majefty  went  into  the  Field,  I  have  feen 
her  rife  from  her  Bed,  throw  her  Night-Gown  upon  her, 
Unlock  her  Clofet,  take  forth  Paper,  fold  ir,  write  upon't, 
read  Jt,  afterwards  Seal  it,  and  again  return  to  Bed;  yet  all 
this  while  in  a  mofl  faft  fleep. 

Dott.  A  great  perturbation  in  Nature  !  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  fleep,  and  do  the  effects  of  watching. 
In  this  flumbry  Agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and  other 
actual  performances,  what  (at  any  time)  have  you  heard 
her  fay  ? 

Gent.  That  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Dott.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  moft  meet  you  fhould. 

Gent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  witnefs  to 
confirm  my  Speech.  [Enter  Lady  Macbeth  with  a  Taper. 

Lo  you  !  here  (he  comes:  This  is  her  very  guife,  and  up- 
on my  Life  faft  afleep;  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 

Dott.  How  came  (he  by  that  light? 

Gent.  Why,  it  flood  by  her  :  me  has  light  by  her  con- 
tinually, 'tis  her  command. 

Dott.  You  fee  her  Eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fen fe  are  (hut. 

Dott.  What  is  it  (he  do's  now  \ 
Look  how  fhe  rubs  her  hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accuftom'd  action  with  her,  to  feem  thus 
warning  her  hands  :  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 
^Lady.  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

Dott.  Hark,  (he  fpeaks,  I  will  (et  down  what  comes  from 
her,  to  fatisfie  my  remembrance  the  more  ilrongly. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Out  damned  fpot;  out  I  fay One ;   Two; 

why  then   'tis  time  to  do't Hell  is  murky.     Fie,  my 

Lord,  Fie,  a  Soldier,  and  afraid?  what  need  we  fear?  who 

knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  Power  to  account- yet 

who  would  have  thought  the  old  Man  to  have  had  fo  much 
Blood  in  him? 

Dott.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady.  TheThane  of  />/<?,  had  a  Wife;  where  is  (he now? 

What  will  thefe  Hands  ne'er  be  clean  ? No  more  o'that, 

my  Lord,  no  more  o'that :  you  marr  all  with  ftarting. 

Dott.  Go  to,  go  to  ; 
You  have  known  what  you  fhould  nor. 

Gent.  She  has  fpoke  what  me  mould  not,  lam  fureofthat: 
Heaven  knows  what  fhe  has  known. 

Lady.  Here's  the  fmell  of  Blood  ftill :  all  the  Perfumes  of 
Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  Hand. 
Oh  !  oh  I  oh  J 

Dott.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  The  Heart  is  forely  charg'd. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  Heart  in  my  Bofome,  for  -s 
Dignity  of  the  whole  Body. 

Dott.  Well,  well,  well 

Gent.  Pray  God  it  be,  Sir, 

Dott.  This  Difeafe  is  beyond  my  Practice  :  yet  I  have 
known  thofe  which  have  walkt  in  their  fleep,  who  have  died 
holily  in  their  Beds. 

Lady.  Warn  your  Hands,  put  on  your  Night-Gown,  look 
not  fo  Pale—— I  tell  you  yet  again,  Banquets  buried;  he 
cannot  come  out  on's  Grave. 

Daft.  Even  fo  ? 

Lady.  To  Bed,  to  Bed ;  there's  knocking  at  the  Gate : 
Come,  come,  come,   come,   give   me  your  Hand  :    what's 
done,  cannot  be  undone.     To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed. 

[Exit  Lady. 

Dott.  Will  {he  go  now  to  Bed  ? 

Gent.  Di redly. 

Dott.  Foul  whifperings  are  abroad ;  unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  Troubles.  Infe&ed  Minds 
To  their  deaf  Pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets;  v 

More  needs  (he  the  Divine  than  the  Phyfician : 
God,  God  forgive  us  all.     Look  after  her, 
Remove  from  hertlje  means  of  all  annoyance. 

And 
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And  ftill  keep  Eyes  upon  her;  fo  good  Night. 
My  mind  fhe  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight. 
I  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent.  Good  Night,  Good  Do&or.  Exeunt* 

SCE  N  E     II.     A  Field  with  a  Wood  at 

Diflance. 

Enter  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  Lenox,  and  Soldiers* 

Ment.  The  EngUJh  Power  is  near*  led  on  by  Malcolmp 
His  Uncle  Seyward^  and  the  good  Macduff* 
Revenges  burn  in  them  :  For  their  dear  caufes 
Excite  the  mortified  Man. 

Ang.  Near  Birnam  Wood 
Shall  we  meet  them,  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cathr  Who  knows  if  Donalbaine  be  with  his  Brother? 
Len.  For  certain,  Sir,  he  is  not !  I  have  a  File 
Of  all  the  Gentry  ;  there  is  Seyward's  Son^ 
And  many  unruff  Youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  Manhood. 

Ment.  What  does  the  Tyrant?  '     ™ 

Cath.  Great  Dun/inane  he  ftrongly  fortifies ; 
Some  fay  he's  mad  :  Others,  that  Jeffer  hate  him* 
Do  call  it  valiant  Fury,  but,  for  certain, 
Me  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  Caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  Rule. 
Ang.  Now  do's  he  feel 
His  fecret  Murthers  flicking  on  his  hands, 
Now  minutely  Revolts  upraid  his  faith-breach,  : 
Thofe  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love  :  .Now  does  he  feel  his  Title 
Huig  loofe  about  him,  like  a  Giant's  Robe 
Upon  aDwarfifh  Thtefc 

Ment.  Who  then  mall  blame 
His  pefter'd  Senfes  to  recoyl,  and  ftarr, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  do's  condemn 
It  felffor  being  there. 

Cath.  Well,  march  we  on, 
To  give  Obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd: 
Meet  we  the  Med'cine  of  the  fickly  -Weals 

And 
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And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  Country's  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs, 
To  dew  the  Sovereign  Flower,  and  drown  the  Weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam.  [Extnnti 

SCENE     III.      Ihe  Caftk. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Doctor,  and  Attendants* 

Macb.  Bring  me  no  more  Reports,  let  them  fly  all: 
'Till  Birnam  Wood  remove  to  Dun/inane, 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  Boy,  Malcolme* 
Was  he  not  born  of  Woman  ?  The  Spirits  that  know 
All  mortal  Confequences,  have  pronoune'd  me  thus  : 
Fear  nor,  Macbeth,  no  Man  that's  born  of  Woman 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee.     Then  fly  falfe  Thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  Englifo  Epicures, 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 
Shall  never  fag  with  doubt,  nor  make  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant* 
The  Devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fae'd  Lown  : 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  Goofe-Look? 

Ser.  There  are  ten  thoufand— - 

Mack   Geefc,  Villain? 

Ser.  Soldiers,  Sir. 

Macb.  Go,  prick  thy  Face,  and  over-red  thy  fear* 
Thou  Lilly-liver'd  Boy.     What  Soldiers,  Patch? 
Death  of  thy  Soul,  thofe  Linnen  Cheeks  of  thine 
Are  Counfellours  to  fear.     What  Soldiers,  Whay-face  ? 

Ser.  The  Englijb  Force,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Macb.  Take  thy  Face  hence — Seyton! — I'm  fickat  heart* 

When  I  behold Seyton,  I  fay ! this  pufh 

Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difeafe  me  now. 

I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  My  way  of  Life 

Is  fall'n  into  the  Sear,  the  yellow  Leaf, 

And  that  which  mould  accompany  old  Age, 

As  Honour,  Love,  Obedience,  Troops  of  Friends, 

I  mud  not  look  to  have  :  But  in  their  ftead, 

Curfes,  not  loud  but  deep,    Mouths-honour  breath, 

Which  the  poor  Heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  nott 

Enter 
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Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What's  your  Gracious  pleafure  ? 

Mack.  What  News  more  ? 

Sey..  All  is  confirm'd,  my  Lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb.  I'll  fight,  'till  from  my  Bones  my  Flefh  is  hackr.7 
Give  me  my  Armour* 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb.  I'll  put  it  on  : 
Send  out  moreHorfes,  skir  the  Country  round, 
Hang  thofe  that  ftand  in  fear.     Give  me  mine  Armour* 
Now  do's  your  Patient,  Doctor? 

Dott.  Not  fo  fick,  my  Lord, 
As  (he  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  Fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Macb,  Cure  her  from  that : 
Canft  thou  not  minifter  to  a  Mind  difeas'd, 
Pluck  from  the  Memory  a  rooted  Sorrow, 
Raife  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  Brain, 
And  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  Antidote,  , 

Cleanfe  the  fluff  Bofome  of  that  perillous  fluffy 
Which  weighs  upon  the  Heart? 

Doft.  Therein  the  Patient 
Mull:  minifter  unto  himfelf. 

Aiacb.  Throw  Phy  fick  to  the  Dogs*  I'll  none  of  it. 
Come,  put  my  Armour  on,  give  me  my  Staff. 

Seyton,  Send  out Do&or^  the  Thanes  fly  from  me 

Come,  Sir,  difpatch-^—  If  thou  couJd'ft,  Dodor,  caft 

The  water  of  my  Land,  find  her  Difeafe, 

And  purge  it  to  a  found  ancTpriftine  Health, 

I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  Echo, 

That  mould  applaud  again.     Pull't  off,  I  fay— — 

WhatRubarb,  Senna,  or  what  Purgative  Drug, 

Would  fcour  thefe  Ertglijh  hence :  Hear'ft  thou  of  them  ? 

Doft.  Ay,  my  good  Lord ;  Your  Royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me; 
I  will  not  be  afraid  of  Death  and  Bane, 
*Till  Birnam  Foreft  come  to  Dunjinane. 

Dott*  Were  I  from  Dun/inane  away,  and  clear* 
Profit  again  (hould  hardly  draw  me  here,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV.     A  Wood. 

Enter  Malcolme,Seyward,  Macduff,  SeywardV  Son9  Menteth, 
Gathnefs,  Angus,  and  Soldiers  marching. 

MaL  Coufin,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand, 
That  Chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Menu  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Seyw.  What  Wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Ment.  The  Wood  of  Birnam. 

MaL  Let  every  Soldier  hew  him  down  a  Bough, 
And  bear't  before  him,  thereby  fhall  we  ihadow 
The  numbers  of  our  Hoft,  and  make  difcov'ry 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Sey-w.  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confident  Tyrant, 
Keeps  ftill  in  Dstnfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before't. 

MaL  'Tis  his  main  hope  : 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  Revolt, 
And  none  ferve  with  him,  but  conftrained  things, 
Whofe  Hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Set  our  beft  Cenfures 
Before  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Induftrious  Soldierfhip. 

Seyw..  The  time  approaches, 
That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 
What  we  fhall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe  : 
Thoughts  fpeculative,  their  unfure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  iflue,  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate, 
Towards  which,  advance  the  War.  [Exeunt  marching* 

SCENE     V.     The  Cajlle. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  Soldiers  with  Drums  and  Colours. 

Macb,  Hang  out  our  Banners  on  the  outward  Walls, 
The  Cry  is  ftill,  they  come  :  Our  Caftle's  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  Siege  to  fcorn.     Here  let  them  lye, 
*Till  Famine  and  the  Ague  eat  them  up  : 

Were 
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Were  they  not  forc'd  with  thofe  that  (hould  be  oursV 
We  might  have  met  them  darefu),  Beard  to  Beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.     What  is  that  noife  ? 

\_A  cry  within  ofWomtiu 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  Women,  my  good  Lord, 

Mack   I  hive  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  Fears : 
The  time  has  been,  my  Senfes  would  havecool'd 
To  hear  a  Night-ihriek,  and  my  Fell  of  Hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  Treatife  rouze,  and  ftir 
As  Life  were  in't.     I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors, 
Direnefs  familiar  to  my  flaughterous  Thoughts 
Cannot  once  ftart  me.     Wherefore  was  that  cry  I 

Sey.  The  Queen  (my  Lord  )  is  dead. 

Mack  She  mould  have  dy'd  hereafter; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. 
To  morrow,  and  to  morrow,  and  to  morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  laft  Syllable  of  Recorded  time : 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  Fools 
The  way  to  ftudy  death.     Out,  out,  brief  Candle* 
Life's  but  a  walking  Shadow,  a  poor  Player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more.     It  is  a  Tale 
Told  bv  an  Ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Thou  coirTft  to  ufe  thy  Tongue :  thy  ftory  quickly," 

Mef  My  Gracious  Lord, 
I  fhould  report  that  which  I  fay  I  faw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do't. 

Mack   Wei!,   fay,  Sir. 

Mef.    As  I  did  ftand  my  Watch  upon  the  Hill,' 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  and  anon  methought 
Thp  Wood  began  to  move. 

Mack  Liar,  and  Slave.  [Striking  html 

Mef.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if'c  be  not  fo : 
Within  this  three  mile  you  may  fee  it  coming. 
I  fav,   a  raovi  g  Grove. 

Mack  If  thou  fpeak'ft   falfe, 
Upon  the  next  Tree  (halt  thou  hang  alive 
'Till  Famine  cling  thee  :  If  thy  Speech  be  focth; 
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I  care  not  if  thou  do'ft  for  me  as  much. 

I  pull  in  Refolution,  and  begin 

To  doubt  the  Equivocation  of  the  Fiend, 

That  Jies  like  truth.     Fear  not,  'till  Birnam  Wood 

Do  come  to  Dunjinane>  and  now  a  Wood 

Comes  toward  Dunfinane.     Arm,  arm,  and  out; 

If  this  which  he  avouches  do's  appear, 

There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here  ; 

I    gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  Sun, 

And  wifh  th'  eftate  o'  th'  World  were  now  undone. 

Ring  the  alarum  Bell,  blow  Wind,  come  wrack, 

At  lead  we'll  die  with  Harnefs  on  our  back.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Before  MacbcthV  Cajlle. 

0 

Enter  Malcolm e,  Sey  ward,  Macduff,  and  their  Army, 

with  Boughs. 

Mai.  Now  near  enough :  your  Leavy  Screens  throw  down, 
And  (hew  like  thofe  you  are  :  You  (worthy  Uncle) 
Shall  with  my  Coufin,  your  right  Noble  Son, 
Lead  our  firft  Battel.     Worthy  Macduffl  and  we 
Shall  take  upon's  what  elfe  remains  to  do 
According  to  our  order. 

Seyw.  Fare  you  well : 
Do  we  but  rind  the  Tyrant's  power  to  Night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Macd.  Make  all  our  Trumpets  fpeak,  give  them  all  breath, 
Thofe  clamorous  Harbingers  of  Blood  and  Death.       {Exeunt. 

{Alarums  continued. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  They  have  ty'dmeto  a  flake,  I  cannot  fly, 
But  Bear-like  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.     What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  Woman  §  Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Toung  Seyward. 

To.  Seyw.  What  is  thy  Name  f 

Aiacb.  Thoul't  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

To.  Seyw.  No:  though  thou  call'ft  thy  felf  a  hotter  Name 
Than  any  is  in  Hell. 

Macb.  My  Name's  Macbeth. 

Vol,    V.  U  r*. 
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Yo.  Sejw.  The  Devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  Title 
More  hateful  to  mine  Ear. 

Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

Yo.  Seyiv.    Thou  lieft,  thou  abhorred  Tyrant,  with  my 
Sword  I'll  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeak'ft. 

[Fight,  and  Young  Sey  ward*  s  Jlairi. 

Macb.  Thou  waft  born  of  Woman ; 
But  Swords  I  fmile  at,  Weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandiili'd  by  Man  that's  of  a  Woman  born.  [Exit. 

Alarums.     Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is :  Tyrant,  (hew  thy  Face, 
If  thou  be'ftflain,  and  with  noftroke  of  mine, 
My  Wife  and  Children's  Ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill : 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kemesy  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  Staves;  either  thoupjkf^ph'^/ 
Or  elfe  my  Sword  with  an  unbatter'd  edge  Xj?, 

I  fheath  again  undeeded.     Therethou  moukTftbe 
By  this  great"  claff er^ofie  of  greateft  note  / 

Seems  bruited.    Let  me  find  him,  Fortune, 
And  more  I  beg  not.  [Exit*     Alarums. 

Enter  Makolme  and  Sey ward. 

Seyw.  This  way,  my  Lord,  the  Caftle's  gently  rendered  : 
The  Tyrant's  People,  on  both  fides  do  fight, 
The  noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  War, 
The  day  almoft  it  felf  profefTes  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We  have  met  with  Foes 
That  ftrike  befide  us. 

Seyw.  Enter,  Sir,  the  Caftle*  [Exeunt.     Alarum. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  mould  1  play  the  Roman  Foo),  and  die 
On  mine  own  Sword  ?  whilft  I  fee  lives,  the  gafhes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Enter  MacdufE 

Macd.  Turn  HeU^hound*.  ti-rn. 

Macb.  Of  alPMen  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  Soul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  Blood  of  thine  already.  %- 

Macd.  I  have  no  words, 
JMy_Voice  is  in  my  Sword,  thou  blocdier  Villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out,  [Fight.    Alartm. 

Macb. 
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Macb.  Thou  lofeft  labour, 
[  As  eafie  may'ft  thou  the  intrenchant  Air 
With  thy  keen  Sword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed: 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  Crefts, 
I  bear  a  charmed  Life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  Woman  born. 

Macd.  Defpair  thy  Charm, 
And  let  the  Angel  whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  Mother's  Womb 

Untimely  rip'd. 

~~Macb.  AccuHecTbe  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo; 
For  it  hath  Cow'd  my  better  part  of  Man  : 
And  be  thefe  Jugling  Fiends  no  more  believ'd, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe, 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  Ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  Hope.     I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  Coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  fhew,  and  gaze  o'th5  time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  Rarer-Monfters  are 
Painted  upon  a  Pole,  and  under-writ, 
Here  may  you  fee  the  Tyrant. 

Macb.  I  will  not  yield 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolms  Fcet^ 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  Rabbles  Curfe. 
Though  Birnam  Wood  be  come  to  Dunjinane% 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  Woman  born, 
Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.     Before  my  Body, 
I  throw  my  Warlike  Shield  :  Lay  on  Macduff 
And  damn'd  be  him,  that  firft  cries  hold,  enough, 

[Exeunt  fighting*     Alar  urns. 
Enter  fighting,  and  Macbeth  is /lain. 
Retreat  and  Flourifi.       Enter  with  Drum  and   Colour 7, 
Malcolme,  Seyward,  RofTe,  Thanes,  and    Soldiers. 

Mai.  I  would  the  Friends  we  mifs,  were  fafe  arriv'd. 

Seyw.  Some  muft  go  ofF:  and  yet  by  thefe  I  fee, 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

MaL  Macduff  \%  miffing,  and  your  noble  Son. 

Rojfe.  Your  Son,  my  Lord,  has  paid  a  Soldier's  Debt? 
He  only  liv'd  but  'till  he  was  a  Man, 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  Prowefs  confirm'd, 
In  the  unfhrinking  ftation  where  he  foughr, 

U  2  But 
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But  like  a  Man  he  dy'd. 
Sepv.  Then  he  is  dead? 

Rojfe.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  Field:  your  caufe  of  forrow 
Muft  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
Ic  hath  no  end. 

Seym.  Had  he  his  hurts  before? 
Rojfe.  Ay,  on  the  Front. 
Seyw.  Why  then,  God's  Soldier  be  he  : 
Had  I  as  many  Sons  as  I  have  Hairs, 
1  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death : 
And  fo  his  Knell  is  knoll'd. 

MaU  He's  worth  more  forrow,  _«__—« 
And  that  I'll  fpend  for  him. 

Seyw.W^s  worth  no  more, 
They  fay  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore, 
And  fo  God  be  with  him.     Here  comes  newer  comfort; 
Enter  Macduff  with  Macbeth'*  Head* 
Maed.  Hail,  King  I  for  fo  thou  art.  Behold,  where  (lands 
Th'  Ufurper's  Curfed  Head  ;  the  time  is  free  i 
I  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  Kingdom's  Peers, 
Thatfpeak  my  falutation  in  their  Minds: 
Whofe  Voices  J  defire  aloud  with  mine. 
Hail  King  of  Scotland. 

All.  Haif,  King  of  Scotland.  [Flomifo. 

Mai.  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time, 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  feveral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.  My  Thanes  and  Kinfmen 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  Honour  nam'd  :  What's  more  to  do 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, 
As  calling  home  our  exil'd  Friends  abroad, 
That  fled  the  Snares  of  watchful  Tyranny, 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  Minifters 
Of  this  dead  Butcher,  and  his  Fiend-like  Queen; 
Who  (as  'tis  thought)  by  felf  and  violent  hands,    ■■   a 
Took  off  her  Life;  This,  and  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  Grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  Meafure,  Time  and  Place : 
S"»  Thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
Whom  we  invite,  to  fee  us  Crown'd  at  Scone. 

{Flourifo.     Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE  /4#  0^0  P/^<r£  before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Bernardo  and  Francifco,  two  Centinels. 

B   E  R  N  A  R  D  0. 

Ho's  there  ? 

Fran.  Nay,   anfwer  me :  Stand  and  unfold 
your  felf. 
Ber.  Long  live  the  King, 
Iran.  Bernardo* 
Ber.  He. 

Iran.  You  come  moft  carefully  upon  your  hour. 
Ber.  *Tis  now  (truck  Twelve,  get  thee  to  Bed,  Francifco. 
Fran.  For  this  relief,  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  fick  at  Heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  Guard  { 
Fran.  Not  a  Moufe  ftirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  Night.     If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and 
Marcellus,  the  Rivals  of  my  Watch,  bid  them  make  hafte. 
Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 
Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.     Stand;  who's  ther§§  - 
Hor.  Friends  to  this  Ground, 

U  4  M& 
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Mar.  And  Liege-men  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  Night. 
-Mar.  O,  farewel,  honeft  Soldier,  who  hath  reliev'd  you  ? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place  :  give  you  good  Night. 

\JExit  Francifco. 

Mar.  Holla,  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,  Horatio,  welcome,  good  Marcellus. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd again  to  Night? 

Ber.  I  have  feen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fays,  'tis  but  our  Phantafie, 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Touching  this  dreaded  fight,  twice  feen  of  u?, 
Therefore  I  have  intreated  him  along, 
With  us,  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  Night, 
That  if  again  this  Apparition  come, 
He  may  approve  our  Eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it. 

Hor.  Turn,  tufli,  -'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  a  while, 
And  let  us  once  again  afTarl  your  Ears, 
That  are  fo  fortified  againfr.  our  ftory, 
What  we  two  Nights  have  feen. 

Hor.  Well,  fit  we  down, 
And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  fpeak  of  this,    ift  sa1 

Ber.  Laft  Night  of  all, 
When  yon  fame  Star,  that's  Weft  ward  from  the  Pole, 
Had  made  his  courfe  t*  illume  that  part  of  Heav'n 
Where  now  it  bums,  Marcellus  and  my  felf, 
The  Bell  then  beating  one 

Adar*  Peace,  break  thee  off; 

Enter  the  Ghofi.  - 
Look  where  it  comes  again. 

Ber.  In  the  fame  figure  like  the  King  that's  dead. 

Mar.   Thou  art  a  Scholar,  /peak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  King  ?  Mark  ir,  Floratio.    r& 

Hor.  Moft  like:  It  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Ber.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 

JUtar.- Qiiz&ion  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  ufurp'ft  this  time  of  Night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form, 

In 
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In  which,  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark, 

Did  fometimes  march  ?  byHeav'n,  I  charge  thee,  fpeak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  Seel  it  fblks  away. 

Hor.  Stay;    fpeak;    fpeak:  I  charge  thee,  fpeak. 

[Exit  Gbofi. 

Mar.  'Tisgone,  and  will  not  anfwer. 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio*  you  tremble  and  look  pale : 
Is  not  this  fomethingmore  than  Phantafie  ? 
What  think  you  on't? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  fen/ible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  Eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf, 
Such  was  the  very  Armour  he  had  on, 
When  he  th'  ambitious  Norway  combated : 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle, 
He  fmote  the  fledded  Pole-axe  on  the  Ice.  - 
'Tis  ltrange-- . 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  juft  at  this  fame  Hour,  - 
With  Martial  flalk,  hath  he  gone  by  our  Watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not: 
But  in  the  grofs  and  fcope  of  my  opinion, 
This  boads  fome  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar.  Good  now  fit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
Why  this  fame  ftricfc  and  mod  obfervant  Watch, 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjeft  of  the  Land: 
And  why  fuch  daily  caft  of  Brazen  Cannon 
And  foreign  Mart  for  Implements  of  War: 
Why  fuch  Imprefs  of  Shipwright*,  whofe  fore  Task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  Week. 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  Night  joint-labourer  with  the  day  : 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  mc  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I, 
At  leaft  the  Whifper  goes  fo,  Our  laft  King, 
Whofe  Image  even  bu$  now  appear'd  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
f  Thereto  prick'd  on  by  amoft  emulate  pride,)  f 
Dar'dto  the  combat.    In  which,  our  valiant  Hamlet, 

(For 
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(For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  World  efteem'd  him) 
Did  flay  this  Fortinbras  ;  who  by  a  feal'd  Compact, 
Well  ratified  by  Law,  and  Heraldry, 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  Life,  all  thofe  his  Lands 

•  Which  he  flood  feiz'd  on,  to  the  Conqueror  : 
Againft  the  which,  a  Moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  King;  which  had  return'd- 
To  the  Inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 

Had  he  been  Vanquisher,  as  by  the  fame  Cov'nant 
And  carriage  of  the  Article  defign'd, 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now  Sir,  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  Mettle  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
Shark'd  up  a  Lift  of  Landlefs  Refolutes,     - 
For  Food  and  Dyet ;  to  fome  enterprize 
That  hath  a  Stomach  in't:  which  is  no  other. 
And  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  State, 
But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  Hand  / 
-  And  terms  compulfative,  thofe  forefaid  Lands 
So  by  his  Father  loft:  and  this,  I  take  it, 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  Preparations, 
The  fource  of  this  our  Watch,  and  the  chief  head 
Of  this  Poft-hafte,  and  Romage  in  the  Land. 

Ber.  I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  even  fo  : 
Well  may  it  fort  that  this  portentous  Figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  Watch  fo  like  the  King, 
That  was,  and  is  the  Queftion  of  thefe  Wars. 

*  Hor.  A  Mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  Mind's  Eye. 
In  the  moft  high  and  flouriftring  State  of  Rome, 
A  little  e'er  the  mightieft  Julim  fell, 

The  Graves  flood  Tenantlefs,  and  the  fheeted  Dead 
Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  Streets, 
Stars  fhon  with  Trains  of  Fire,  Dews  of  Blood  fell, 
Difafters  veil'd  the  Sun,  and  the  moift  Star, 
Upon  whofe  Influence  Nepm^e*s  Empire  ftandc, 
Was  fick  aJmoft  to  Doom's-day  with  Eclipfe; 
And  even  the  like  Precurfe  of  fierce  Events, 
As  Harbingers  preceding  ftill  the  Fates, 
And  Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on, 
Have  Heav'n  and  Earth  together  demonftrated 
Unto  our  Ciimatures  and  Country-men, 

Enter 
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Enter  Ghofl  again. 
But  fofr,  behold  !  Lo,  where  it  comes  again  ! 
Ill  crofs  ir,though  it  blaft  me.  Stay,  Ulufion ! 

[Spreading  his  Arms* 
If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  Voice, 
Speak  to  me.     If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done. 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  to  me  >  fpeak  to  me. 
If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Country's  Fate, 
Which  happily  fore-knowing  may  avoid,  Oh  fpeak  ?  ■ 
Or,  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  Life 
Extorted  Treafure  in  the  womb  of  Earth,         {Cock,  Crows* 
For  which,  they  fay,  you  Spirits  oft  walk  in  Death, 
Speak  of  it.     Stay,  and   fpeak Stop  it,  Marcellus      i     ■ 

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  at  it  with  my  Partizan? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Ber.  '  Tis  here 


Hor.  'Tis  here- 


Mar*  'Tis  gone.  {Exit  Ghoft 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  fo  Majeftical, 
To  offer  it  the  fhew  of  Violence; 
For  it  is  as  the  Air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows,  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  Cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  ftarted  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  Summons.     I  have  heard, 
The  Cock  that  is  the  Trumpet  to  the  day,  • 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  fhrill-founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  Day :  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  Sea,  or  Fire,  in  Earth,  or  Air, 
Th*  extravagant  and  erring  Spirit  hyes 
To  his  Confine.     And  of  the  truth  herein, 
This  prefent  Object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  Cock. 
Some  fay,  that  ever  'gain ft  that  feafon  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  Birth  is  celebrated, 
The  Bird  of  Dawning  fingeth  all  Night  long  : 
And  then,  they  fay,  no  Spirit  dares  walk  abroad, 
The  Nights  are  wnoJfome,  then  no  Planets  ftiike, 
No  Fairy  takes,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  charm; 
So  hallow'd,  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hon  So  have  I  heard,  and  jlo  in  part  believe  itv 
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But  look,  the  Mom  in  RufletMantle  clad, 
Walks  o'er  the  Dew  of  yon  high  Eaftern  Hill,* 
Break  we  our  Watch  up,  and  by  my  advice 
JLet  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  Night 
Unto  young  Hamlet,     For  upon  my  life, 
This  Spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  fpeak  to  him: 
Do  you  confent  we  (hall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  needful  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray,  and  I  this  Morning  know 
Where  we  ihall  find  him  moft  conveniently.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      II.      The  Palace. 

Enpr  the  King,  Oneen^  Ophelia,  Hamlet,  Foionius,  Laertes* 
Voltimand,  Cornelius,  Lords  and  Attendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  Brother's  Death, 
The  Memory  be  green ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  Hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe; 
Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  fought  with  Nature, 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves. 
Therefore  our  fometimes  Sifter,  now  our  Queen,  -" 
Th'  Imperial  fointrefs  of  this  warlike  State, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, 
With  one  Aufpicious,  and  one  dropping  Eye,  - 
With  Mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  Dirge  in  Marriage, 
In  equal  Scale  Weighing  Delight  and  Dole, 
Taken  to  Wife.    Nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  Affair  along,  for  all  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know  young  Fortinbras^ 
Holding  a  weak  fuppofaf  of  our  worth  ; 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  Brother's  death, 
Our  State  to  be  disjoint,  and  out  of  frame, 
Colleagued  with  this  Dream  of  his  Advantage; 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pefter  us  with  Meffage, 
Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  Lands 
Loft  by  his  Father,  with  all  Bonds  of  Law  * 
To  our  moft  valiant  Brother.     So  much  for  himJ 
Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting: 

Thus 
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Thus  much  the  Bufinefs  is.     We  have  here  writ 
To  Norway  Uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, 
Who  impotent  and  bedrid,  fcarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  Nephew's  purpofe,  to  iupprefs 
His  further  Gate  herein.     In  that  the  Levies, 
The  Lifts,  and  full  Proportions  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  Subjects;  and  we  here  difpatch 
You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you  Vbltimand, 
For  bearing  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway* 
Giving  to  you  no  further  perforal  Power 
Of  Treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 
Of  thefe  dilated  Articles  allow.  * 

Farewel,  and  let  your  hafte  commend  your  Duty.  * 

Vol.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  ihew  our  Duty* 
King*  We  doubt  in  nothing,  heartily  farewel. 

[Exeunt  Voltimard  and  Cornelius. 
And  now  Laertes,  what's  the  News  with  you? 
You  told  us  of  fome  Suit.     What  is'r,  Laertes* 
You  cannot  fpeak  of  Reafon  to  the  Dane, 
And  lofe  your  Voice.     What  wouldft  thou  beg,  Laertesy 
That  mail  not  be  my  Offer,  not  thy  Asking? 
The  Head  is  not  more  native  to  the  Heart, 
The  Hand  more  Inftrumental  to  the  Mouth, 
Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  Father. 
What  would  ft  thou  have,  Laertes* 

Laer.  Dread  my  Lord,  - 
Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France; 
From  whence,  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark^ 
To  ihew  my  Duty  in  your  Coronation, 
Yet  now  I  muft  confefs,  that  Duty  done, 
My  Thoughts  and  Wifhes  bend  again  towards  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  Leave  and  Pardon. 

King.  Have  you  your  Father's  leave  ?  what  fays  Volomnsl 
Pol.  He  hath>  my  Lord,  by  labourfome  Petition, 
Wrung  from  me  my  flow  Leave;  and  at  laft 
Upon  his  Will  I  feal'd  my  hard  Confent ; 
I  do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  Hour,  Laertes,  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  beft  graces ;  fpend  it  at  thy  Will. 
But  now,  my  Coufin  Hamlet,  and  my  Son— ^ 
Ham.  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  lefs  than  kind. 
King.  How  is  it  that  the  Clouds  ftill  hang  on  you? 
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Ham.  Not  fo,  my  Lord,  I  am  too  much  i'th*  Sun. 

Queen.  Good  Hamlet  caft  thy  nighty  colour  off,  - 
And  let  thine  Eye  look  like  a  Friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  Lids, 
Seek  for  thy  noble  Father  in  the  dud; 
Thou  know'ft  'tis  common,  all  that  live  mull  die, 
Paffing  through  Nature  to  Eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  Madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be ;  / 

Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham.  Seems,  Madam?  Nay,  it  is;  I  know  not  Seems: 
'  Tis  not  alone  my  Inky  Cloak,  good  Mother, 
Nor  cuftomary  Suits  of  folemn  Black, 
Nor  windy  Sufpiration  of  fore'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  River  in  the  Eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  Vifage, 
Together  with  all  Forms,  Moods,  (hews  of  Grief* 
That  can  denote  me  truly.    Thefe  indeed  Seem, 
For  they  are  Actions  that  a  Man  might  play; 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  pafleth  mow: 
Thefe,  but  the  Trappings,  and  the  Suits  of  woe.' 

King.  'Tis  fweet  and  commendable  in  your  Nature,  Hamlet, 
To  give  thefe  mourning  Duties  to  your  Father: 
But  you  muft  know,  your  Father  loft  a  Father, 
That  Father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  Surviver  bound 
In  filial  Obligation,  for  fome  term 
To  do  obfequious  Sorrow.     But  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  Condolement,  is  a  courfe 
Of  impious  Stubbornnefs.     'Tis  unmanly  Grief, 
It  ftiews  a  Will  moft  incorrect  to  Heav'n, 
A  Heart  unfortified,  a  Mind  impatient, 
An  Underftanding  fimple,  and  unfchool'd: 
For  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  cotfiiiioni 
As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe, 
Why  mould  we,  in  our  peevifh  Opposition, 
Take  it  to  Hear  ?  Fie  I  'Tis  a  fault  to  Heav'n, 
A  fault  againft  the  Dead,  a  fault  to  Nature, 
To  Reafon  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  7'heam 
Is  death  of  Fathers,  and  who  ftill  hath  cry'd, 
From  the  firft  Coarfe,  'till  he  that  died  to  Day, 
This  muft  be  fo.     We  pray  you  throw  to  Earth 

This 
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This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us, 
As  of  a  Father :  For  let  the  World  take  note, 
You  are  the  mod  immediate  to  our  Throne, 
And  with  no  lefs  Nobility  of  Love, 
Than  that  which  deareft  Father  bears  his  Son, 
Do  I  impart  towards  you.     For  your  intent  * 
In  going  back  to  School  to  Wittenberg^ 
It  is  moft  retrograde  to  our  Defire : 
And  we  befeech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  Eye, 
Our  chiefeft  Courtier,  Coufin,  and  our  SonJ 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  Mother  lofe  her  Prayers,  Hamlet; 
I  prithee  flay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  mall  in  all  my  bell:  obey  you,  Madam, 

King.  Why  'tis  a  loving,  and  a  fair  Reply, 
Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark^     Madam,  come, 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  Hearr,  in  grace  whereof, 
No  jocund  Health  that  Denmark^  drinks  to  Day, 
But  the  great  Cannon  to  the  Clouds  fhall  tell, 
And  the  Kings  Rowfe,  the  Heav'n  (hall  bruit  again, 
Re-fpeaking  earthly  Thunder.     Come  away.  \Exeunu 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  O  that  this  too  too  folid  Flefli  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a  Dew; 
Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  Cannon  'gainft  felf  flaughter.   O  God!  OSod! 
How  weary,  ftale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seems  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  World. 
Fie  on't !  O  fie !  Y\s  an  unweeded  Garden 
That  grows  to  Seed ;  things  rank,  and  grofs  in  Nature 
PofTefs  it  meerly.     That  it  mould  come  to  this ;  • 
But  two  Months  dead;  nay,  not  fo  much 5  not  two,— 
So  excellent  a  King,  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  Satyr :  So  loving  to  my  Mother, 
That  he  permitted  not  the  Winds  of  Heav'n 
Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly.     Heav'n  and  Earth  1 

Muft  I  remember? why  flic  would  hang  on  him, 

As  if  increafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on;  and  yet  within  a  Month? 

Let  me  not  think  on'!—- Frailty*  thy  Name  is  Woman: 
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A  little  Month! or  e'er  thofe Shooes  were  old, 

With  which  (lie  follow'd  my  poor  Father's  Body, 

Like  Niobe^  all  tears Why  me,  even  me,' 

O  Heav'n!  A  Beaft  that  wants  difcourfe  of  Reafon 

Would  have  mourn'd  longer married  with  mine  Uncle, 

My  Father's  Brother;  but  no  more  like  my  Father, 
Than  I  to  Hercules.     Within  a  Month  I 
E'er  yet  the  fait  of  moft  unrighteous  Tears 
Had  left  the  flufhing  of  her  gauled  Eyes, 
She  married.     O  moft  wicked  fpeed,  to  poft 
With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  Sheets: 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good. 
But  break,  my  Heart,  for  I  muft  hold  my  Tongue. 
Enter  Horatio,  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  Lordftiip. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well, 
Horatio,  or  I  do  forget  my  felf. 

Hor.  The  fame,  my  Lord,  and  your  poor  Servant  ever. 

Ham.  Sir,  my  good  Friend,  I'll  change  that  Name  with 
you : 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg^  Horatio\ 
Marcellus !  ■ 


Mar.  My  good  Lord- 


Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you;  good  even,  Sir.   " 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 

Hor.  A  truant  Difpofition,  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  have  your  Enemy  fay  fo; 
Nor  mall  you  do  mine  Ear  that  Violence, 
To  make  it  trufter  of  your  own  report 
Againfl  your  felf.     I  know  you  are  no  Truant; 
But  what  is  your  Affair  in  Elfinoor} 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  e'er  you  depart. 

Hor.  My  Lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  Father's  Funeral. 

Ham.  I  prithee  do  not  mock  me,  Fellow  Student ; 
I  think  it  was  to  fee  my  Mother's  Wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed, 'my  Lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upom 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio:  The  Funeral  bak'd  Meats 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  Marriage  Tables ; 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  Heav'n, 
E'er  I  had  ever  feen  that  Dav,  Horatio. 

My 
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My  Father,— — methinks  I  fee  my  Father, 

Hor.  O  where,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  In  my  Mind's  Eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  faw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  King. 

Ham.  He  was  a  Man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  ftiould  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  Lord;  I  think  I  faw  him  yefternight* 

Ham.  Saw  I  Who? 

Hor.  My  Lord,  the  King  your  Father. 

Ham.  The  King  my  Father  I 

Hor.  Seafon  your  Admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  Ear;  'till  I  may  deliver 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  Heav'n's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor*  Two  Nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen^ 
Marcellm  and  Bernardo^  on  their  Watch, 
In  the  dead  wafte  and  middle  of  the  Night, 
Been  thus  encountred.     A  figure  like  your  Father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  Cap  a  Pe> 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemn  March 
Goes  flow  and  ftately  :  By  them  thrice  he  walk'd, 
By  their  opprefl:  and  fear-furprized  Eyes, 
Within  hisTruncheon's  length;  whilftthey,be-ft,iH'd 
Almoft  to  Jelly  with  the  Aft  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him.     This  to  me 
In  dreadful  fecrecy  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  Night  kept  the  Watch* 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  Apparition  comes.    I  knew  your  Father : 
Thefe  Hands  are  not  more  like. 
Ham.  But  where  was  this? 

Mar.  My  Lord,  upon  the  Platform  where  we  watchto 
Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it? 
Hor.  My  Lord,  I  did; 
But  anfwer  made  it  none;  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  Head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  felf  to  Motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeak  : 
But  even  then,  the  Morning  Cock  crew  loud 5 
And  at  the  found  it  (hrunk  in  hafte  away* 
Vol.  V.  X  And 
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And  vaniflit  from  our  fioht. 

/&*?#.  'lis  very  ftrange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honourable  Lord,  'tis  true; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  Duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  Watch  to  Night? 

Both.  We  do,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you? 

Both.  Arm'd,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

Both.  My  Lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  Face? 

Hor.   O  yes,  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up. 

Ham.   What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A  Countenance  more  in  Sorrow  than  in  Anger. 

Ham.  Pale,  or  red  ? 

Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fixt  his  Eyes  upon  you? 

Hor.  Mofl:  conftantly. 

Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham.  Very  like,  very  like ;   ftaid  it  long  ? 

Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  a  hundred* 

AIL  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 

Ham.  His  Beard  was  grifly? 

Hor.  It  was,  I  have  feen  it  in  his  Life, 
A  Sable  filver'd. 

Ham.  I'll  watch  to  Night ;  perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant  you  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  aflume  my  noble  Father's  Perfor, 
V'A  fpeak  to  it,  tho'  Hell  it  felf  mould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  Peace.    I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  Sight  ; 
Let  it  be  treble  in  your  filenceftill: 
And  whatfoever  elfe  mall  hap  to  Night, 
Give  it  an  Underftanding,  but  no  Tongue; 
I  will  requite  your  Loves :  fo,  fare  ye  well : 
Upon  the  Platform  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I'll  vifit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  Honour.   [Exeunt,  Ham, 
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Ham.  Your  love,  as  mine  to  you  :  FareweJ. 

My  Father's  Spirit  in  Arms  I  All  is  not  well; 

I  doubt  fome  foul  play;  would  the  Night  were  come; 

'Till  then  fit  ftill,  my  Soul;  foul  Deeds  will  rife, 

Tho'  all  the  Earth  o'er  whelm  them  to  Mens  Eyes.       [Exit. 
Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia, 
Laer.  My  Neceflaries  are  imbark'd,  farewel ; 

And  Sifter,  as  the  Winds  give  benefit, 

And  Convoy  is  affifhnt ;  do  not  fleep, 

But  let  me  hear  from  you. 
Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 
Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favours* 

Hold  it  a  fafhion  and  a  toy  in  Blood, 

A  Violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  Nature, 
forward,  not  permanent*  tho5  fweet,  not  lafting 
The  fuppliance  of  a  minute  ;  no  more. 
Oph.  No  more  but  (o  ? 
Laer.  Think  it  no  more  : 

For  Nature  crefcent  does  not  grow  alone,' 

In  Thews  and  Bulk;  but  as  his  Temple  waxes* 

The  inward  fervice  of  the  Mind  and  Soul 

Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps  he  loves  you  now* 

And  now  no  foil  nor  cautel  doth  befmerch 

The  virtue  of  his  Fear  :  But  you  muft  fear 

His  greatnefs  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own  : 

For  he  himfelf  is /abject  to  his  Birth; 

He  may  nor,  as  unvalued  Perfons  do9 

Carve  for  himfelf;  for,  on  his  choice  depends 

The  fan&ity  and  health  of  the  whole  State. 

And  therefore  muft  his  choice  be  circumfcrib'd 

Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  Body, 

Whereof  he  is  the  Head.  Then  if  he  fays  he  loves  you* 

It  fits  your  Wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it9 

As  he  in  his  peculiar  Sect  and  force 

May  give  his  faying  deed;  which  is  no  further, 

Than  the  main  Voice  of  Denmark^  goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  that  lofs  your  Honour  may  fuftain, 

If  with  too  credent  Ear  you  lift  his  Songs, 

Or  lofe  your  Heart  ;  or  your  chafte  Treafure  open 

To  his  unmaftered  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  Sifter* 

X  t  And 
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And  keep  within  the  rear  of  your  Affe&ion; 
Out  of  the  (hot  and  danger  of  Deflre. 
The  charieft  Maid  is  prodigal  enough, 
If  ilie  unmask  her  Beauty  to  the  Moon  : 
Virtue  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes; 
The  Canker  galls  the  infant  of  the  Spring, 
Too  oft  before  the  Buttons  be  difclos'd, 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  Youth, 
Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imminent. 
Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  lies  in  fear  ; 
Youth  to  it  felf  rebels,  though  none  elfe  near. 

Oph.  I  fliall  th' effect  of  this  good  Leffon  keep, 
As  Watchmen  to  my  Heart :  But  good  my  Brother* 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Paftors  do, 
Shew  me  the  fteep  and  thorny  way  to  Heav'n ; 
Whilft  like  a  puft  and  recklefs  Libertine, 
Himfelf,  the  Primrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  reaks  not  his  own  read. 

Laer.  Oh,  fear  me  not. 

Enter  Polonius. 
I  flay  too  long;  but  here  my  Father  comes : 
A  double  Blefling  is  a  double  Grace  ; 
Occafion  fmiles  upon  a  fecond  leave. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes !  aboard,  aboard  for  flume, 
The  Wind  fifes  in  the  (boulder  of  your  Sail, 
And  you  are  ft  aid  for  there.   My  Bleffing  with  you ; 
And  thefe  few  Precepts  in  thy  Memory, 
See  thou  Character.  Give  thy  Thoughts  no  Tongue* 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  Thought  his  Ad  : 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar; 
The  Friends  thou  haft,  and  their  adoption  try'd, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  Soul,  with  hoops  of  Steel: 
But  do  not  dull  thy  Palm,  with  Entertainment 
Of  each  unhatch'd,  unfledg'd  Comrade.     Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  Quarrel :  But  being  in 
Bear't  that  th'oppofed  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  Man  thine  Ear  ;but  few  thy  Voice. 
Take  each  Man's  cenfure ;  but  referve  thy  Judgment* 
Coftly  thy  Habit  as  thy  Purfe  can  buy ; 
But  not  expreft  in  fancy;  rich,  not  gaudy  : 
For  the  Apparel  oft  proclaims  the  Man,  ^ 
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And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  Rank  and  Station, 
Are  moft  fele&  and  generous,  chief  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be; 
For  Loan  oft  lofes  both  it  felf  and  Friend : 
A  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry.  - 
This  above  all  ,•  to  thine  own  felf  be  true  : 
And  it  mud  follow,  as  the  Night  the  Day, 
Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  Man. 
Farewel;  my  blefling  feafon  this  in  thee. 

Laer.  Moft  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  The  time  invites  you,  go,  your  Servants  tend.    - 

Laer.  Farewel,  Ophelia,  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  faid  to  you. 

Oph.  5Tis  in  my  Memory  lockt, 
And  you  your  kit  mall  keep  the  Key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewel.  [£at/V  Laer. 

Pol.  What  is'r,  Ophelia,  he  faid  to  you  ? 

Oph.  So  pleafe  you,  fomething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought ; 
'Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  your  felf 
Have  of  your  Audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous. 
If  it  be  fo,  as  fo  it  is  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,  I  muft  tell  you. 
You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly, 
As  it  behooves  my  Daughter,  and  your  Honour. 
What  is  between  you,  gi\c  me  up  the  Truth  ? 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  Lord,  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  Affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affection  /  puh  !  you  fpeak  like  a  green  Girl, 
Unfifted  in  fuch  perilous  Circumftance. 
Do  you  believe  his  Tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.  I  do  not  know,  my  Lord,  what  I  fhould  think. 
Pol.  Marry  Til  teach  you ;  think  your  felf  a  Baby, 
That  you  have  ta'en  his  Tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  fterling.     Tender  your  felf  more  dearly; 
Or  not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  Phrafe, 
Roaming  it  thus,  you'll  tender  me  a  Fool. 

Oph.  My  Lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love, 
In  honourable  fafhion. 
Pol.  Ay,  faftiion  you  may  call  it :  go  to,  go  to. 

X   3  Oph. 
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Oph.  And  hath  given  Countenance  to  his  Speech,  my  Lord, 
With  almoft  all  the  Vows  of  Heaven. 

Pol.  Ay,  Springes  to  catch  Woodcocks.  I  do  know 
When  the  Blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  Soul 
Gives  the  Tongue  vows ;  thefe  blazes,  Daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,  extinct  in  both, 
Even  in  their  Promife,  as  it  is  a  making, 
You  muft  not  take  for  Fire.  For  this  time,  Daughter, 
Be  fomewhat  fcanter  of  your  Maiden  prefence, 
Set  your  Entreatments  at  a  higher  rate, 
Than  a  command  to  Parley.     For  Lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk, 
Than  may  be  given  you.     In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  Vows;  for  they  are  Brokers, 
-Not  of  the  Eye,  which  their  Inveftments  ihew. 
But  meer  Implorators  of  unholy  Suits, 
Breathing  like  fan&ified  and  pious  Bonds, 
The  bptter  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all : 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 
Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment  leifure, 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet  i 
Look  to-t,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  way. 

Oph.  I  fli all  obey  my  Lord.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   III.    The  Platform  hefore  the  Palace* 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 

Ham.  The  Air  bites  fhrewdly  ;  it  is  very  cold. 

Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  Air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.  No,  it  has  ft  ruck. 

Hor.  I  heard  it  not :  Then  it  draws  near  the  Seafon, 
Wherein  the  Spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

[No'tfe  of  warlike  Mufick^  within* 
What  does  this  mean,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  The  King  doth  wake  to  Night,  and  takes  hisrowfe, 
fCeeps  wafTel,  and  the  fwaggering  upfpring  reels, 
4°d  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down, 
f"he  Kettle  Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  bray  out 
Tfee  triumph  of  bis  Pledge. 
^  *    <<:   R  -  Hot, 
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Hor.  Is  it  aGuftom? 
Ham.  Ay  marry  is't: 
But  to  my  Mind,  though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a  Cuftom 
Mere  honour'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  obfervance. 

Enter  Ghoft. 
Hor.  Look,  my  Lord,  it  comes. 
Ham.  Angels  and  Minifters  of  Grace  defend  us ! 
Be  thou  a  Spirit  of  Health,  or  Goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  Airs  from  Heaven,  or  blafts  from  Hell, 
Be  thy  Events  wicked  or  charitable,  - 
Thou  com'ft  in  fuch  a  queftionable  ffrape, 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee.     I'll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane:  Oh  !  oh  !  anfwer  me, 
Let  me  not  burft  in  Ignorance  ;  but  tell 
Why  thy  Canoniz'd  Bones  hearfed  in  Death, 
Have  burft  their  Cearments?   why  the  Sepukher 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  Inurn'd, 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  Jaws, 
To  caft  thee  up  again?  What  may  this  mean  ? 
That  thou  dead  Coarfe  again  in  compleat  SteeJ, 
RevihYft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 
Making  Night  hideous?  and  we  Fools  of  Nature, 
So  horridly  to  (hake  our  Difpofition, 
With  Thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  Souls? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  mould  we  do  ? 

[_Ghofl  beckons  Hamlet. 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  ir, 
As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire, 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look  with  what  courteous  Action 
It  wafts  you  to  a  more  removed  Ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means.  [Holding  Hamlet. 

Ham.  It  wifl  not  fpeak  ;  then  will  I  follow  it.  • 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  mould  be  the  fear  ? 
I  do  not  fet  my  Life  at  a  Pins  fee; 
And  for  my  Soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that  ? 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  it  felf. 

It  waves  me  forth  again. I'll  follow  it- -U 

X  4  Hor. 
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Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  Flooc^  my  Lord  \ 
Or  to  the  dreadful  Summit  of  the  Cliff, 
That  beetles  o'er  hi$  bale  into  the  Sea, 
And  there  affume  fome  other  horrible  Form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  Sovereignty  of  Reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs?  think  of  it. 

Ham.  It  wafts  me  ftill:  Goon,  I'll  follow  thee — - 

Mar.  You  (hall  not  go,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  Hand. 

Hot.  Be  ruld,  you  (hall  not  gpu 

Ham.  My  Fate  cries  out, 
And  makes  each  petty  Artery  in  this  Body, 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lion's  Nerve  .• 
Stil!  am  I  call'd  ?  Unhand  me,  Gentlemen — [Breaking  from  them* 

By  Heav'n  I'll  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  letts  me- 

I  lay  aw3y  — — —  go  on  ~—  I'll  follow  thee 

[Exeunt  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

ffor.  He  waxes  defperate  with  Imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow  j  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after;  to  what  ifftie  will  this  comeS 

Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark* 

Hor.  Heav'n  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay*  let's  follow  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  fpeak,-  I'll  go  no  further. 

Ghoft.   Mark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

Ghoft.  My  hour  is  almofl:  come, 
When  I  to  fulphurous  and  tormenting  Flames 
Mu ft  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Ghoft. 

Ghoft.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I  (hall  unfold. 

fflam.  Speak,    I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghoft.  So  art  thou  to  Revenge,  when  thou  (halt  hear* 

Ham.    What? 

Ghoft  I  am  thy  Fathers  Spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  Night, 
A  >d  for  the  Day  confin'd  to  faft  in  Fires ; 
*  Till  the  foul  Cnrnes  done  in  my  Days  of  Nature, 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  Secrefs  of  $ry  Prifpn-hpufei  I 
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I  could  a  Talc  unfold,  whofe  lighteft  word 

Would  harrow  up  thy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  Blood, 

Make  thy  two  Eyes  like  Stars,  ftartfrom  their  Spheres, 

Thy  knotty  and  combined  Locks  to  part, 

And  each  particular  Hair  to  ftand  an  end 

Like  Quills  upon  the  fretful  Porcupine  : 

But  this  eternal  Blazon  muft  not  be 

To  ears  of  Flelh  and  Blood  ;  lib  Hamlet  I  oh  lift  J     * 

If  thou  dift  ever  thy  dear  Father  love — 

-  Ham.  Oh  Heaven  ! 

Ghofi.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  Murther. 

Ham.  Murther  ? 

Ghofi.  Murther  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is; 
But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Hafte  me  to  know  it,  that  I  with  Wings  as  fwifjp 
As  Meditation,  or  the  Thoughts  of  Love 
May  fweep  to  my  Revenge. 

Ghofi.  I  find  thee  apt  ; 
And  duller  ftiouldft  thou  be  than  the  fat  Weed 
That  rots  it  k\i  in  cafe  on  Lethe's  Wharf, 
Wouldft  thou  not  ftir  in  this.   Now,  Hamlet^  hears 
It's  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  my  Orchard, 
A  Serpent  ftung  me.  So  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark^ 
Is  by  a  forged  Procefs  of  my  Death 
Rankly  abus'd  :  But  know,  thou  noble  Youth, 
The  Serpent  that  did  fling  thy  Father's  Life, 
Now  wears  his  Crown. 

Ham.  O  my  Prophetick  Soul ;  mine  Uncle  ? 

Ghofi.  Ay,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  Beaft, 
With  Witchcraft  of  his  Wits,  and  traiterous  Gifts, 
Oh  wicked  Wit,  and  Gifts,  that  have  the  Power 
So  to  feduce  I  won  to  his  fhameful  Luft 
The  Will  of  my  moft  feeming  virtuous  Queen. 
Oh  Hamlet>  what  a  falling  off  was  there  ! 
From  me,  whofe  Love  was  of  that  Dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand,  even  with  the  Vow 
I  made  to  her  in  Marriage  ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  Wretch,  whofe  natural  Gifts  were  poor 
Tothofeofmine!  But  Virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  moved, 
Though  Lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  Shape  of  Heaven ; 

So 


• 


%l%6     Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

-  So  luft,  though  to  a  radiant  Angel  link'd, 
*  Will  fate  it  felfin  a  Celeftial  Bed,  and  prey  on  Garbage. 

But  foft,  methinks  I  fcent  the  Morning's  Air 

Brief  let  me  be  ;  deeping  within  mine  Orchard, 
My  Cuftom  always  in  the  Afternoon, 
Upon  my  fecure  Hour  thy  Uncle  ftole 
With  Juice  of  curfed  Hebenon  in  a  Viol, 
And  in  the  Porches  of  mine  Ears  did  pour 
The  leprous  Diftilment ;  whofe  effect 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  Man, 
That  fwift  as  Quick- Ml ver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  Gates  and  Allies  of  the  Body  ; 
And  with  a  fudden  vigour  it  doth  pofTet 
And  curd,  like  Eagre  droppings  into   Milk, 
The  thin  and  wholfome  blood  :  So  did  it  mine 
And  a  moft  inftant  Tetter  bak'd  about, 
Moft  Lazar-Iike,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft. 
All  my  fmooth  Body, 

Thus  was  I,  fleeping,  by  a  Brother's  Hand, 
Of  Life,  of  Crown,  and  Queen  at  once  difpatcht; 
Cut  off  even  in  the  Bloffoms  of  my  Sin, 
Unhouzzled,  difappointed,  unnaneld, 
No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  Account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  Head. 
Oh  horrible  !  Oh  horrible  J  moft  horrible  I 
If  thou  haft  Nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not  ,• 
Let  not  the  Royal  Bed  of  Denmark^  be 
A  Couch  for  Luxury,  and  damned  Inceft. 
But  howfoever  thou  purfueft  this  Ad, 
Taint  not  thy  Mind,    nor  let  thy  Soul  contrive 
Againft  thy  Mother  ought  ;  leave  her  to  Heav'n, 
And  to  thofe  Thorns  that  in  her  Bofom  lodge, 
To  prick  and  fting  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  oner, 
The  Glow-worm  ihews  the  MUtin^to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffe&ual  Fire. 
Adieu,  adieu,  Hamlet  I  remember  me.  [Exit* 

Ham.  Oh  all  you  Hoft  of  Heaven  J  Oh  Earth  /  what  elfe  ? 

And  (hall  I  couple  Hell  ?  Oh  fie  !  hold  my  Heart 

And  you  my  Sinews,  grow  not  inftant  Old  ; 
But  bear  me  ftiffly  up  ;  remember  thee  — — — 

Ay 
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Ay,  thou  poor  Ghoft,  while  Memory  holds  a  feat 

In  this  diffracted  Globe  ;  remember  thee  ?  • 

Yea,  from  the  Table  of  my  Memory, 

J'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  Records, 

All  (aws  of  Books,  all  Forms,  all  prelTures  paft, 

That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there  ; 

And  thy  Commandment  all  alone  fhall  live 

Within  the  Book  and  Volume  of  my  Brain, 

Unmixt  with  bafer  Matter.  Yes,  yes,  by  Heav'n: 

Oh  rnoft  pernicious  Woman  ! 

Oh  Villain,  Villain,  fmiling  damned  Villain! 

My  Tables,  my  Tables  —  meet  it  is  I  fet  it  down,    " 

That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  Villain  ; 

At  leaft  I'm  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark^.  \Writwg* 

So  Uncle,  there  you  are  ;  now  to  my  word; 

It  is;  adieu,  adieu,  remember  me:  I  have  fworn't. 

Hor.  &  Mar.  within.  My  Lord5  my  Lord. 
Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Lord  Hamlet. 

Hor.  Heav'n  fecure  him. 

Mar.  So  be  it. 

Hor.  Ulo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy>   come  bird,  come. 

Mar.  How  is>,  my  Noble  Lord  ? 

Hor.  What  News,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Oh  wonderful  / 

Hor.  Good  my  Lord,  tell  it. 

Ham.   No,  you'll  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  by  Heav'n. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would   Heart  of  Man  once 
But  you'll  be  fecret  f  - [think  it  i 

Roth.  Ay,  by  Heav'n,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  Villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  he's  an  arrant  Knave,  [Grave 

Hor.  There  needs  no  Ghoft,   my  Lord,  come  from  the 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right,  you  are  in  the  right ; 
And  fo  without  more  Circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  (hake  Hands,  and  part  ; 
You  as  your  Bufinefs  and  Defires  (hall  point  you, 
For  every  Man  has  Bufinefs  and  Defire,  Such 
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Such  as  it  is ;  and  for  mine  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I'll  go  pray. 

Hor.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  hurling  Words,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  I'm  forry  they  offended  you,  heartily  ; 
Yes  Faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  Offence,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  St.  Patrick^  but  there  is  my  Lord,  - 
And  much  Offence  too.  Touching  this  Vifion  here  — 
It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you  .• 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'er-mafter't  as  you  may.  And  now,  good  Friends, 
As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Soldiers, 
Give  me  one  pcor  requeft. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  Lord  I  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to  Nightt 

Both.  My  Lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  fwear't. 

Hor.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  Sword. 

Mar.  We  have  fworn,  my  Lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  Sword,  indeed. 

Ghofi.  Swear.  [Ghoft  cries  under  the  Stage. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha  Boy,  fay 'ft  thou  fo?  Art  thou  there  true- 
penny ?  Come  on,  you  hear  this  Fellow  in  the  Cellerldge. 
Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor*  Propofe  my  Oath,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen, 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  &  ttbique  f  Then  we'll  fliift  for  ground, 
Come  hither  Gentlemen. 
And  lay  your  Hands  again  upon  my  Sword. 
Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  hea&d, 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghoft.  Swear.  (faft? 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  Mole,  can'ft  work  i'th'  Ground  fo 
A  worthy  Pioneer,  once  more  remove,  good  Friend. 

Hor.  Oh  Day  and  Night  !  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  Stranger  bid  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  Heaven  and  Earth,  Horatio, 

Than 
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Than  are  dreamt  of  in  our  Philofophy.  But  come,    - 

Here  as  before,  never  fo  help  you  Mercy, 

How  ftrange  or  odd  fo  e'er  I  bear  my  felf, 

As  I  perchance  hereafter  ftiall  think  meet 

To  put  an  Antick  difpofition  on, 

That  you  at  fuch  time  feeing  me,  never  (hall 

With  Arms  encumbred  thus,  or  thus,  head  (hake ; 

Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  Phrafe  ; 

As  well— -  we  know-—  or,  we  could,  and  if  we  would  — — 

Or,  if  we  lift  to  fpeak — or,  there  be  and  if  there  might  >•-•-- 

Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out  to  note, 

That  you  know  ought  of  me  ;  this  not  to  do, 

So  Grace  and  Mercy  at  your  moft  need  help  you, 

Swear, 

Ghoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft,  perturbed  Spirit;  lb,  Gentlemen, 
With  all  my  Love  I  do  commendrife  to  you  ; 
And  what  fo  poor  a  Man  as  Hamlet  is, 
May  do  t'exprefshis  Love  and  Friending  to  you, 
God  willing  lhall  not  lack  ,•  let  us  go  in  together, 
And  ftill  your  Fingers  on  your  Lips  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  Joint ;  Oh  curfed  Spight, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  kvk  right. 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [Exemt. 


A  C  T  II.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  An  Apartment  in  PoJoniusV  Houfe. 
Enter  Polonius,  and  Reynoldo. 

Pol.   /'"Mve  him  his  Mony,  and  thofe  Notes,  Reynoldo. 
Vj   Rey.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  You  fhalldo  marvellous  wifely,  good  Reynoldo. 
Before  you  vifit  him,  make  you  Inquiry. 
Of  his  Behaviour. 

Rey.  My  Lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  faid  ; 
Very  well  faid.   Look  you,  Sir, 
Enquire  me  firft  ^hat  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 

Whac 
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What  Company,  what  Expence,  and  finding 
By  this  encompafsment  and  drift  of  Queftion, 
That  they  do  know  my  Son ;  come  you  more  near, 
Then  your  particular  Demands  will  touch  ir, 
Take  you*  as  'twere  fome  diftant  Knowledge  of  him, 

As  thus I  know  his  Father  and  his  Friends, 

And  in  part  him  —  Do  you  mark  this,  Reynoldo  \ 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  And  in  part  him  — -  but  you  may  fay-—  riot  wells 
But  if  t  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild  ; 
Addicted  fo  and  fo  »     ■  and  there  put  on  him 

What  Forgeries  you  pleafe  ;   marry,   none  fo  rank, 
As  may  dilhonour  him  ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  Sir,  fuch  wanton*  wild,  and  ufual  flips* 
As  are  Companions  noted  and  mod  known 
To  Youth  and  Liberty. 

Rey.  As  Gaming,  my  Lord— — - — - 

Pol.  Ay,  or  Drinking,  Fencing,   Swearing, 
Quarrelling,  Drabbing You  may  go  fo  far* 

Rey.  My  Lord,  that  would  dilhonour  him. 

Pol.  Faith  no*  as  you  may  feafon  it  in  the  Charge; 
You  muft  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  Incontinency, 
That's  not  my  meaning;  but  breath  his  Faults  fo  quaintly, 
That  they  may  feem  the  Taints  of  Liberty  ; 
The  Flam  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  Mind, 
A  favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  Blood 
Of  general  AiTauIt. 

Rey.  Butj  my  good  Lord. 

Pol.  Wherefore  mould  you  do  this  ? 

Rey*  Ay,  my  Lord,  I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marry,  Sir*  here's  my  drift, 
And  I  believe  it  is  a  fetch  of  Warrant. 
You  laying  thefe  flight  iullks  on  my  Son, 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  foil'd  i'th*  working, 
Mark  you  your  party  in  converfe  ;  him  you  would  founds 
Having  ever  feen,  in  the  prenominate  Crimes, 
The  youth  you  breath  of,  Guilty*  be  alTur'd 
He  clofes  with  you  in  this  Confequence  ; 
Good  Sir,  or  fo>  or  Friend,  or  Gentleman, 
According  to  the  Phrafe  and  the  Addition, 
Of  Man  and  Country.  Rey* 
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Rey.  Very  good,  my  Lord.  ' 

Pol.  And  then,  Sir,  do's  he  this  ? 

He  do's  1 what  was  I  about  to  fay  ? 

I  was  about  to  fay  nothing ;  where  did  I  leave  ?  — -- 

Key.  At  clofes  in  the  Confequence  : 
At  Friend,  or  fo,  and  Gentleman. 

Pol.  At  clofes  in  the  Confequence »  Ay  marry, 

He  clofes  with  you  thus.     I  know  the  Gentleman, 
I  faw  him  yefterday,  or  t'other  day, 
Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  and  fuch,  and  as  you  fay, 
There  was  he  gaming,  there  o'ertook  in's  Rowfe, 
There  falling  out  at  Tennis;  or  perchance, 
I  faw  him  enter  fuch  a  Houfe  of  Sale, 

Videlicet^  a  Brothel,  or  fo  forth See  you  now  % 

Your  bait  of  Falfliood,  takes  this  Carp  of  Truth  ; 

And  thus  do  we  of  Wifdom  and  of  Reach, 

With  Windlaces,  and  with  allays  of  Byas, 

By  Indirections  find  Directions  out : 

So  by  my  former  Lecture  and  Advice 

Shall  you  my  Son ;  you  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey.  My  Lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  b'w'  you  ;  fare  you  well. 

Rey.  Good  my  Lord         ■  ■■  — 

Pol.  Obferve  his  Inclination  in  your  felf. 

Rey.  I  mall,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  Muflck. 

Rey.  Well,  my  Lord.  [Exit* 

Enter  Ophelia. 

Pol.  Farewel. 
How  now,  Ophelia,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Oph.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  have  been  fo  affrighted. 

Pol.  With  what,  in  the  Name  of  Heav'n  ? 

Oph.  My  Lord,  as  I  was  fowing  in  my  Chamber, 
Lord  Hamlet  with  his  Doublet  all  unbrae'd, 
No  Hat  upon  his  Head,  his  Stockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  Ancle, 
Pale  as  his  Shirr,  his  Knees  knocking  .each  other, 

And  with  a  look  fo  pireous  in  Purport, „ 

As  if  he  had  been  lofed  out  of  Hell, 

To  fpeak  of  Horrors ;  he  comes  before  me* 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  Love  ? 
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Oph.  My  Lord,  I  do  not  know  :  but  truly  I  do  fear  itl 

Pol.  What  faid  he  ? 

Oph*  He  took  me  by  the  wrift. 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  Arm  ; 
And  with  his  other  Hand,  thus  o'er  his  brow* 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  Face, 
As  he  would  draw  it.    Long  ftaid  he  fo  ; 
At  laft,  a  little  making  of  my  Arm, 
And  thrice  his  Head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 
He  nis'd  a  Sigh,  fo  hideous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  feem  to  (hatter'all  his  Bulk, 
And  end  his  Being,  That  done*  he  lets  me  go, 
And  with  his  Head  over  his  Shoulders  turn'd, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  Eyes, 
For  out  adoors  he  went  without  their  help, 
ABd  to  the  laft,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me,  I  will  go  feekthe  King, 
This  is  the  very  Extafie  of  Love, 
Whofe  violent  Property  foredoes  it  felf, 
And  leads  the  Will  to  defperate  Undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  Paffion  under  Heaven, 
That  do's  afflict  our  Natures.    I  am  forry  > 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  Words  of  late  ? 

Oph*  No,  my  good  Lord ;  but  as  you  did  command 
I  did  repel  his  Letters,  and  deny'd 
His  Accefs  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad.  t, 

I  am  forry  that  with  better  Speed  and  Judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him.    I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle* 
And  meant  to  wrack  thee ;  but  beflirew  my  Jealoufie  j 
It  feems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age, 
To  caft  beyond  our  felves  in  our  Opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lack  Difcretion.    Come,  go  we  to  the  King. 
This  muft  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofe,  might  move 
More  Grief  to  hide,  than  hat?  to  utter  Loye»         [Extunu 
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Enter  King*  Queen,  Rofeneraus,  Guildenftern,  Lords  and 

other  Attendants. 
King.  Welcome  dear  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenfiern^ 
Moreover,  that  we  much  did  long  to  fee  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  Transformation;  fo  I  "call  it, 
Since  not  th' exterior,  nor  the  inward  Man 
Refembles  that  it  was.     What  it  fhould  dl 
More  than  his  Father's  Death,  that  thus  hath  j.  it  him 
So  much  from  th' underftanding  of  himfclf, 
I  cannot  deem  of.     I  intreat  you  both, 
That  being  of  fo  young  Days  brought  up  withhim, 
And  fince  fo  neighboured  to  his  Youth,  and  Humour, 
That  yoij  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Court, 
Some  little  time,  fo  by  your  Companies, 
To  draw  him  on  to  PJeafures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  Occafions  you  may  glean, 
If  ought,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 
Thatopen'd  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen,  Good  Gentlemen  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you, 
And  fure  I  am,  two  Men  there  are  not  living, 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  pleafeyou 
To /hew  us  fo  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while, 
For  the  fuppjy  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  Vifitation  fhall  receive  fuch  Thanks, 
As  fits  a  King's  remembrance. 

Rof.  Both  yourMajefties 
Might  by  the  Sovereign  Power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  Pleafures,  more  into  Command 
Than  to  Entreaty. 

Guil.  But  we  both  obey, 
And  here  give  up  our  felves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  Service  freely  at  your  Feet , 
To  be  commanded. 
King.  Thanks,  Rofeneraus^  and  gentle  Guildenflern> 
Queen. Thanks  Guildenflernyzx\&  gentle  Rofeneraus; 
And  I  '<  efeech  you  inftantly  to  vifit 
Vol,  V.    '  Y  My 
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My  too  much  changed  Son.     Go  fome  of  ye, 
And  bring  the  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

GuiL  Heav'ns  make  our  Prefence  and  our  Practices 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him.  \Exeunt  Rof.  andGuil. 

Oueen.  Amen. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  The  Ambafladors  from  Norway,  my  good  Lord, 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 

King.  Thou  ftill  haft  been  the  Father  of  good  News. 

Pol.  Have  I,  my  Lord?  Allure  you,  my  good  Liege, 
I  hold  my  Duty,  as  I  hold  my  Soul, 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  King ; 
And  I  do  think,  or  elfe  this  Brain  of  mine 
Hunts  rot  the  trail  of  Policy,  fo  fure 
As  I  have  us'd  to  do,  that  I  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlet's  Lunacy. 

King.  O  fpeak  of  that,  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  firft  admittance  to  th'  Ambafladors, 
My  News  (hall  be  the  News  to  that  great  Feaft. 
King.  Thy  felf  do  Grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in.  [Ex.  Pol. 
He  tells  me,  my  fweet  Queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  fource  of  all  your  Son's  Diftemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other,  but  the  main, 
His  Father's  Death,  and  our  o'er-hafty  Marriage. 

Enter  Polonius,  Volcimand,  and  Cornelius. 

King.  Well,  we  (hall  fift  him.     Welcome,  good  Friends ! 
Say  Vvltimand,  what  from  our  Brother  Norway  ? 

Volt.  Mofl  fair  return  of  Greetings,  andDefires. 
Upon  our  firft,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 
His  Nephew's  Levies,  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  Preparation  'gainft  the  Polak} 
But  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  againft  your  Highnefs.  Whereat  grieved, 
That  fo  his  Sicknefs,  Age,  and  Impotence 
Was  falfely  born  in  Hand,  fends  out  Arrefts 
On  Fortinbrasy  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys, 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway  ;  and  in  fine, 
Makes  Vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 
To  give  th'affayof  Arms  againft  your  Majefty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  Joy, 
Gives  him  three  thoufand  Crowns  in  annual  Fee, 

And 
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And  his  Commiffion  to  imploy  thofe  Soldiers 
So  levied  as  before,  againfr.  the  Polak} 
With  an  intreaty  herein  further  fliewn, 
That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pafs 
Through  your  Dominions  for  his  Enterprize.1 
On  fuch  regards  of  Safety  and  Allowance* 
As  therein  are  fet  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well  : 
And  at  our  more  confider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  Bufinefs. 
Mean  time  we  thank  you,  for  your  well-look'd  labour. 
Go  to  your  reft,  at  Night  we'll  feaft  together. 
Moft  welcome  home.  \Ex\t  Ambaf. 

Pol.  This  Bufinefs  is  very  well  ended. 
My  Lkgc  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 
What  Majefty  mould  be,  what  Duty  is, 
Why  Day  is  Day,  Night,  Night,  and  Time  is  Time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  Night,  Day,  and  Time. 
Therefore,  fince  Brevity  is  the  Soul  of  Wit, 
And  Tcdioufnefs  the  Limbs  and  outward  Flourifhes, 
I  will  be  brief ;  your  noble  Son  is  mad. 
Mad  call  I  it ;  for  to  define  true  Madnefs, 
What  is'r,  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad. 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  Matter,  with  lefsArt. 

Pol.  Madam,    I  fwear  I  ufe  no  Art  at  all; 
That  he  is  mad  'tis  true  ;  'tis  true,  'tis  pity, 
And  pity,  it  is  true;  a  fooliih  Figure, 
But  fare w el  it  ;  for  I  will  ufe  no  Art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then ;  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  Caufe  of  this  Effeft, 
Or  rather  fay,  the  Caufe  of  this  Defect ; 
For  this  efFed:  defective,  comes  by  caufe, 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus— Perpend— 
I  have  a  Daughter  ;  have,  whilft  fhe  is  mine, 
Who  in  her  Duty  and  Obedience,  mark, 
Hath  given  me  this;  now  gather,  and  furmife. 
He  opens  a  Letter,  and  reads* 

To  the  Celefiialy  and  my  Soul's  Idoly  the  mofi  beautified  O- 
phelia. 

That's  an  ill  Phrafe,    a  vile  Phrafe,    beautified  is  a  vile 

Y  t  Phrafe: 
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Phrafe  ;   but  you  (hall  hear Theft  to  her  excellent  -white 

Bofom,  theft  ■■ 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her? 

/V.  Good  Madam  ftay  a  while,  I  will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  thou,  the  Stars  are  Fire%  [Reading. 

Doubt,  that  the  Sun  doth  move ; 
Doubt  Truth  to  be  a  Liary 
But  never  Doubty  I  love. 
O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  theft  Numbers  ;    I  have  not  Art 
to  reckon  my  Groans ;  but  that  1  love  thee  beft,  oh  moft  Beft> 
believe  it.  Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  moft  dear  Ladyy  whilft  this 
Machine  is  to  himy  Hamleu 
This  in  Obedience  hath  my  Daughter  fhew'd  me-: 
And  more  above,  h3th  his  follicitings, 
As  they  fdl  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine.,  Ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  me  receiv'd  his  Love  ? 
PoL  What  do  you  think  of  me? 
King.  As  of  a  Man,  faithful  and  honourable* 
PoL  I  would  fain  prove  fo.     But  what  might  you  think? 
When  I  had  feen  his  hot  Love  on  the  Wing, 
As  I  perceived  it,  I  muft  tell  you  that 
Before  my  Daughter  told  me,  what  might  you 
Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play'd  the  Desk  or  Tabk-book, 
Or  given  my  Heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb, 
Or  looked  upon  this  love,  with  idle  fight, 
What  might  you  think?  No,  I  went  round  to  work. 
And  my  young  Miftrefs  thus  I  did  befpeak; 
Lord  Hamlet  is  5  Prince  out  of  thy  Sphere, 
This  muft  not  be;  And  then,  I  Precepts  gave  her, 
That  me  mould  lock  her  felf  from  his  Refort* 
Admit  no  MeiTengers,  receive  no  Tokens : 
Which  done,  fhe  took  the  fruits  of  my  Advice, 
And  he  repuifed,  afhortTaleto  make, 
Fell  into  a  Sacnefs,  then  into  a  Fail, 
Tlience  to  a  Watch,  thence  into  a  Weaknefs, 
Thence  to  a  Lightneft,  and  by  this  declenfion 
Into  the  Midnefs  wherein  now  he  raves, 
And  all  we  wail  for. 

King, 
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King.  Do  you  think  'tis  this? 
Queen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  been  fuch  a  time,  I'd  fain  know  that, 
That  I  have  positively  faid,  'tis  fo, 
When  it  prov'd  otherwife  ? 
King.  Not  that  I  know. 
Pol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife, 
If  Circumftances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  Truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  Center. 
King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 
Pol.  You  know  fometimes 
He  walks  four  hours  together,  here 
In  the  Lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  has  indeed. 

Pol.  At  fuch  a  time  I'll  loofe  my  Daughter  to  him, 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  Arras  then, 
Mark  the  Encounter:  If  he  love  her  nor, 
And  be  not  from  his  Reafbn  fJn  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  Affiftant  for  a  State, 
And  keep  a  Farm  and  Carters. 
King.  We  will  try  it. 

Enter.  Hamlet  reading. 
Queen.    But  look  where,  fadly,  the  poor  Wretch  comes 

(  Reading. 
Pol.    Away,   I  do  befeech  you,   both  away. 
I'll  board  him  prefently.  [Exe.  King  and  Queen. 

Oh  give  me  leave.  How  does  my  good  Lord  Hkmkt  t 
Ham.  Well  God-a-mercy. 
Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Excellent,  excellent  well ;  y'are  a  Fishmonger  ? 
Pol.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honeft,  a  Ma,n. 
Pol.  Honeft,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Ay, Sir;  to  be  honeft  as  this  World  goes,  is  to  be 
One  pick'd  out  of  two  thoufand. 
Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  For  if  the  Sun  breed  Maggots  in  a  dead  Dog,' 
Being  a  good  killing  Carrion""     ■  ■>    ~ 
Have  you  a  Daughter? 
PoU  I  have,  my  Lord* 

Y  j  Haw 
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Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'th'  Sun  ;  Conception  is  a  Blef- 
fing,  but  not  as  your  Daughter  may  conceive.  Friend,  look 
to't. 

Pol.  How  fay  you  by  that?  Still  harping  on  my  Daugh- 
ter  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  firfl: ;  he  faid  I  was  a  Fifhmon- 

ger  ;  he  is  far  gone,  far  gone ;  and  truly  in  my  Youth,  I 
fuffered  much  extremity  for  Love ;  very  near  this.  Til  [peak 
to  him  again.     What  do  you  read,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  What  is  the  Matter,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Between  whom? 

Pol.  I  mean  the  Matter  you  read,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  Sir :  For  the  Satyrical  Slave  fays  here, 
that  old  Men  have  gray  Beards ;  that  their  Faces  are  wrin-* 
kled  ;  their  Eyes  purging  thick  Amber,  or  Plum  Tree 
Gum  ;  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  Jack  of  Wir, 
together  with  weak  Hams.  All  which,  Sir,  though  I 
moft  powerfully,  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not 
Honefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down  :  For  you  your  fc\f9 
Sir,  (hall  be  as  old  as  I  am,  if  like  a  Crab  you  could  go 
backward, 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madnefe,  yet  there's  Method  in't  s 
Will  you  walk  out  of  the  Air,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Into  my  Grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed  that  is  out  o'th'  Air : 
How  pregnant  (Tometimes)  his  replies  are  ? 
A  happinefs  that  often  Madnefs  hits  on, 
Which  Reafon  and  Sanity  could  not 
So  profperoufly  be  deliver'd  of.     I  will  leave  hima 
And  fuddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting 
Between  him  and  my  Daughter. 
My  honourable  Lord,  I  will  moil  humbly 
Take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thing,  that 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withal,  except  my  Life,  my 
Life. 

PoL  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Thefe  tedious  old  Fools. 

PqU  You  go  to  feejk  my  Lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Inter 
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Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildcnftern. 

Rof.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Guild.  Mine  honour' d  Lord  ! 

Rof  My  moft  dear  Lord ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  Friends  !  How  doll  thou 
Guildenftem  ?  Ob,  Rofeneraus,  good  Lads  !  How  do  ye 
both? 

Rof.  As  the  indifferent  Children  of  the  Earth. 

Guild.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy  ;  on  For- 
tune's Cap,  we  are  not  the  very  Button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  Soals  of  her  Shooe  ? 

Rof.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  wafte,  or  in  the  middle 
of  her  Favour? 

Guild.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  fecrct  partsof  Fortune?  Oh,  mofttrue;  (he 
is  a  Strumpet.     What's  the  News  ? 

Rof.  None,  my  Lord,  but  that  the  Worlds  grown 
Horieft. 

Ham.  Then  is  Dooms-day  near  ;  but  your  News  is  not 
true.  Let  me  queftion  more  in  particular:  What  have  you, 
my  good  Friends,  deferved  at  the  hands  of  Fortune,  that 
ihe  fends  you  to  Prifon  hither? 

Guild.  Prifon,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Denmark  a  Prifon. 

Rof.  Then  is  the  World  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one,  in  which  there  are  many  Con- 
fines, Wards,  and  Dungeons ;  Denmark^  being  one  o'th' 
worfr. 

Rof.  We  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  then,  'tis  none  to  you  ;  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  fo :  To  me  k  is 
a  Prifon. 

Rof.  Why  then  your  Ambition  makes  it  one  :  5Tis  too 
narrow  for  your  Mind. 

Ham.  O  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  Nut-fhell,  and 
count  my  felf  a  King  of  infinite  fpice  ;  were  it  not  that  I 
have  bad  Dreamc. 

Guild.  Which  Dreams  indeed  are  Ambition  ;  for  the 
very  fubfiance  of  the  ambitious,  is  meerly  the  fhadow  of 
a  Dream. 

Y  4  Ham, 


i400     Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

- 

Ham.  A  Dream  it  felf  is  but  a  Shadow. 
$Rof.    Truly,  and*  I  hold  Ambition  ol  fo  airy  and  light  a 
quaLrv    that  it  is  but  a  Shadow's  Shadow, 

Nam  Then  are  our  Beggars  Bodies,  and  our  Monarchs, 
and  out-ibetcht  Heroes,  the  Beggars  Shadows  5  mall  we  to 
Qn   irt/  for,  by  my  fey,  I  cannot  reafon. 
Both*  We'll  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  fuch  matter.  I  will  not  fort  you  with  the  reft 
>f  my  Servants :  For,  to  fpeak  to  you  like  an  honeft  Man,  I 
am  moil:  dreadfully  attended  ,•  but  in  the  beaten  way  of 
Friendship.     What  make  you  at  Elfinoorf 

Rof.  To  vifit  you,  my  Lord,  no  other  Gccafion. 
Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  Thanks;  but 
I  thank  you;  and  fure,  dear  Friends,  my  Thanks  are  too  dear 
a  t$lf-penny  ;  were  you  not  fent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own  incli- 
ning \  Is  it  a  free  Vifitation  ?  Come,  deal  juftly  with  me  5 
come,  come;  nay,  fpeak. 
.Qfiild.  What  mould  we  fay,  my  Lord? 
tff&m.  Why,  any  thing,  but  to  the  Purpofe.  You  were  fent 
forj&and  there  is  a  kind  of  Confeflion  in  your  looks,  which 
your  Modtfties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour.  I  know  the 
■d  Kmg  and  Qiieen  have  fent  for  you. 
Rof.  To  what  end,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  mull:  teach  me;  but  let  me  conjure  you 
by  the  rights  of  our  Fellowfhip,  by  the  confonancy  of  our 
Youth,  by  the  Obligation  of  our  ever-preferved  Love,  and 
by  what  more  dear,  a  better  propofer  could  charge  you  with- 
I ;  be  even  and  direct  with  me,  whether  you  were  fent  for 
or  no. 

Rof,   What  fay  you? 

Ham.  May  then  I  have  an  Eye  of  you  :  If  you  love  me, 
hold  not  cfF. 

Guild.  My  Lord,  we  were  fent  for. 
Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why  ;  fo  fhall  my  Anticipation 
prevent  your  difcovery,  and  your  fecrecy  to  the  King  and 
Queen,  moult  no  Feather  :  I  have  of  late,  but  wherefore  I 
know  not,  lo(t  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  cuflom  of  Exercife  ; 
and  indeed,  it  goes  fo  heavily  with  my  Difpofition,  that 
this  good.'y  Frame,  the  Earth,  feems  to  me  a  fieril  Pro- 
montory ;  this  moft  excellent  Canopy  the  Air,  look  you, 
ihis  brase  c'er-Jianging,  this  Majeflieal  Roof,  fretted  with 

golden 
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golden  Fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  tome,  than 
a  foul  and  peflilent  Congregation  of  Vapours.  What  a 
piece  of  Work  is  a  Man  I  How  Noble  in  Reafon  !  how  in- 
finite in  Faculty  !  in  form  and  moving  how  exprefs  and 
admirable  i  in  action,  how  like  an  Angel  /  in  apprehenfion 
how  like  a  God  J  the  Beauty  of  the  World,  the  Paragon 
of  Animals  ,*  and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this  Quinteffence  of 
Duft  ?  Man  delights  not  me;  no,  nor  Woman  neither,  tho* 
by  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

Rof  My  Lord,  there  was  no  fuch  Stuff  in  my  Thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  when  I  faid,  Man  delights 
rfot  me  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  Man, 
what-  Lenten  Entertainment  the  Players  fhall  receive  from 
you ;  we  accofted  them  on  the  way,  and  hither  are  they 
coming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  (hall  be  welcome  ;  his 
Majefty  (hall  have  Tribute  of  me  ;  the  adventurous  Knight 
fhall  ufe  his  Foyle  and  Target ;  the  Lover  mall  not  figh 
gratis,  the  humorous  Man  (hall  end  his  part  in  Peace  ;  the 
Clown  fhall  make  thofe  Laugh,  whofe  Lungs  are  tickl'd  ath' 
fere  ;  and  th§  Lady  (hall  fay  her  mind  freely  ;  or  the  blank 
Verfe  fhall  halt  for'r.  What  Players  are  they  ? 

Rof.  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  Delight  in,  the 
Tragedians  of  the  Cicy. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  refidencebothin 
Reputation  and  Profit  was  better,  both  ways. 

Rof  I  think  their  Inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the 
late  Innovation  ? 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  Eftimation  they  did  when 
I  was  in  the  City  ?  Are  they  fo  follow'd  f 

Rof  No  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham    How  comes  it  §  do  they  grow  rufly  ? 

tRof  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace ; 
But  there  is,  Sir,  an  airy  of  Children,  little  Yafes,  that  cry 
out  on  the  top  of  Queftion ;  and  are  moft  tyrannically  clapt 
for't  ;  thefe  are  now  the  Fafhion,  anu  fo  be-rattle  the 
common  Stages  (fo  they  call  km)  that  many  wearing 
Rapiers,  are  afraid  of  Goofe  Qjills,   and  dare  fcarce  come 
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♦  Ham.  What  are  they  Children  f  Who  maintains  'em  ? 
How  are  they  efcoted  ?  Will  they  purfue  the  Quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  fing  ?  Will  they  not  fay  afterwards 
if  they  mould  grow  themfelves  to  common  Plavers,  as  it 
is  like  moft,  if  their  Means  are  no  better,  their  Writers  do 
them  wrong  to  make  them  exclaim  againft  their  own  Sue- 
ceflion. 

Rof.  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  fides ; 
and  the  Nation  holds  it  no  Sin,  to  tarre  them  to  contro- 
verfie.  There  was  for  a  while,  no  Mony  bid  for  Argu- 
ment, unlefs  the  Poet  and  the  Player  went  to  Cuffs  in  the 
Queftion. 

Ham.  Is't  poflible  I 
~    Guild.  Oh    there    has  been   much  throwing  about    of 
Brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  Boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  Lord,  Hercules  and  his  load  too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  ftrange,  for  mine  Uncle  is  King  of  Den* 
marl^  an<^  thofe  that  would  make  mowes  at  him  while  my 
Father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  an  hundred  Ducates  a 
piece,  for  his  Picture  in  little.  There  is  fomething  in  this 
more  than  Natural,  if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out. 

[Flour  ip  for  'the  Players. 

Guild.  There  are  the  Players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfinoor  ;  your 
flands,  come  ;  the  appurtenance  of  Welcome,  is  Faftiion 
and  Ceremony.  Let  me  comply  with  you  in  the  Garbe, 
left  my  extent  to  the  Players  ('which  I  tell  you  muft  mew 
fairly  outwardj  mould  more  appear  like  entertainment 
than  yours.  You  are  welcome  ;  but  my  Uncle  Father,  and 
Aunt  Mother  are  deceiv'd. 

Guild.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  North,  North-Weft:  When  the 
Wind  is  Southerly,  I  know  a  Hawk  from  a  Handfaw. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  Gentlemen. 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenftern^  and  you  too,  at  each  ear  a 
hearer;  that  great  Baby  you  fee  there,  is  not  yet  out  of  his 
fwathing  Clouts. 

Rof  Haply  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them ;  for  they 
fay,  an  old  Man  is  twice  a  Child. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  I  will  Prophefie,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  Play- 
ers. Mark  it,  you  fay  right,  Sir  ;  for  on  Monday  Morn- 
ing 'twas  To  indeed. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I  have  News  to  tell  you. 

Ham.   My  Lord,  I  have  News  to  tell  you, 
When  Rofcius  was  an  A  dor  in  Rome  ■ 

Pol.    The  Actors  are  come  hither,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Buzze,  buzze. 

Pol.  Upon  mine  Honour 


Ham.  Then  came  each  Actor  on  his  Afs 

Pol.  The  beft  A&ors  in  the  World,  either  for  Tragedy, 
Comedy,  Hiftory,  Paftoraf,  Paftorical-Comical-Hiftorical- 
Paftoral,  Tragical-Hiftorical,  Tragical-Comical-Hiftorical- 
Paftoral,  Scene  undividable,  or  Poem  unlimited.  Seneca 
cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plant hs  too  light,  for  the  law  of 
Wit,  and  the  Liberty.    Thcfe  are  the  only  Men. 

Ham.  O  Jephta,  Judge  of  IJrael,  what  a  Treafure  hadfi 
thou  ! 

Pol.  What  a  Treafure  had  he,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why  one  fair  Daughter,  and  no  more, 
The  which  he  loved  palling  well. 
Pol.  Still  on  my  Daughter. 
Ham.  Am  I  not  i'th'  right,  old  Jephta  ? 
Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephta,  my  Lord,  I  have  a  Daughter 
that  I  love  palling  well. 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  aor. 
Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why,  as  by  lot,  God  wot  and  then  you 

know,  it  came  to  pa/s,  as  moft  like  it  was ;  the  firft  row  of 
the  Rubrick  will  mew  you  more.  For  look  where  my 
Abridgements  come. 

Enter  four  or  five  Players* 
Y'are  welcome  Mafters,  welcome  all.  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee 
well ;  welcome  good  Friends.  Oh  !  my  old  Friend  !  Thy 
Face  is  valiant  fince  I  faw  thee  laft :  Com'ft  thou  to  Beard 
me  in  Denmark^,  what  my  young  Lady  and  Miftrefs  ? 
Berlady  your  Lordfhip  is  nearer  Heaven,  than  when  I  faw 
you  laft,  by  the  Altitude  of  a  Choppine.  Pray  God  your 
Voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  Gold,  be  not  crack'd  with- 
in the  Ring.  Mafters,  you  are  all  welcome  ;  we'll  e'en  to't 
like  trench  Faulconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  fee;  we'll  have 
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a  fpeech  ftraight.    Come,  give  us  a  Tafte  of  your  Quality; 
come,  a  paflisnate  Speech. 

1  Play.  What  Speech,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  fpeak  me  a  Speech  once,  but  it  was 
never  a&ed  ;  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Play 
I  remember  pleas'd  not  the  Million,  'twas  Caviar  to  the 
General ;  but  it  was,  as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whofe 
Judgment  in  fuch  Matters,  cryed  in  the  top  of  mine,  an 
excellent  Play  ;  well  digefted  in  the  Scenes,  fet  down  with 
as  much  modefty,  as  cunning,  I  remember  one  faid,  there 
was  no  Sallets  in  the  Lines,  to  make  the  Matter  favoury  ; 
nor  no  Matter  in  the  Phrafe,  that  might  indite  the  Author 
of  Affectation,  but  call'd  it  an  honeft  Method.  One  chief 
Speech  in  it,  I  chiefly  lov'd,  'twas  v£neas  Tale  to  Dido, 
and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially,  where  he  (peaks  of  Priam  s 
Slaughter.    If  it  live  in  your  Memory,  begin  at  this  Line, 

let  me  fee,  let  me  fee The  rugged  Pyrrhusf  like  the  Hyr* 

canian  Beaft.  It  is  not  fo  ■  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus* 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  he  whofe  Sable  Arms 

Black  as  his  purpofe,  did  the  Night  refemble 

When  he  lay  couched  in  the  Ominous  Horfe, 

Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  Complexion  fmear'd 

With  Heraldry  more  difmal ;  Head  to  Foot 

Now  is  he  total  Geules ;  horridly  Trickt 

With  Blood  of  Fathers,  Mothers,  Daughters,  Sons, 

Bak'd  and  impafted,  with  the  parching  Streets, 

That  lend  a  tyrannous,  and  damned  Light 

To  the  vile  Murthers.  Roafted  in  a  Wrath  and  Fire, 

And  thus  o'erfized  with  coagulate  Gore, 

With  Eyes  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifh  Pyrrhus 

Old  Grand  (ire  Priam  feeks. 

Pol,  'Fore  God,  my  Lord,  well/poken,  with  good  accent, 
and  good  Difcretion. 

1  Play.  Anon  he  finds  him, 
Striking  too  fhort  at  Greeks*    His  antick  Sword, 
Rebellious  to  his  Arm,  lyes  where  it  falls 
Repugnant  to  command;  unequal  match, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  flrikes  wide  ; 
But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  Sword, 
Th'unnerved  Father  falls.    Then  fenfekfs  Ilium^ 
Seeming  to  feel  his  Blow,  with  flaming  Top 

Stoops 
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Stoops  to  his  Bafe,  and  with  a  hideous  crafh 
Takes  Prifoner  Pyrrhus  Ear.   For  lo,  his  Sword, 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  Head 
Of  Reverend  Priam,  feem'd  i'th'  Air  to  flick  : 
So  as  a  Tyrant  Pyrrhus  flood, 
And  like  a  Neutral  to  his  Will  and  Matter, 
Did  Nothing. 

But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  Storm, 
A  Silence  in  the  Heav'ns,  the  Rack  Hand  flill, 
The  bold  winds  fpeechlefs>  and  the  Orb  below 
As  hu(h  as  Death  :  Anon  the  dreadful  Thunder 
Doth  rend  the  Region.   So  after  Pyrrhus  pawfe, 
A  rowfed  Vengeance  fets  him  new  a  work, 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops  Hammers  fall 
On  Mars  his  Armours,  forg'd  for  proof  Eterne, 
With  Jefs  Remorfe  than  Pyrrhus  bleeding  Sword 
Now  falls  on  Priam. 

Out,  out,  thou  Strumpet-Fortune  !    all  you  Gods, 
In  general  Synod  take  away  her  Power  : 
Break  all  the  Spokes  and  Fellies  from  her  Wheel, 
And  bowl  the  round  Nave  down  the  Hill  of  Heay'n, 
As  low  as  to  the  Fiends. 
Pol.  This  is  too  long. 
Ham.  It  fliall  to  th5  Barbers  with  yoar  Beard.  Prethee 

fay  on  ;  he's  for  a  Jigg,  or  a  tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he  fleeps. 

Say  on  ;  come  to  Hecuba. 

i  Play.  But  who,  O  who,  had  feen  the  Mobled  Queen  I 

Ham.  The  Mobled  Queen  ? 

Pol.  That's  good ;  Mobled  Queen,  is  good. 

i  Play.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down,  threatning  the  Flame 

With  BilTon  Rheum;  a  Clout  about  that  Head, 

Where  late  the  Diadem  flood,  and  for  a  Robe 

About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teamed  Loyns, 

A  Blanket  in  th'alarum  of  fear  caught  up. 

Who  this  had  feen,  with  Tongue  in  Venom  fleep'd, 

'Gainfl  Fortune's  State,  would  Treafon  have  pronounc'd? 

But  if  the  Gods  themfelves  did  fee  her  then, 

When  fhe  faw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  fport 

In  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husband's  Limbs ; 

The  inftant  Burfl  of  Clamour  that  fhe  made, 

fUnlefs  things  mortal  movethtm  net  a1!) 

WouId 
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Would  have  made  Milch  the  burning  Eyes  of  Heav'n, 
And  Paflion  in  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turn'd  his  Colour,  and  has 
Tears  in's  Eyes.  Pray  you  no  more, 

Ham.  'Tis  well,  I'll  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  foon. 
Good  my  Lord,  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  beftow'd. 
Do  ye  hear,  let  them  be  well  us'd ;  for  they  are  the  abftracts, 
and  brief  Chronicles  of  the  time.     After  your  Death,  you 
were  better  have  a  bad  Epitaph,  than  their  ill  Report  while 
you  lived. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their  De- 
fer r. 

Ham.  Gods  bodikins  Man,  better.  Ufe  every  Man  after 
his  Defert,  and  who  mould  fcape  whipping  ;  ufe  them  after 
your  own  Honour  and  Dignity.  The  lefs  they  deferve,  the 
more  Merit  is  in  your  Bounty.    Take  them  in. 

PoL  Come,  Sirs.  [Exit  Polonius. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  Friends :  We'll  hear  a  Play  to  morrow. 
Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  Friend,  can  you  play  the  Murther 
of  Gonuago  f 

Play,  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to  morrow  Night.  You  could  for  a 
need  ftudy  a  fpeech  of  fome  dozen  or  fixteen  Lines,  which 
I  would  fet  down,  and  infert  in't  ?  Could  ye  not  ? 

Play.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock 
him  nor.  My  good  Friends,  I'll  leave  you  'till  Night,  you 
are  welcome  to  Elfinoor. 

Rof.  Good  my  Lord,  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Ay  fo,  good  b'w'ye  :  Now  I  am  alone. 
O  what  a  Rogue  and  Peafant  Slave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monftrous  that  this  Player  here, 
But  in  a  Fiction,  in  a  Dream  of  Paflion, 
Could  force  his  Soul  fo  to  his  whole  Conceit, 
That  from  her  working,  all  his  Vifage  warm'd; 
Tears  in  his  Eyes,  diftraction  in's  afpedr, 
A  broken  Voice,  and  his  whole  Function  fuiting 
With  Forms,  to  his  Conceit  ?  and  all  for  nothing? 
For  Hecuba  f 
What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba^ 

That 
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That  he  fhould  weep  for  her  ?  what  would  he  do, 

Had  he  the  Motive  and  theCue  for  Paflion 

That  I  have  ?  he  would  drown  the  Stage  with  Tears, 

And  cleave  the  general  Ear  with  horrid  Speech; 

Make  mad  the  Guilty,  and  appall  the  Free, 

Confound  the  Ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed, 

The  very  faculty  of  Eyes  and  Ears.     Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy  metled  Rafcal,  peak 

Like  John-a-dcamcs,  unpregnant  of  my  Caufe, 

And  can  fay  nothing:  No,  not   for  a  King, 

Upon  whofe  Property,  and  moft  dear  Life, 

A  damn'd  Defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  Coward  ? 

Who  calls  me  Villain,  breaks  my  Pate  a-crofs, 

Plucks  off  my  Beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  Face  .<* 

Tweaks  me  by  th'Nofe,  gives  me  the  lye  i'th'  Throat, 

As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs  ?   Who  does  me  this  ? 

Ha  \  Why  fhould  I  take  it  f  for  it  cannot  be, 

But  I  am  Pigeon  Liver'd,  and  lack  Gall 

To  make  Oppreffion  bitter,  or  e'er  this, 

I  fhould  have  fatted  all  the  Region  Kites 

With  this  Slave's  Offal.    Bloody,  bawdy  Villain  I 

Remorfelefs,  Treacherous,  Lecherous,  kindlefs  Villain ! 

Oh  Vengeance  1 

Why  what  an  Afs  am  I  ?  I  fure,  this  is  moft  brave, 

That  I,  the  Son  of  the  dear  Murthered, 

Prompted  to  my  Revenge  by  Heav'n  and  Hell, 

Muft,  like  a  Whore,  unpack  my  Heart  with  Words, 

And  fall  a  curling  like  a  very  Drab, 

A  Scullion  —  Fye  upon't!  Foh!  About  my  Brain. 

I  have  heard,  that  guilty  Creatures  fitting  at  a  Play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene, 

Been  ftruck  fo  to  the  Soul,  that  prefently 

They  have  proclaimed  their  Malefactions. 

For  Murther,  though  it  have  no  Tongue,  will  fpeak 

With  moft  miraculous  Organ.  Pll  have  thefe  Play ers, 

Play  fomething  like  the  Murther  of  my  Father, 

Before  mine  Uncle.  Til  obferve  his  looks, 

ril  tent  him  to  the  Quick  ;  if  he  but  blench, 

I  koow  my  Courfe.  The  Spirit  that  I  have  feen, 

May  be  the  Devil,  and  the  Devil  hath  Power 

T'affume  a  pleafing  Shape,  yea,  and  perhaps 

Out 
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Out  of  my  Weaknefs,  and  my  Melancholy, 

As  he  is  very  Potent  with  fuch  Spirits, 

Abufes  me  to  damn  me.    I'll  have  Grounds 

More  relative  than  this:  The  Play's  the  thing, 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  Confcience  of  the  King.  {Exit. 


ACT     III.     SCENE.I, 

SCENE   ft  Talace. 

Enter  Kingy  Queen9  Poloaius,  Ophelia,   Rofeneraus,  Guil- 

denftern  and  Lords. 

King.     \  ND  can  you  by  no  drift  of  Circumftance 

il.  Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  Confufion^ 
Grating  fo  hardily  all  his  Days  of  quiet, 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  Lunacy? 

Rof  He  does  confefs  he  feels  faimf  elf  diftra&edj 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak. 

Guild.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded, 
But  with  a  crafty  Macnefs  keeps  aloof: 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  Confeffion 
Of  his  true  State. 
Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 
Rof  Moft  like  a  Gentleman. 
Guild.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 
Rof.  Niggard  of  Queftion,  but  of  our  Demands 
Moft  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  affay  him  to  any  paftime  ? 
Rof.  Madam,  it  fo  fd\  out,  that  certain  Players 
We  o'er-took  en  the  way  ;  of  thefe  we  told  him  ; 
And  the.re  did  feem  in  him  a  kind  of  Joy 
To  hear  of  it :  They  are  about  the  Court, 
And  (as  I  think)  they  have  already  order 
This  Night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  moft  true  : 
And  he  befeech'd  me  to  intreat  your  Majefties 
To  hear  and  fee  the  Matter. 

King.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  it  doth  much  content  xne 
To  hear  him  fo  inclin'd.     Good  Gentlemen, 
Give  him  a  further  Edge',  and  drive  his  Purpofe  oa 
To  thefe  Delights* 

R*f 
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Rof.  We  (hall,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt* 

King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too, 
For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  there 
Affront  Ophelia.     Her  Father,  and  my  felf,  lawful  efpials* 
Will  fo  beftow  our  felves,  that  feeing  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  Encounter  frankly  judge, 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behaved, 
If't  be  th'  affliction  of  his  Love,  or  no, 
That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

Queen.  I  (hall  6bey  you : 
And  for  your  parr,  Ophelia,  I  do  wi/h 
That  your  good  Beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 
Of  hamlet's  wildnefs.   Somali  I  hope  your  Virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  Honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wifh  it  may* 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here.  Gracious,  fo  pleafe  ye> 
We  will  beftow  our  felves:  Read  on  this  Book, 
That  fhew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 
Your  lonelinefs.     We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, 
'Tistoo  much  prov'd,  that  with  Devotion's  vifage*, 
And  pious  Action,  we  do  fuger  o'er 
The  Devil  hirofclf. 

king.  Oh  'tis  too  true ; 
How  fmart  a  laih  that  Speech  doth  give  my  Confciencel 
The  Harlot's  Cheek  beautied  with  plaftring  Art 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  Deed  to  my  moil  painted  word. 
Oh  heavy  Burthen ! 

Pel.  I  hear  him  coming,  let's  withdraw,  my  Lord. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Ophelia* 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  Queftion : 
Whether,  'tis  nobler  in  the  Mind,  to  fuffer 
The  Slings  and  Arrows  of  outragious  Fortune, 
Or  to  take  Arms  againft  a  Sea  of  Troubles, 
And  by  oppofing  end  them.   To  dye,  to  ileep 
No  more  i  and  by  a  deep,  to  fay  we  end 
The  Heartache,  and  the  thoufand  natural  ^  hocks 
That  Flefh  is  Heir  to;  'tis  a  Confumma*ion 
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Devoutly  to  be  wifti'd.     To  die  to  Sleep > 

To  Sleep,  perchance  to  Dream ;  ay,  there's  the  rub— - 

For  in  that  deep  of  Death,  what  Dreams  may  come. 

When  we  have  muffled  off  this  mortal  Coi/, 

Mud  give  us  paufe.     There's  the  refped 

That  makes'Calamity  of  fo  long  Life: 

For  who  would  bear  the  Whips  and  Scornsof  Time, 

The  Opprcflbrs  wrong,  the  poor  Man's  Contumely*, 

The  pangs  of  defpis'd  Love,  the  Laws  delay, 

The  infolence  of  Office,  and  the  fpurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  Unworthy  takes, 

When  he  himfelf  might  his  Quietus  make 

With  a  bare  Bodkin  ?  Who  would  Fardles  bear 

To  grunt  and  fweat  under  a  weary  Life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  Death, 

The  undifcover'd  Country,  from  whofe  Born 

No  Traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  Will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  Ills  we  have, 

Than  fiy  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

Thus  Confcience  does  make  Cowards  of  us  all, 

And  thus  the  native  Hue  of  Refolution 

Is  ficklicd  o'er,  with  the  pale  caft  of  Thought; 

And  Enterprizes  of  great  Pith  and  Moment, 

With  this  regard  their  Currents  turn  away, 

A-  d  Iofe  the  name  of  Aftion.     Soft  you  now,     [Seeing  Oph, 

The  fax  Ophelia  ?  Nymph,  in  thy  Oraifons 

Be  all  my  Sins  remembred. 

Oph.  Good  my  Lord, 
How  does  your  Honour  for  this  many  a  Day  \ 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you;  well,  well,  well 

Oph,  My  Lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 

That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver. 

I  pray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  no,  I  never  gave  you  ought. 

Oph.  My  honoured  Lord,  I  know  right  well  you  did, 

And  with  ihcm  Words  of  fo  fweet  Breath  compos'd, 

As  made  the  things  more  Rich  :  That  perfume  loft, 

Take  thefe  again;  for  to  the  noble  Mind 

Rich  Gifts  wax  poor,  when  Givers  prove  unkind. 

There,  mv  Lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha!  are  you  honeftf 

Ofh. 
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Oph.  My  Lord- 


Ham.  Are  you  fair  ? 

Oph.   What  means  your  Lordfhip? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honed  and  fair,  your  Honefty  mould 
admit  no  Difcourfe  to  your  Beauty. 

Oph.  Could  Beauty,  my  Lord,  have  better  Commerce 
than  with  Honefty  ? 

Ham.  Ay  truly;  for  the  power  of  Beauty,  will  fooner 
transform  Honefly  from  what  it  is,  to  a  Bawd,  than  the  force 
of  Honefty  can  tranflate  Beauty  into  his  hkenefs.  This  was 
fometimes  a  Paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it  proof.  I 
did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 

H*m.  You  mould  not  have  believed  me.  For  Virtue  can- 
not fo  inoculate  our  old  Stock,  but  we  fhall  relifti  of  it.  I 
loved  you  not. 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery.  Why  wouldfl  thou  be 
a  breeder  of  Sinners?  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honefr,  but 
yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch  things  that  it  were  better  my 
Mother  had  not  born  me."  lam  very  proud, revengeful,  am- 
bitious, with  more  Offences  at  my  beck,  than  I  have  thoughts 
to  put  them  in  Imagination,  to  give  them  fhape,  or  time  to 
ad  them  in.  What  fhould  fuch  Fellows  as  I  do  crawling 
between  Heaven  and  Earth.  We  are  arrant  Knaves  all,  be- 
lieve none  of  us Go  thy  ways  to  a  Nunneiy— — 

Where's  your  Father? 

Oph.  At  home>  my  Lord# 

Ham.  Let  the  Doors  be  (hut  upon  him,  that  he  may  play 
the  Fool  no  where  but  in*s  own  Houfe.     Farewel. 

Oph.  O  help  him,  you  fweet  Heav'ns. 

Ham.  If  thou  doft  Marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  Plague  for 
thy  Dowry.  Be  thou  as  chafte  as  Ice,  as  pure  as  Snow,  thou 
(halt  not  efcapc  Calumny— -Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery,  Go-«— 
farewel— -Or  if  th<m  wilt  needs  many,  marry  a  fool ;  for 
wife  Men  know  well  enough,  whar  Monfters  you  make  of 
them- — To  a  Nunnery  go— and  quickly  too.     Farewel. 

Oph.  O  heav'nly  Powers!  reftorc him. 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  pratling  too*  well  enough. 
God  .as  given  you  one  pace,  and  you  make  your  felf  an- 
other :   You  jig,   you  amble,  and  youjifp,  and  Nick-name 
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God's  Creatures,  and  make  your  wantonnefs  your  ignorance* 
Go,  Til  no  more  on't,  it  hath  [made  me  mad.  I  lay,  we  will 
have  no  more  Marriages.  Thofe  that  are  married  already, 
all  but  one  fhall  live,  the  rift  (hall  keep  as  they  are.  To  a 
Nunnery,  go.  [Exit  Hamlet. 

Oph.  O  what  a  noble  Mind  is  here  o'er-thrown! 
The  Courtiers,  Soldiers,  Scholars !  Eye,  Tongue,  Sword 
Th'  expe&ancy  and  Rofe  of  the  fair  State, 
The  glafs  of  Fafhion,  and  the  mould  of  Form, 
Th' obfeiVd  of  all  obfervers,  quite,  quite  down^ 
I  am  of  Ladies  moil  deject  and  wretched, 
That  fuck'd  the  Hony  of  his  Mufick  Vows: 
Now  fee  that  Noble  and  moft  Sovereign  Reafort, 
Like  fweet  Bells  jangled  out  of  Tune,  and  harm. 
That  unmatch'd  Form  and  Feature  of  blown  Youth, 
Blafted  with  Extafie.     Oh  woe  is  me ! 
T'have  feen  what  I  have  feen;  fee  what  I  fee. 
Enter  King  and  Polonius. 
King.  Love!  his  Affections  do  not  that  way  tend, 

Nor  what  he  Ipake,  tho'  it  lacked  Form  a  little, 

Was  not  like  Madnefs.  There's  fomething  in  his  Soul, 

O'er  which  his  Melancholy  fits  on  brood, 

And  I  do  doubt  the  hatch,  and  the  difclofe 

Will  be  fome  Danger,  which  how  to  prevent, 

I  have  in  quick  Determination 

Thus  fet  it  down.     He  (hall  with  fpeed  to  England 

For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  Tribute: 

Haply  the  Seas  and  Countries  different, 

With  variable  Objects,  fhall  expel 

This  femething  fettled  matter  in  his  Heart ; 

Whereon  his  Brains  frill  beating,  puts  him  thus 

F.om  fam  ion  of  himfelf.   What  think  you  on't? 
Pol.  It  (hall  do  well.     But  yet  do  I  believe 

The  Origin  and  Commencement  of  this  Grief 

Spring  from  negledtd  Love.     How  now,  Ophelia? 

You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lefrd  Hamlet  faid, 

We  heard  it  all.     IVIy  Lord,  do  as  you  jtofe, 

But  if  you  hold  it  fit  after  the  Play, 

Let  his  Qaeen  Mother  all  alone  intreat  him 

7o  mew  his  Griefs ;  let  her  be  round  with  him: 

And  1*11  be  plac'd,  fo  pkafe  you,  in  the  Ear 
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Of  all  their  Conference.     If  (he  find  him  nor, 
To  England  fend  him  ;  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wifdom  beft  (hall  think. 

King.  It  (lull  be  fo: 
Madneis  in  great  Ones  rnufl  not  unwatch'd  go.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamler,    and  two  or  thru  of  the  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  Speech  1  pray  you,  as  I  pronoune'd  it  to 
you  trippingly  on  the  Tongue.  But  if  you  mouth  it,  as  ma- 
ny of  our  Player*  do,  I  had  as  heve  the  Town-Crier  had 
fpoke  my  Lines  :  Nor  do  not  faw  the  Air  too  much  with 
your  Hand  thus,  hut  ufe  all  gently;  for  in  the  very  Torrent, 
Tempefh  and,  as  I  may  fay,  thewh^I-windof  Paffion,  you 
mufl  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance  that  may  give  irfmooth- 
nefs.  O  it  offends  me  to  the  Soul,  to  fee  a  robuftous  Per- 
riwig-pated  Fellow,  tear  a  Paffion  to  Tatters,  to  very  R.ag% 
to  fplit  the  Ears  of  the  Groundlings:  Who  ffor  ihe  moft 
part)  are  capable  of  nothing,  but  inexplicable  dumb  Shews, 
and  Noife  :  I  could  have  fuch  a  Fellow  whipt  for  o'er  doing 
Termagant  ;  it  out-Herods  Herod.     Pray  you  avoid  it. 

PUj.  I  warrant  your  Honour. 

Him,  Be  nor  too  tarns  neither ;  but  let  your  own  Difcre- 
tion  be  your  Tutor.  Sute  the  Action  to  the  Word,  the 
Word  to  the  Action;  with  this  fpecial  obfervance  ;  that  you 
o'er-ftop  not  the  Modcfly  of  Nature;  for  any  thing  fo over- 
done, is  from  the  purpofe  of  Playing,  whole  end  both  at  the 
firft  and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold  as  'twere  the  Mirror  up  to 
nature ;  to  (hew  Virtue  her  own  Feature,  Scorn  her  own  I- 
rmgf,  and  the  very  Age  and  Body  of  the  time,  his  Form  and 
PreiTure;  Nov/,  this  over-done,  or  come  tardy  off,  tho*  it 
make  the  Unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  Judicious 
grieve:  The  cenfure  of  which  one,  mull:  in  your  Allowance 
o'er-fway  a  whole  Theatre  of  others.  Oh,  there  be  Players 
that  I  have  feen  Play,  and  heard  others  praife,  and  that  high- 
ly, (not  to  (peak  it  prophanelyj  that  neither  having  the  ac- 
cent of  Cariftiar.s,  nor  the  gate  #f  Chriftian,  Pagan,  or  Nor- 
man^  ruvcfo  ftrutted  and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  fome 
of  Nature's  Journey-men  had  made  Men,  and  not  made  them 
well,  they  imitated  Hum  miry  fo  abominably. 

Play.  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  lis.  Sir* 

Ham.  O  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  thofe  that  play 
your  Clowns,  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for  them.    For 
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there  be  of  them,  that  will  of  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet  on 
fome  quantity  of  barren  Spe&ators  to  laugh  too,  though  in 
the  mean  time,  fome  neceffary  queftion  of  the  Play  be  then 
to  be  confidered  ;  that's  Villanous,  and  fhews  a  moft  pitiful 
Ambition  in  the  Fool  that  ufes  it.     Go  make  you  ready. 

[Exeunt  Players* 
Enter  Polonius,  Rofeneraus,  WGuildenftern. 
How  now,  my  Lord? 
Will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  Work  \ 

Pol.  And  the  Qaeen  too,  and  that  prefently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  Players  make  hafte.  \Exit  Polonius. 

Will  you  two  help  to  haften  them  \ 

Both.  We  will,  my  Lord.  \Exetwt> 

Enter  Horatio. 

Ham.  What  ho,  Horatto  \ 

Hor.  Here,  fweet  Lord,  at  your  Service. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  juft  a  Man 
As  e'er  my  Convention  coap'd  withal. 

Hor.  O  my  dear  Lord— — — 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter  s 
For  what  Advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  Revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  Spirits 
To  feed  and  cloath  thee.    Why  mould  the  poor  be  flatter'd? 
No,  let  the  candied  Tongue  lick  abfurd  Pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  Hinges  of  the  Knee, 
Where  thrift  may  follow  feigning.  Doft  thou  hear  ? 
Sn  C2  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftrefs  of  her  Choice, 
And  could  of  Men  diftinguifti,  her  Election 
Hath  feal'd  thee  for  her  felf.     For  thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  fuffering  all,  that  fuffers  nothing. 
A  Man  that  Fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hath  ta'en  wirh  equal  Thanks.     And  bleft  are  thofe, 
Whofe  Blood  and  Judgment  are  fo  well  co-mingled, 
Tfm  they  are  not  a  Pipe  for  Fortune's  Finger, 
To  found  what  flop  fhe  pleafe.     Give  me  that  Man, 
That  is  not  Paffion's  Slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  Heart's  C^>re:  Ay,  in  my  Heart  of  Heart, 
&  f  do  the     Something  too  much  of  this. 
There  is  a  Play  to  Night  before  the  King, 
On*-  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  Circumftance 

Which  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  Father's  Death. 
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I  prethee,  when  thou  feeft  that  Ad  a-foot, 
Even  with  the  very  Comment  of  thy  Soul 
Obferve  mine  Uncle:  If  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  unkennel  in  one  Speech, 
It  is  a  damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  feen: 
And  my  Imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  Pulcans  Sryth.     Give  him  heedful  note, 
For  i  mine  Eyes  will  rivet  to  his  Pzcr, 
And  after  we  will  both  our  Judgments  join, 
To  cenfure  of  his  fetming. 

Hor.  Well,  my  Lord. 
If  he  ileal  oughr  the  whilft  this  Phy  is  paying, 
And  fcape  dete&ing,  I  will  pay  the  Theft. 
Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofenerau?,  Guilden- 
ftern,    and  other  Lords  Attendant,  with  his  Guard  carrying 
Torches*     Danidi  Afarch.     Sound  a  Flour  ifo. 
Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  Play ;  I  mud:  be  idle. 
Get  you  a  Place. 

King.  How  fares  my  Co  u  fin  Haml:t  ? 
Ham.  Excellent  i'faith,  of  the  Camehon's  Difli  .•  I  eat  the 
Air,  promife-crarnm'd,  you  cam:ot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.   I  have  nothing  with  this  Anfwer,  Hamlet,    theft 
Words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine,  now,  my  Lord.  You  plaid  once  i'th' 
Univeifiry,  you  fay?  [To  Polonius. 

Pol.    That  I  did,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good 
A&or. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

Pol.  I  did  enact  Julius  Cefar,  I  was  kill'd  i'th'  Capitol  : 
Brutus  kill'd  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  fo  Capital  a  Calf 
there.     Be  the  Players  ready  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  Lord,  they  flay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  good  Hamlet,  fit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  Mother,  here's  Mettle  more  attractive. 

Pol.  Oh  ho,  do  y  ^u  mark  that? 

Ham.  Lady,  fli  all  I  lye  in  your  Lap  ?       [Lying  down  at  O- 

Oph.  N>,  my  Lord.  phelia'j  Feet. 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  Head  upon  your  Lap  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  Country  Matters? 

Z  4  Cok 
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Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  Lord. 

hum.   That's  a  fair  thought  to  lye  between  a  Maid's  Legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  Lord  ? 

Hum.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  Lord. 

H«tn.   Who  I? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Hum.  Oh  God,  your  only  Jig-maker;  whatfhouldaMan 
do,  but  be  merry,  For  look  you  how  chearfuliy  my  Mo- 
ther looks,  and  my  Father  dy'd  within's  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay, 'tis  twice  two  Months,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  S>long?  Nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for  Til 
have  a  Suit  of  Sables.  Oh  Heav'ns!  dye  two  Months  ago, 
and  not  forgotten  yet?  then  there's  hope,  a  great  Man's  Me- 
mory may  out-live  his  Life  half  a  Year :  But  by*r-hdy  he 
mull  build  Churches  then  ;  or  elfe  fliall  he  'uffer  not  think-, 
ing  on,  with  the  Hobby-horfe;  whofe  Epitaph  , is,  for  o, 
for  o,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot; 

Hautboys  p  ray.  The  dumb  Shew  enters, 
Enter  a  King  and  Oueen>  very  lovingly ;  the  Queen  embracing 
him.  She  kneels ;  and  makes  flew  of  Proteftation  unto  him. 
He  takes  her  up,  and  declines  his  Head  upon  her  Neck,  Lays 
him  down  upon  a  Bank^  of  Flowers.  She  feeing  him  ajleepy 
leaves  him.  Anon  comes  in  a-  Fellowy  takes  off  his  Crowny 
kijfes  ity  and  pours  Poifon  in  the  King's  Earsy  and  Escitu 
'The  Queen  returns,  finds  the  King  dcady  and  makes  pajjionate 
Action.  The  Pot  finer  >  with  fome  two  or  three  Mutes  come  in 
again,  feeming  to  lament  with  her.  The  dead  Body  is  carried 
away :  The  Poifiner  woes  the  Queen  with  Qiftsy  fioefiems  loth 
and  unwilling  a  while,  but  in  the  end  accept shis  Love. 

[Exeunt. 

Oph.  What  means  this,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Marry  this  is  Miching^^/Z^jthatmeansMifchief, 

Oph.  Belike  this  Shew  imports  the  Argument  of  the  Play? 

Ham.  We  fhail  know  by  thefe  Fellows:  The  Players  can- 
jsot  keep  counfel,  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  they  tell  us  what  this  Shew  meant? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  Shew  that  you'll  (hew  him.  Be  not  you 
aiham'dtoiliew,  he'll  notfhameto  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naugrr,  Til  mark  the  Play. 

Enter 
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Enter  Prologue. 
For  us,  and  for  our  Tragedy  , 
Here  fiooping  to  jour  Clemency  ; 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 
Ham.  Is  this  a  Prologue,  or  the  Pofie  of  a  Ring? 
Oph.  Tis  brief,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  As  Woman's  love. 

Enter  King  and  Queen* 
King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus  Car  gon  round 
Neptune's  fait  Wafh,  and Tellus  Orbed  Ground: 
And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrowed  fheen, 
About  the  World  have  time,  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  Love  our  Hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  Hands 
Unite  commutual,  in  moft  facred  Bands. 

Queen.   So  many  Journeys  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  e'er  love  be  done. 
3ut  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  fick  of  late, 
So  far  from  Cheer,  and  from  your  former  State, 
That  I  difturft  you  ;  yet  though  I  diftruft, 
Difcomfort  you,  my  Lord,  it  nothing  mufr. 
For  Womens  Fear  and  Love,  hold  quantity, 
In  neither  ought,  or  in  extremity  ; 
Now  what  my  Love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know, 
And  as  my  Love  is  fix'd,  my  Fear  is  fo. 

King.  Faith  I  muft  leave  thee,  Love, and  ftiortly  too ; 
My  operant  Powers  my  Functions  leave  to  do, 
And  thou  malt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,  belov'd,  and  haply,  one  as  kind 

For  Husband  malt  thou  ■        > 

Queen.  Oh  confound  the  reft  f 
Such  Love  muft  needs  be  Treafon  in  my  Breaft : 
In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurft. 
None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kill'd  the  firft. 
Ham.  Wormwood,  Wormwood. 
Queen.  The  inftancesthat  fecond  Marriage  move. 
Are  bafe  refpe&s  of  Thrift,  but  none  of  Love. 
A  fecond  time,  I  kill  my  Husband  dead, 
When  fecond  Husband  kiiTes  me  in  Bed. 

King.  I  do  believe  you.  Think  what  now  you  fpeak ; 
But  what  we  do  determine,  oft  we  break  : 
Purpofe  is  but  the  Slave  to  Memory, 
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Of  violent  Birth,  but  poor  validity  : 

Which  now  like  Fruit  unripe  flicks  on  the  Tree, 

But  fall  unfli.ken,  when  they  mellow  be. 

Mod  neceffar  j  'tis  that  we  forget 

To  pay  our  felves,  what  to  our  f elves  is  Dett  : 

What  to  our  felves  in  Paffion  we  propofe* 

The  Paffion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe 

The  Violence  of  either  Grief  or  Joy, 

Their  own  enactors  with  themfelves  deftroy  : 

Where  Joy  moft  revels,  Grief  doth  moft  lament > 

Gref  joys,  Joy  grieves  on  (lender  accident. 

This  World  is  not  for  aye,  nor  'tis  not  ftrange 

That  even  ourLoves  mould  with  our  Fortunes  change. 

For  'tis  a  Queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  Love  lead  Fortune,  or  elfe  Fortune  Love. 

The  great  Man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  Biesf 

The  poor  advanc'd  makes  Friends  of  Enemies  : 

And  hitherto  doth  Love  on  Fortune  tend, 

For  who  not  needs,  fliall  never  lack  a  Friend  ; 

And  who  in  Want  a  hollow  Friend  doth  try, 

Directly  feafons  him  his  Enemy. 

But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, 

Gur  Wills  and  Fares  do  fo  contrary  run, 

That  our  Devices  ftill  are  overthrown, 

Our  Thoughts  are  ours,  their  Ends  none  of  our  own. 

So  think  thou  wilt  no  fecond  Husband  wed, 

But  die  thy  Thoughts,  when  thy  firfl  Lord  is  dead. 
Queen.  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  Food,  nor  Heav'n  Light, 

Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me  Day  and  Night ; 

Each  oppofite  that  blanks  the  Face  of  Joy, 

Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  deltroy, 

But  here,  and  hence,  purfue  me  lafting  Strife, 

If  once  a  Widow,  ever  I  be  Wife. 
Ham,  If  (he  mould  break  it  now. 
King.  'Tis  deeply  fworn ;  fweet,  leave  me  here  a  while, 

My  Spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 

The  tedious  Day  with  lleep. 

Queen,  Sleep    rock  thy  Brain,  [_Sleep$. 

And  never  come  mifchance  between  us  twain.  [Exit, 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  the  PJay  ? 

Queen, 
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Queen.  The  Lady  protefts  too  much*  methinks. 

Ham.  Oh  but  (he'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  Argument,  is  there  no  Of- 
fence in't  f 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poifon  in  jeft,  no  Of- 
fence l'th*  World. 

King,  What  do  you  call  the  Play  \ 

Ham.  The  Moufe-trap ;  Marry  how  ?  Tropically.  This 
Play  is  the  Image  of  a  Murther  done  in  Vienna ;  Gonz,ago 
is  the  Duke's  Name,  his  Wife  Bapttfla  ;  you  ft) all  fee  anon, 
'tis  a  Knavifh  piece  of  Work ;  but  what  o1  that  ?  Your 
Majefty,  and  we  that  have  free  Souls,  it  touches  us  not ; 
let  the  gall'd  Jade  winch,  our  withers  are  unwrung. 

Enter  Lucianus. 
This  is  one  Lucianus,  Nephew  to  the  King, 

Oph.  You  are  a  good  Chorus,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  Love  ; 
If  I  could  fee  the  Puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  Lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  would  coft  you  a  groaning,  to  take  off  my 
Edge. 

Oph.  Still  worfe  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So  you  miftake  Husbands, 
Begin  Murther.   Pox,  leave  thy  damnable  Faces,  and  begin. 
Come,  the  croaking  Raven  doth  bellow  for  Revenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,   Hands  apt,  Drugs  fit,  and  Time 
agreeing ; 
Confederate  Seafon,  elfe  no  Creature  feeing : 
Thou  Mixture  rank,  of  Midnight- Weeds  colleded, 
With  Hecate  s  Bane,  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infected, ' 
The  natural  Magick,  and  dire  property, 
On  wholfome  Life,  ufurp  immediately. 

[Pours  the  Poifon  in  his  Ears, 

Ham.  He  poyfons  him  i'th*  Garden  fur's  Eftate  ;  his 
Name's  Gonzago  ;  the  Story  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choice 
Italian.  You  ill  all  fee  anon  how  the  Murtherer  gets  the 
Love  of  Gonz>ago\  Wife, 

Oph.  The  King  rifes. 

Ham.  What,  frighted  with  falfe  Fire  \ 

Queen.  How  fares  my  Lord  \ 

Pol. 
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Pol.  Give  o'er  the  Play. 

King.  Give  me  fome  Light.  Away. 

All.  Lights,  Lights,  Lights.  {Exeunt. 

Manent  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 
The  Heart  ungalled  play  : 
For  fome  muft  watch,  whilft  fome  muft  fleep  ? 
So  runs  the  World  away. 

Would;  not  this,  Sir,  and  a  Foreft  of  Feathers,  if  the  reft 
of  my  Fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me  ;  with  two  Provincial 
Rofes  on  my  rac'd  Shooes,  get  me  a  Fellowfliip  in  a  cry  of 
Players,  Sir. 

Hor.  Haifa  Share. 

Ham.  A  whole  one  I. 
For  thou  doft  know,  oh  Damon  dear, 
This  Realm  difmantled  was 
Of  Jove  himfelf,  and  now  reigns  here. 
A  very  very  Pajock. 

Hor.  You  might  have  Rim'd. 

Ham.  Oh  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  Ghoft's  word  for  a 
thoufand  Pounds,  Didft  perceive  ? 

Hor.  Very  well,  my  Lord* 

Ham.  Upon  the  Talk  of  the  Poifoning  ? 

Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  hirri. 

£ft'ftr'Rofeneraus  and  Guildenflern. 

Ham.  Oh,  ha/  come  fome  Mufick.  Come  the  Recorders, 
For  if  the  King  like  not  the  Comedy  5 
Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdy. 
Come,  fome  Mufick. 

Guild.  Good  my  Lord,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  Hiftory. 

Guild.  The  King,  Sir . 

Ham.  Ay  Sir,  what  of  him  I 

Guild,  h  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  diftemper'd  — 

Ham.  With  Drink,  Sir  ? 

Guild.  No,  my  Lord,  rather  with  Choler. 

Ham.  Your  Wifdom  fhould  (hew  it  felf  more  rich  to  fig- 
nifie  this  to  his  Do&or  ;  forme  to  put  him  to  his  Purgation, 
would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  far  more  Choler. 

Guild.   Good  my  Lord,  put  your  Difcourfe   into  fome 
Frame,  and  ftart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  Affair. 
i  '  Ham. 
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Ham.  I  am  tame,  Sir,  pronounce. 
Guild.  The  Queen  your  Mother,  in  moft  great  affli&ion 
of  Spirit,  hath  fent  meroyou. 
Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guild.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  this  Courtefie  is  not  of  the 
right  breed.  If  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a  whol- 
fom  Anfwer,  I  will  do  your  Mother's  Commandment ;  if 
nor,  your  Pardon,  and  my  return  /hall  be  the  end  of  my 
Bufinefs. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 
Guild.  What,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfome  Anfwer  ;  my  Wit's  difeas'd. 
Bur,  Sir,  fuch  Anfwers  as  I  can  make,  you  (hall  com- 
mand ;  or  rather  you  fay,  my  Mother < therefore  no 

more  but  to  the  matter— : — my  Mother,  you  fay  —         ■  — 

Rof  Then  thus  (he  fays ;  your  Behaviour  hath  (truck 
her  into  amazement,  and  admiration. 

Ham.  Oh  wonderful  Son,  that  can  fo  aftonifh  a  Mother. 
But  is  there  no  fequel  at  the  Heels  of  this  Mother-admi- 
ration f 

Rof.  She  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  e'er  you 
go  to  Bed. 

Ham.  We  (hall  obey,  v/ere  (he  ten  times  our  Mother. 
Have  you  any  further  Trade  with  us  ? 
Rof  My  Lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 
Ham.  So  I  do  ftill*  by  thefe  pickers  and  ftealers. 
Rof.  Good  my  Lord,  what  is  your  Caufe  of  Diftemper.? 
You  do  freely  bar  the  Door  of  your  own  Liberty,  if  you 
deny  your  Griefs  to  your  Friend. 
Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  Advancement. 

Rof  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  Voice  of  th* 
King  himfelf,  for  your  Succeffion  in  Denmark^? 

Ham.  Ay,  but  while  the  Grafs  grows,  the  Proverb  is 
fomething  mufty. 

Enter  one  with  a  Recorder. 
O  the  Recorders,  letmefetone.  To  withdraw  with  you— — 
why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  Wind  of  me,  as  if  you 
would  drive  me  into  a  toil  \ 

Guild.  O  my  Lord,  if  my  Duty  be  too  bold,  my  Love 
is  too  unmannerly. 
Ham.  I  do  not  well  underftand  that.  Will  you  play  upon 

*«  Pipe  ?  Jc;iU. 
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Guild,  My  Lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray   you. 

Guild,  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Guild,  I   know  no  touch  of  it,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  *T is  as  eafie  as  lying  ;  govern  thefe  Ventiges  with 
your  Finger  and  Thumb,  give  it  Breath  with  your  Mouth, 
and  it  will  difcourfe  moll  excellent  Mufick. 
Look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Guild,  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of 
Harmony,  I  have  not  the  Skill. 

Ham,  Why  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 
make  of  me  ;  you  would  play  upon  me,  you  would  feem 
to  know  my  flops;  you  would  pluck  out  the  Heart  of  my 
Myflery,  you  would  found  me  from  my  loweft  Note,  to  the 
top  of  my  Compaft,  and  there  is  much  Mufick,  excellent 
Voice,  in  this  little  Organ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it.  Why 
do  you  think,  that  I  am  eaGer  to  be  plaid  on  than  a  Pipe  ? 
Call  me  what  Inftrument  you  will,  though  you  can  fret  me, 
you  cannot  play  upon  me.     God  blefs  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol,  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and 
prefently. 

Ham,  Do  you  fee  that  Cloud,  that's  almoft  in  fliape  like 
a  Camel .? 

Pol.  By  th'  Mafs,  and  it's  like  a  Camel  indeed. 

Ham,  Methinks  it  is  like  a  Wez,el. 

Pol,  It  is  back'd  like  a  Wez.el. 

Ham.  Or  like  a  Whale  ? 

Pol.  Very  like  a  Whale, 

Ham,  Then  will  I  come  to  my  Mother  by  and  by  ; 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  Bent. 
I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol,  I  will  fay  fo,  [Exit. 

Ham,  By  and  by  is  eafily  fiid.  Leave  me>  friends  \[_Exe. 
'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  Night, 
When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it  felf  breaths  out 
Contagion  to  this  World.   Now  could  I  drink  hot  Blood, 
And  do  fuch  bitter  Bufinefs  as  the  Day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soft,  now  to  my  Mother- — 

oh 
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Oh  Heart,  lofe  not  thy  Nature ;  let  not  ever 
The  Soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  Bofom  ; 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural, 
I  will  fpeak  Daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none. 
My  Tongue  and  Soul  in  this  be  Hypocrites  ; 
How  in  my  words  fomever  fhe  be  fhent, 
To  give  them  Seals,  never  my  Soul  confent.  [Exit. 

Enter  King,  Rofeneraus,  and  Guildenftenv 

King*  I  like  him  not,  nor  (lands  it  fafe  with  us* 
To  let  his  Madnefs  range.  Therefore  prepare  you; 
I  your  Commiflion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 
And  he  to  England  (hall  along  with  you, 
The  Terms  of  our  Eftate  may  not  endure 
Hazird  fo  dangerous,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  Lunacies. 

Gnild.  We  will  our  felves  provide  ; 
Moft  holy  and  religious  Fear  it  is, 
To  keep  thofe  many  Bodies  fafe,  that  live 
And  feed  upon  your  Majefty. 

Rof  The  fingle  and  peculiar  Life  is  bound 
With  all  the  Strength  and  Armour  of  the  Mind, 
To  keep  it  felffrom  noyance  ;  but  much  more, 
That  Spirit,  upon  whofe  Spirit  depends  and  refts 
The  Lives  of  many;  the  ceafe  of  Majefty 
Dies  not  alone*  but  like  a  Gulf  doth  draw 
What's  near  ir,  with  it,  it  is  a  maiTy  Wheel 
Fixt  on  the  Summit  of  the  higheft  Mount, 
To  whofe  huge  Spoaks,  ten  thoufand  telTer  things 
Are  morti2'd  and  adjoin'd  ;  which  when  it  falls, 
Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  confequence 
Attends  the  boiftrous  Ruin.   Never  alone 
Did  the  King  figh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  tothisfpeedy  Voyage ; 
For  we  will  Fetters  put  upon  this  Fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Both.  We  will  hafte  us.  [Exemt  Genu 

Enter  Polonius, 

Pol.  My  Lord,  he's  going  to  his  Mother's  Clofet; 
Behind  the  Arras  I'll  convey  my  felf 
To  hear  the  Procefs.    I'll  warrant  (he'll  tax  him  home. 

And 
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And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 

Tis  meet  thatforne  more  Audience  than  a  Mother, 

Since  Nature  makes  them  partial,  mould  o'er-hear 

The  Speech  of  Vantage.    Fare  you  well,  my  Liege, 

I'll  call  upon  you  e'er  you  go  to1  bed, 

And  cell  you  what  I  know.  [Exitc 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  Lord. 
Oh  my  Offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  Heavni 
It  hath  the  primal  eldeft  curfe  upon't  ; 
A  Brother's  Murther.    Pray  I  cannot, 
Though  Inclination  be  as  (harp  as  Will  .• 
My  ftronger  Guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  Intent; 
And  like  a  Man  to  double  Bufinefs  bound, 
I  Hand  in  pawfe  where  I  (hall  firfl  begin, 
And  both  neglect  ;  what  if  this  curfed  Hand 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  Brother's  Blood; 
Is  there  not  Rain  enough  in  the  fweet  Heav'ns 
To  wafh  it  white  Is  Snow  ?  whereto  ferves  Mercy? 
But  to  confront  the  vifage  of  Offence  ? 
And  what's  in  Prayer,  but  this  two-fold  Force; 
To  be  fore-fralled  e'er  we  come  to  fall, 
Or  pardon'd  being  down  t  Then  Fll  look  up, 
My  Fault  is  part.    But  oh,  what  Form  of  Prayer 
Can  ferve  my  turn  ?  Forgive  me  my  foul  Murther, 
That  cannot  be,  fince  I  am  ftill  poffeft 
Of  thofe  Effects  for  which  I  did  the  Murther, 
My  Crown,   mine  own  Ambition;  and  my  Queens 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'offence  ? 
In  the  corrupted  Currents  of  this  World, 
Offences  gilded  Hand  may  fhove  by  Juftice, 
Aod^xft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 
Buys  out  the  Law  ;  but  'tis  not  fo  above, 
There  is  no  muffling,  there  the  Action  lyes 
In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  ourfelvescompell'd 
Even  to  the  Teeth  and  Fore-hesd  of  our  Faults, 
To  give  in  Evidence.   What  then  ?  what  refts  ? 
Try  what  Repentance  can.    What  can  it  not  \ 
Yet  what  can  ir,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
O'l  wretched  State!  ch  Bofom,  black  as  Death  !    . 
Oh  limed  Soul,  that  ftrugling  to  be  free, 
Art  more  ingag'd  !  Help  Angels,  make  a  flay  i 

Bow 
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Bow  ftubborn  Knees,  and  Heart  with  firings  of  Steel, 
Be  foft  as  iinews  of  the  new-born  Babe, 
All  may  be  wel!.  [The  King  kneels. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Nov/  might  I  do  it  par,  now  he  is  praying, 

And  now  I'll  do't and  fo  he  goes  to  Heav'n, 

And  fo  am  I  reveng'd :  that  would  be  fcann'd, 

A  Villain  kills  my  Father,  and  for  that 
I  hisfole  Son,  do  this  fame  Villain  fend 

To  Heav'n -O  this  is  Hire  and  Sallery,  not  Revenge. 

He  took  my  Father  grofsly,  full  of  bread, 

With  all  his  Crimes  broad  blown,  as  frefh  as  May, 

And  how  his  Audit  {lands,  who  knows,  fave  Heav'n  t 

But  in  our  circumftance  and  cotirfe  of  Thought, 

*Tis  heavy  with  him.     And  am  I  then  reveng'd, 

To  rake  him  in  the  purging  of  his  Soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  f^afon'd  for  his  pafTa^e?   No, 

Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  time 

When  he  is  drunk  afkep,  or  in  his  rage, 

Or  in  th'inccftuous  plcafure  of  his  Bed, 

At  gaming,  fwearing,  or  about  fome  ad 

That  has  no  relifh  of  Salvation  in't, 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heav'n, 

And  that  his  Soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 

As  Hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  Mother  ftays, 

This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days.  [Exit. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below, 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  Heav'n  go.  [Exit. 

S  G  E  N  E     II.      The  (Queens  Apartment. 

Enter  Queen,  and  Polonius. 

Pol.  Hq  will  come  flraight;  look  you  lay  home  to  him, 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 
And  that  your  Grace  hath  fcreen'd,  and  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I'll  filence  me  e'en  here,* 
Pray  you  be  round  with  him, 

Ham.  within.  Mother,   Mother,  Mother. 

Queen.  I'll  warrant  you,  fear  me  not. 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonius  hides  himfelf  behind  the  Arras. 
Vol.     V.  A  a  Enter 
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Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now,  Mother,  what's  the  Matter  ? 

Queer*.  Hamlet,  thou  haft  thy  Father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  Father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go,  you  queftion  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet* 

Ham.  What's  the  matter  now? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  Rood,  not  fo ; 
You  are  the  Queen,  your  Husband's  Brother's  Wife, 
But  would  you  were  not  fo,     You  are  my  Mother. 

Queen.  Nay,  then  I'll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Ham.  Come,   come,  and  fit  you  down,  you  mail   not 
budge  : 

You  go  not  'till  I  fct  you  up  a  Glafs, 
Where  you  may  fee  the  inmoft  part  of  you? 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do?  thou  wilt  not  murtherme? 
Help,  help,  ho. 

Pol.  Whit  ho,  help,  help,  help.  [Behind  the  Arras. 

Ham.  How  now,  a  Rat?  dead  for  aDucate,  dead. 

Pol.  Oh  I  am  flain.  •  [Kills  Polonius, 

Queen.  Oh  me,  what  haft  thou  done? 

Ham.  Nay  I  know  not,  is  it  the  King  ? 

Queen.  Oh,  what  a  ralh  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad,  good  Mother, 
As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  Brother. 

Queen.  As  kill'd  a  King  ? 

Ham.  Ay  Lady,  'twas  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  Fool,  farewel, 
I  took  thee  for  thy  Betters,  take  thy  Fortune, 
Thou  find'ft  to  be  too  bufie,  is  fome  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace,  fit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  mall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  ftufF; 
If  damned  Cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  fo9 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  againft  Senfe. 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thy  tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  A&, 
That  blurs  the  Grace  and  blufh  of  Modefty, 
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Calls  Virtue  Hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rcfe 

From  the  fair  Fore-head  of  an  innocent  love> 

And  makes  a  blifter  there;  makes  Marriage  vows 

As  falfe  as  Dicers  Oaths.     O  fuch  a  Dttd% 

As  from  the  Body  of  contraction  plucks 

The  very  Soul,  and  fweet  Religion  makes 

A  rhapfody  of  words.     Heav'n's  Face  doth  glowj 

Yea,  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 

With  triftful  vifage  as  againfl  the  doom, 

Is  thought- fick  at  the  a#. 

Queen*  Ay  me,  what  acl:, 
That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  Index? 

Ham.  Look  here  upon  this  Picture,  and  on  this, 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  Brothers: 
See  what  a  Grace  was  feated  on  his  Brow, 
Hyperion's  Curies,  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf, 
An  Eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command, 
A  Station  like  the  Herald  Mercury 
Now  lighted  on  a  Heav'n  killing  Hill; 
A  Combination,  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  Seal, 
To  give  the  World  afTurance  of  a  Man. 
This  wasyour  Husband.  Look  you  now  what  follow^ 
Here  is  your  Husband,  like  a  Mildew'd  Ear, 
Blading  his  wholefome  Brother.     Have  you  Eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  Moore?  Ha!  have  you  Eyes? 
You  cannot  call  it  Love;  for  at  your  Age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  Blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment:  and  what  judgment 
Would  ftep  from  this  to  this?  What  Devil  was't, 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  Hoodrnm-blind? 
O  Shame!  where  is  thy  blufh?  Rebellious  Hell, 
If  thou  canft  mutiny  in  a  Matron's  Bones, 
To  flaming  youth,  let  Virtue  be  as  Wax, 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire.     Proclaim  no  fhame, 
When  the  compulfive  Ardure  gives  the  charge, 
Since  Froft  it  felf  as  actively  doth  burn, 
As  Reafon  panders  Will. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  fpeak  no  more. 
Thou  turn'fl:  mine  Eyes  into  my  very  Soul, 
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And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  grained  fpots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  Tind. 

Him.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  inceftuous  Bed, 
Stew'd  in  Corruption ;  honying  and  making  love 
Over  thenafly  Sty. 

Queen,  Oh  fpeak  to  me,  no  more, 
Thefe  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  Ears. 
No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  Murderer,  and  a  Villain! 
A  Slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part,  thetythe 
Of  your  precedent  Lord.     A  vice  of  Kings, 
A  Cutpurfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  Rule. 
That  from  a  fhclf,  the  precious  Diadem  ftole* 
And  put  it  in  his  Pocket. 
Queen.  No  more,- 

Enter  Ghcft. 

Ham.  A  King  of  fhreds  and  patches — 

Save  me  !  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  Wings      [Starting  ups 
You  Heavenly  Guards!  What  would  you,  gracious  figure? 
Queen.  Alas  he's  mad. 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  Son  to  chide, 
Thit  laps'd  in  lime  and  PaiTion,  lets  go  by 
Th*  importing  acting  of  your  dread  command?  Oh  fay. 

Ghofl.  Do  not  forget :  this  Vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe. 
But  look !  Amazement  on  thy  Mother  fits ; 
O  ftep  between  her,  and  her  fighting  Soul, 
Conceit  in  weakefr.  Bodies,  ftrongeft  works. 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  Lady? 
Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you? 
That  thus  you  bend  your  Eye  on  vacancy, 
And  with  the  Corporal  Air  do  hold  difcourfe^ 
Forth  at  your  Eyes,  your  Spirits  wildly  peep* 
And  as  the  deeping  Soldiers  in  th' Alarm, 
Your  Bedded  Hairs,  like  life  in  Excrements, 
Start  up,  and  ftand  an  end.     O  gentle  Son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  Diftemper 
Sprinkle  cool  Patience.     Whereon  do  you  look? 

Ham.  On  him !  on  him  !  — -  look  you  how  pale  he  glares  t 

His 
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His  form  and  caufe  conjoin'd,  preaching  tQ  Stones, 
Would  make  them  capable.     Do  not  look  upon  me, 
Left  with  this  pitious  action  you  convert 
My  flern  effects;  then  what  I  have  to  do, 
Will  want  true  colour;  tearsperchance  for  blood. 
Queen    To  whom  do  you  (peak  this  ? 
Ham,  Do  you  fee  nothing  there?       \_Painting  to  the  Ghoft, 
Queen.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  I  fee. 
Ham,  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear? 
Queen,   No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 
Ham,  Why  look  you  there !  look  how  it  fteals  away  I 
My  Father  in  his  habit,  as  he  lived. 
Look  where  he  goes  even  now  out  at  the  Portal.         [£.v//. 

Queen,    This  is  the  very  Coinage  of  your  brain, 
This  bodilefs  Creation  ecftafie  is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Ecftafie  ? 
My  Pulfe,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healtaful  Mufick.     It  is  not  madnefs 
That  I  have  uttered;  bring  me  to  the  Teft 
And  I  the  matter  will  re- word;  which  madnefs 
Would  gambo:l  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  Grace, 
Lay  not  a  flattering  Unclion  to  your  Soul, 
That  not  you    trefpafs,  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks: 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  Ulcerous  place, 
Whilftrank  Corruption  running  all  within, 
Infects  unfeen.     Confefs  your  lclf  to  Heav'n, 
Repent  what's  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
And  do  not  fpread  the  Compofl:  on  the  Weeds 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  my  Virtue., 
For  in  the  fatnefsof  thefe  purfie  time?, 
Virtue  it  felf,  of  Vice  muft  pardon  be^, 
Yea,  curb,  and  woo:-,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen    Oh,  Hamlet!  thou  had  cleft  my  Heart  in  twain. 
Ham,  O  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other   half.  A 

Good  Nisht;  but  go  not  to  mine  Uncle's"  Bed, 
AlTume  a  Virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
That  Monfter  Cuftom,  who  all  Senfe  doth  eat 
Of  Habit's  Devil,  is  Angel  yet  in  this ; 
That  to  the  ufe  of  A&ions  fair  and  good. 
He  likewife  gives  a  Frock  or  Livery 
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That  aptly  is  put  on*:  refrain  to  Mighty 

And  that  (hall  lend  a  kind  of  eafinefs 

To  the  next  Abftinence,  the  next  moreeafie; 

For  ufe  can  almoft  change  the  (lamp  of  Nature 

And  matter  the  Devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  Potency.    Once  more,  good  Night ; 

And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bleft, 

I'll  bleffing  beg  of  you.    For  this  fame  Lord,  [Pointing  to  PoL 

I  do  repent :  butHeav'n  hath  pleas'dit  fo, 

To  pun:fh  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 

That  I  muir.be  their  scourge  and  Miniften, 

I  will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 

The  death  I  gave  him ;  fo  again,  good  Night. 

I  mult  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind; 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 

Queen.  What  mail   I  do  ? 

Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  that  I  bid  you  do. 
Let  thp  blunt  King  tempt  you  again  to  Bed, 
Pinch  Wanton  on  your  chetk,  call  you  his  Moufe, 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kifles, 
Or  padling  in  your  Neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
JVUke  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  our, 
That  1  eiTentially  am  not  in  madnefs, 
But  mad  in  crafr.     JTwere  good  you  let  him  know, 
For  who  that's  but  a  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 
Would  from  a* Paddock,  from  a  Bat,  a  Gibbe, 
Such  dear  concerning*  hide?  Who  would  do  fo? 
No,  indefpight  ofSenfe  and  Secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  Basket  on  the  Houfes  top, 
Let  the  Birds  fly,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 
To  try  tonclufions,  in  the  Basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  Neck  down. 

Queen.   Be  thou  aflur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breathy 
And  breath  of  Life  :  I  have  no  Life  to  breathe 
What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  I  muft  to  England,  you  know  that? 

Queen.  Alack,  I  had  torgbt ;  -Tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham.  This  Man  mail  fet  me  packing; 
I'll  lug  the  Guts  ipto  the  Neighbour  Room; 
Mother,  pood  Night.     Indeed  this  Counfellor 

iow  moft  ftijl3  moft  fecret,  and  mod  grave, 

Who 
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Who  was  in  Life  a  foolifh  prating  Knave. 

Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 

Good  Night,  Mother.     [Exeunt  Hamlet  tugging  in  Voloni us. 


ACT     IV.      SCENE 
SCENE    A  Royal  Apartment. 

Enter  King  and  Queen. 
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A     You  mud  tranflate,  'tis  fie  we  underftand  them. 
Where  is  your  Son  ? 

Queen.  Ah,  my  good  Lord,  what  have  I  fcen  to  Night? 

King.  What,  Gertrude?  How  does  Hamlet  ? 

Queen.  Mad  as  the  Seas,  and  Wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier;  in  his  lawlefs  fit 
Behind  the  Arras,  hearing  fomething  ftir, 
He  whips  his  Rapier  out,  and  cries  aRar,  a  Rat, 
And  in  his  brainifh  apprehenfion,  kills 
The  unfeen  good  old  Mar. 

King.  Oh  heavy  deed  ! 
It  had  been  fo  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  Liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 
To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  (hall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwer'd? 
It  will  be  laid  to  uc,  whofe  providence 
Should  have  kept  (ho it,  reftrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt, 
This  mad  young  Man.     Cut  fo  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit, 
Eut  like  the  Owner  of  a  foul  Difeafe, 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  lets  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  Life.     Where  is  he  gone  ?      ' 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  Body  he  hath  kill'd, 
O'er  whom  his  very.  Madnefs,  like  fome  Ore 
Among  a  Mineral  of  Metals  bafe, 
Shews  it  felf  pure.     He  weeps  for  what  is  done, 

King.  Oh  Gertrude,  come  away: 
The  Sun  no  fooner  (hall  the  Mountains  touch, 
But  w^e  *;/i!l  (hip  him  hence,  and  this  vile  d^df 
We  muft,  with  all  our  Majefly  and  Skill, 
Both  countenance,  and  excufc.     Ho!  Gaildenfternl 
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Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenftern. 
Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  fame  further  aid : 
Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonius  (lain, 
And  from  his  Mother's  Ciofet  hathhedrngg'd  him. 
Go  feek  him  our,  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  Body 
Into  the  Chappel.T  pray  you  hafte  in  this.  [£#.Rof.W Guild, 
Gome,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  Friend*, 
To  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what's  untimely  done.     Oh  come  away, 
My  Soul  is  full  of  difcord  and  difmay.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Safely  flowed. 

Gentlemen  within.  Hamlet  !  Lord  Hamlet ! 
Ham.  What  noife?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  f 
Oh  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenftern. 
Rof  What  have  you  done,  my  Lord,  with  the  dead  Body? 
Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duft,  whereco  'tis  kin. 
Rof.  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  Chappel. 
Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 
Rof.   Believe  what  I 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  Counfel,  and  not  mine  own. 
Befides,  to  be  demanded  of  aSpunge,  what  replication  fhould 
be  made  by  trie  Son  of  a  King. 

Rof.  Take  you  me  for  a  Spunge,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  that  fokes  up  the  King's  Countenance,  his 
Reward*,  his  Authorities;  but  fuch  Offices  do  the  King  beft 
fervice  in  the  end;  he  keeps  them  like  an  Ape  in  the  corner  of 
his  Jaw,  fi;ft  mouth'd  to  be  laft  fwallowed,  when  he  needs 
what  you  have  glean'd,  it  is  but  fqueezing  you,  and  Spunge 
you  flialf  be  dry  again, 

Rof.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it;  aknavim  Speech  deeps  in  afoolifh  Ear. 
Rof  My  Lord,  you  mult  tell  us  where  the  Body  is,  and  go 
with  us  to  the  King. 

Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King,   but  the  King  is  not 
with  the  Body.     The  King,  is  a  thing — — - 
Guild.  A  thing,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Of  nothing  ?  bring  me  to  him,  hide  Fox,  and  all  after. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter  King, 
King.  I  have  f  nt  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  Body; 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  Man  goes  loofe ! 
Yet  muft  not  we  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him; 
He's  lov'd  of  the  diftra&ed  Multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  Judgment,  but  their  Eyes: 
And  where  'tis  fo,  th'  Offender's  fcourge  is  weigh'd. 
But  never  the  Offence.  To  bear  all  fmooth,  and  even, 
This  Hidden  feeding  him  away,  muft  feem 
Deliberate  pawfe:  Difeafcs  defperate  g;owr, 
By  defperate  Appliance  are  relieved, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  Rofeneraus. 
How  now?  what  hath  befafn? 

Rof.  Where  the  dead  Body  is  beftow'd,  my  Lord, 
We  cannot  qet  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he? 

Rof  Withour,  my  Lord,   guarded  to  know  your  Plea- 
fur  e. 

King.  Bring  him  before  us, 
Rof.  Ho,  Gtttldenftern !  bring  in  my  Lord. 
Enter  Hamlet,  and  Guildenftern. 
King.  Now,  Hamlet  y  w here's  Foloninsf 
Ham.  At  Supper. 
King.  At  Supper?  Where? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a  cer- 
tain Convocation  of  Worms  are  e'en  at  him.  Your  Worm 
is  your  only  Emperor  for  diet.  We  fat  all  Creatures  elfe  to 
fat  us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for  Maggots.  Your  fat  King 
and  your  lean  Beggar  is  but  variable  Service,  two  Dimes, 
but  to  one  Table,  that's  the  end. 

King.  What  doll:  thou  mean  by  this? 
Ham.  Nothing  but  to  fhew  you  how  a  King  may  go  a 
P/ogrefs  through  the  gut  of  a  Beggar. 
King.  Where  is  Polonius? 

Ham.  In  Heav'n,  fend  thither  to  fee.     If  your  Mcflen- 
ger  find  him  not  there,  feek  him  i'th'  other  place  your  felf ; 
but  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  this  Month,  you  (l^all  Nofe 
him  as  you  go  up  the  Stairs  into  the  Lobbey, 
King.  Go  feek  him  there. 
Ham.  He  will  flay  'till  yc  ccme» 

Kinrrt 
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King.  Hamlet,  this  Deed  of  thine,  for  thine  efpecial  fafety 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hail:  done,  muft  fend  thee  hence 
With  fiery  Quicknefs;  therefore  prepare  thy  felf, 
The  Bark  is  ready,  and  the  Wind  at  help, 
Thf  AfTociates  tend,  and  every  thing  at  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England* 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet* 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'fl:  our  Purpofes. 

Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub  that  fees  them ;  but  come,  for  £»- 
gland.     FareweJ,  dear  Mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  Father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  Mother:  Father  and  Mother  is  Man  and 
Wife;  Man  and  Wife  is  one  Flefh,  and  fo  my  Mother. 
Come,  for  England.  „  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot,  tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard  : 
Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to  Night. 
Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 
That  elfe  leans  on  th*  Affair;   pray  you  make  hafte. 
And  England,  if  my  Love  thou  hold'ft  at  ought, 
As  my  great  Power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe, 
Since  yet  thy  Cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danijh  Sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us ;  thou  may'fl:  not  coldly  fet 
Our  Sovereign  Procefs,  which  imports  at  full, 
By  Letters  conjuring  to  that  effecl:, 
The  prefent  Death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it  Englandr 
For  like  the  He&ick  in  my  Blood  he  rages, 
And  thou  muft  cure  me;  'till  I  know  'tis  done, 
How-e'er  my  Haps,  my  Joys  were  ne'er  begun.         [Exit* 

S  C  E   N  E    II.    A  Camp. 

Enter  Fortinbras  with  an  Army. 

For.  Go,  Captain,  from  me  to  the  Danijb  King, 
Tell  him  that  by  his  Licenfe,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  Conveyance  of  a  promis'd  March 

Over 
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Over  his  Kingdom.     You  know  the  Rendevouz; 
If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us, 
We  ihall  exprefs  our  Duty  in  his  Eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Capt.  I  will  do't,  my  Lord, 

For.  Go  foftly  on.  [Exit  FortinbraSo 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rofeneraus,  &c» 

Ham.  Good  Sir,  whofe  Powers  are  thefe? 

Capt.  They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 

Ham.  How  propos'd,  Sir,  I  pray  you? 

Capt,  Againft  fome  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them,  Sir? 

Capt.  The  Nephew  of  old  Norway  Fortinbras. 

Him.  Goes  it  againft  the  main  of  Poland)  Sir, 
Or  for  fome  Frontier? 

Capt.  Truly  to  fpeak,  and  with  no  Addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  Ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  Name, 
To  pay  five  Duckets,  five  I  would  not  farm  ir, 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  Rate,  mould  it  be  fold  in  Fee. 

Ham.  Why  then  the  Pollock^never  will  defend  it. 

Capt.  Nay,  'tis  already  garrifon'd. 

Ham.  Two  thoufand  Souls,  and  twenty  thoufand  Duckets 
Will  not  debate  the  Queftion  of  this  Straw; 
This  is  th*  impofthume  of  much  Wealth  and  Peace, 
That  inward  breaks,  and  fhews  no  caufe  without 
Why  the  Man  dies.    I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

Capt.  God  b'w'y^S  Sir. 

Rof.  Wil'c  pleafe  you  go,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight,  go  a  little  before.  [Exel 

Magnet  Hamlet. 
How  all  occafions  do  inform  againft  me, 
And  fpur  my  dull  Revenge  ?  What  is  a  Man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  fleep  and  feed  ?  a  Beaft,  no  more. 
Sure  he  chat  made  us  with  fuch  large  Difcourfe, 
Looking  before  ?nd  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  Grd-like  reafon 
To  Il'ift  in  us  unus'd;  ;  ow  whether  it  be 
Beftiai  Oblivion3  or  fome  craven  Scruple 
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Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th'  event, 

A  thought  which  quarter'd  hath  but  one  part  wifdom, 

And  ever  three  parts  coward:  I  do  not  know 

Why  yet  I  live  to  fay  this  thing's  to  do, 

Sith  I  have  caufe,  and  will,  and  ftrength,  and  means 

To  do't;   examples  grofs  as  Earth  exhort  me, 

Witnefs  this  Army  of  fuch  mafs  and  charge, 

Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  Prince, 

Whofe  Spirit  with  divine  Ambition  puft 

Makes  Mouths  at  the  invifible  Event, 

Expofing  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 

To  all  that  Fortune,  Death,  and  Dinger  dare, 

Even  for  an  Egg-fhell.     Rightly  to  be  great 

Is  not  to  flir  without  great  Argument, 

But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  Straw, 

When  Honour's  at  the  Stake.     How  ftand  I  then, 

That  have  a  Father  kill'd,  a  Mother  ftain'd, 

Excitements  of  my  Reafon  and  my  Blood, 

And  let  all  fleep,  while  to  my  Shame  I  fee 

The  eminent  Death  of  twenty  thoufand  Men, 

That  for  a  fintafie  and  trick  of  Fame 

Go  to  their  Graves  like  Beds,  fight  for  a  Plot 

Whereon  the  Numbers  cannot  try  the  Caufe, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  {lain?  O  from  this  time  forth, 

My  Thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth. 

SCENE   III.     A  Palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Horatio,  and  Attendants. 

Queen.  I  will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

Hor.  She  is  importunate, 
Indeed  diflracl;   her  mood  wilFneeds  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  would  ftie  have? 

Hor.  She  fpeaks  much  of  her  Father;  fays  (he  hears 
There's  tricks  fth'  World,  and  hems,  and  beats  her  Heart, 
Sr>'irns  envioufly  at  Straws,  fpeiks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  Senfe:  Her  Speech  is  nothing, 
Yec  the  unfhapei  ufc.of  it  doth  move 
The  Hearers  to  Collection;  they  aim  at  if, 
And  both  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  Thoughts, 
Which  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yiekhthero, 

Indeed 
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Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  would  be  Thoughts 
Though  nothing  Cure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Queen*  'Twere  good  fhe  were  fpoken  with,   for  ihe  may 
Dangerous  Conjectures  in  ill-breeding  Minds.  [ftrow 

Let  her  come  in. 

To  my  fick  Soul,  as  Sin's  true  Nature  is, 
Each  toy  feems  Prologue  to  fome  great  amifs, 
So  full  of  artlcfs  Jealoufie  is  Guilr, 
It  /pills  it  felf  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Enter   Ophelia  dtftratted. 
Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majeil  y  of  Denmark}. 
Oucen.  How  now,  Ophelia? 

Oph.  How  fljould  I  your  true  Love  know,  from  another  one  f 
By  his  cockle  Hut  and  Staffs  and  his  fandal  Shoon,     [Singing. 
Queen.  Alas,  fweet Lady;  what  imports  this  Song? 
Oph.  Say  you?  nay,  pray  you  maik. 
He  is  dead  and  gone,  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone *, 
At  his  Head  a  Grafs-green  Turf,  at  his  Heels  a  Stong. 

Enter  King* 

Queen.  Nay,  but  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Pray  you  mark. 
White  his  Shrowd  as  the  Mountain-Snow* 
Queen.  Alasj  look  here,  my  Lord. 
Oph.  Larded  with  fweet  Flowers : 

Which  bewept  to  the  Grave  did  not  go, 
With  True-love  jbowers. 
King.  How  do  ye,  pretty  Lady? 

Oph.  Well,  God  dil  d  you.     They  fay  the  Owl  was  a 
Baker's  Daughter.    Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know 
not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  Table. 
King.  Conceit  upon  her  Father, 

Oph.  Pray  you  let  us  have  no  words  of  this  j   but  when 
they  ask  you  whst  it  means,  fay  you  this: 
To  morrow  is  St.  Valentine'j  Day,  all  in  the  morn  betime, 
And  I  a  Maid  at  your  Window,  to  be  your  Valentine. 
Then  up  he  rofe,  and  don  d  his  Cloths,  anddupt  the  Chamber- do  or; 
Let  in  a  Maid,  that  out  a  Maid  never  departed  more* 
King.  Pretty  Ophelia! 

Oph.  Indeed  la?  without  an  Oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't. 
By  Gis,  and  by  S.  Charity ; 
Alackf  an  fie  for  flame, 

Toting 
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Young  Men  will  do*t>  if  they  come  tot, 
By  Cock^  they  are  to  blame* 
Quoth  JJocy  before  you  tumbled,  me, 
Tou promised  me  to  wed  : 
So  would  I  ha*  done,  by  yonder  Sun, 
And  thou  hadft  not  come  to  my  Bed* 
King.  How  long  hath  ilie  been  thus? 
Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.     We  muft  be  patient,    but 
I  cannot  chufe  but  weep,  to  think  they  fhould  lay  him  i'th* 
cold  Ground;  my  Brotuer  (hall  know  of  it,  and  fo  I  thank 
you  for  your  good  Counfel.   Come,  my  Coach;  goodnight, 
Ladies;  goodnight,  fweet  Ladies;  goodnight,  goodnight. 

[_Exit. 
King.  Follow  her  clofe,  give  her  good  Watch,  I  pray  you  ; 
Oh  this  is  the  Poifon  of  deep  Grief,  it  fprings 
All  from  her  Father's  death.     Oh  Gertrude,  Gertrude  ! 
When  Sorrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  Spies, 
But  in  Battalions.     Firft,  her  Father  flain, 
Next  your  Son  gone,  and  he  moft  violent  Author 
Of  his  own  juft  Remove;  the  People  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholfome  in  their  Thoughts  and  Whifpers, 
For  good  Polonius  death;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly, 
In  hugger  mugger  to  inter  him ;  poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  felf,  and  her  fair  Judgment, 
Without  the  which  we  are  Pictures,  or  mere  Beafts: 
Laft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe, 
Her  Brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  France, 
Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  Clouds, 
And  wants  not  Buzzers  to  infecl:  his  Ear 
With  peftilent  Speeches  of  his  Father's  Death? 
Where  in  neceffity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  flick  our  Perfons  to  arraign 
In  Ear  and  Ear.     O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  Piece  in  many  places^ 
Gives  me  fuperfluous  Death.  \A  Noife  within. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Queen.  Alack,  what  Noife  is  this? 
King,  Where  are  my  Swit&ers*  Let  them  guard  the  Door© 
What  is  the  matter? 

Mef.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord, 
The  Ocean,  over  peering  of  his  Lift, 

Est* 
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Eats  not  the  Flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte, 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  Head, 
O'er-bears  your  Officers;  the  Rabble  call  himLord, 
And  as  the  World  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  Cuftome  not  known, 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry,  chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King. 
Caps,  Hands,  and  Tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  Clouds, 
Laertes  mall  be  King,  Laertes  King. 

Queen.  How  chearfully  on  the  falfe  Trail  they  cry,' 
Oh  this  is  Counter,  you  falfe  Damp  Dogs.     [Noife  within. 

Enter  Laertes. 

King.  The  Doors  are  broke. 

Laer.  Where  is  the  King?  Sirs!  Stand  you  all  without. 

All.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave. 

All.  We  will,  we  will. 

Laer.  I  thank  you ;  Keep  the  Door. 

0  thou  vile  King,  give  me  my  Father. 
Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  Blood  that  calms,  proclaims  me  Ba- 
ftard: 

Crys  Cuckold  to  my  Father,  brands  the  Harlot 
Even  here  between  the  chafte  unfmitched  Brow 
Of  my  true  Mother. 

King.  What  is  the  Caufe,  Laertes, 
That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  Giant-like? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude  \  do  not  ft  ar  our  Perfbn: 
There's  fuch  Divinity  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  Treafon  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Ads  little  of  his  Will.     Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  art  thou  thus  incenft  ?  Let  him  go,  Gertrude. 
Speak  Man. 

Laer.  Where's  my  Father? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead?  I'll  not  be  juggl'd  with 
To  Hell  Allegiance;   Vows  to  the  blackeft  Devil; 
Confcience  and  Grace,  to  the  profoundeft  Pit; 

1  dare  Damnation;  to  this  point  I  ftandj 

That 
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That  both  fhf  Worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  Come  wKrf  corties?  only  I'll  be  Veveng'cf 
Moft  throughly  for  my  Father. 

king.   Who  m'ali'ftay  you?' 

Laer.  My  Will,  not  all  the  World. 
And  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  Co  #elJ, 
They  mall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes.1  ^ 

If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 

Of  your  dear  Father's  death,  if  'tis  not  writ  in  your  Revenge, 
That  Sbop-ftake  you  will  draw  both  Friend  and  Foe, 
Winner  and  Lofer. 

Laer.  None  but  his  Enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then? 

Laer.  To  his  good  Frknds  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my  A'rm?^ 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendring  Pelican,/ 
Rejiaft  them  with  my  Blood. 

King.  Why  now  you  fpeak 
Like  a  good  Child,  and  a  true  Gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltlcfs  of  your  Father's  death, 
And  am  moft  fenfible  in  Grief  for  it, 
It  fhall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce, 
As  Day  does  to  your  Eye. 

\_A  Noife  within.  Let  her  come  in. 
Enter  Ophelia,  fantaflically  drefi  with  Straws  and  Flowers. 

Laer.  How  now?  what  noife  is  that? 
O  heat  dry  up  my  Brains,  tears  feven  times  fait, 
Burn  out  the  fenfe  and  virtue  of  mine  Eye. 
By  Heav'n  thy  madnefs  fhall  be  paid  by  weight, 
'Till  our  Scale  turns  the  Beam.     O  Rofe  of  May  ! 
Dear  Maid,  kird  Sifter,  fweet  Ophelia! 
O  Heav'ns,  is't  poflible,  a  young  Maid's  wits, 
Should  be  as  mbrtal'aS  an  old  Man's  Life? 
Nature  is  fine  in  love,  and  where  'tis  fine, 
It  fends  forrte  precious  inftance  of  it  felf 
After  the  thmg'ir  loves. 

Oph.  They  bore  Mm  bare-facd  on  the  Beer* 

Hey  non  nti'riey.'ribney,  hey  noney  : 

And  on  his  Groove  rains  many  a  Tear,  VF 

Fare  yon  well,  my  Dove. 
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Lacr.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  and  didft  pcrfwade  Revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph*  You  muft  fing  down  a-down,  and  you  call  him  a 
down-a.  O  how  the  Wheels  become  it?  It  is  thefalfe 
Steward  that  ftole  his  Matter's  Daughter. 

Lacr.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter, 

Oph.  Thert's  Rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance; 
Pray  Love    remember;    and   there's   Pancies,    that's   for 
Thoughts. 

Lacr.  A  document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remembrance 
fitted. 

Oph,  There's  Fennel  for  you,  and  Columbines;  there's 
Rue  for  you,  and  here's  fome  for  me.  We  may  call  it 
Herb-Grace  a  Sundays:  O  you  muft  wear  your  Rue  with  a 
difference.  There's  a  Dane,  I  would  give  you  fome  Vio* 
lets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  Father  dyed:  They 
fay,  he  made  a  good  end ; 

For  bonny  Jweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Lacr.  Thought,  and  Affli&ion,  Paflion,  Hell  it  felf, 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettinefs. 
Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  againl 

And  will  he  not  come  again  t 

No,  no,  he  is  deady  go  to  thy  Death -bed, 

He  never  will  come  again. 

His  Beard  as  white  as  Snowy 

All  Flaxen  was  his  Vole  : 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone%  and  we  caft  away  mone9 

Gramercy  on  his  Soul. 
And  of  all  Chriftian  Souls,  I  pray  God. 
God  b'w'ye.  [Exit  Ophelia. 

Lacr.  Do  you  fee  this,  you  Gods? 

King.  Laertes,  I  muft  commune  with  your  Grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right:  Go  but  a-part, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  Friends  you  will, 
And  they  (hall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me; 
If  by  direct  or  by  Collateral  Hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 
Our  Crown,  our  Life,  and  all  that  we  call  Ours, 
To  you  in  fatisfa&ion.    But  if  not, 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  Patience  to  us, 

Vol,  V.  Bb  And 


1 44 1     Hamlet,  Praw  of  Denmark. 

And  we  (hall  jointly  labour  wieh  your  Sou!, 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.    Let  this  be  (o : 
His  means  of  Death,  his  obfeure  Burial; 
No  Trophy,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  o'er  his  Bonesj 
No  noble  Rite,  nor  formal  Oftentation, 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  Heav'n  to  Earth, 
Trut  I  muft  call  in  queftion. 

King.  So  you  fhall: 
And  where  th'  offence  is,  let  the  great  Ax  fall, 
I  pray  you  go  with  me,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Hora'io,  with  an  Attendant, 

Hor.  What  are  they  that  would  fpe-ik  with  me? 

Ser.  Sailors  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  Letters  for  you. 

Flor.  Let  them  come  in, 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  World 
I  mould  be  greeted,  if  not  from i  Lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailor. 

Sail.  God  blefs  you,  Sir. 

Hor.  Let  him  blefs  thee  too. 

Sail.  He  fhall,  Sir,  an't  pleafe  him.  There's  a  Letter  for 
you,  Sir:  It  comes  from  th*  AmbafTador  that  was  bound 
for  England*  if  your  Name  be  Horatio ;  as  I  am  let  to 
know  it  is. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

HO  ratio,  when  thou  pah  have  overlook* d  this,  give  thefe 
Fellows  fome  means  to  the  King:  They  have  Letters  for 
him.  E'er  we  were  two  Days  old  at  Sea,  a  Pirate  of  very 
Warlike  appointment  gave  us  Chace.  Finding  our  [elves  too 
(low  of  Sail,  we  put  on  a  compelled  Valour.  In  the  Grap- 
ple, I  boarded  them :  On  the  inftant  they  got  clear  of  our 
Ship,  fo  I  alone  became  their  Prifoner.  They  have  dealt  with 
me9  like  Thieves  of  Mercy^  but  they  knevj  what  they  did. 
I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them*  Let  the  King  have  the  Let- 
ters I  have  fenty  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  hafte 
as  thou  wouldfi  fly  Death,  I  have  words  to  fpeaf^  in  your 
Far,  will  make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for 
the  bore  of  the  Matter.  Thefe  good  Fellows  will  bring  thee 
where    I  am*     Rofeneraus    and    Guildenftera   hold  their 

courfi 
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sourfe  for  Eng'and.     Of  them  I  have  as  much  t§  tell  thee% 
EarewcL 

He  that  thou  knowefi  thine>   Hamlet. 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letters, 

And  do't  the  fpcedie.,  that  chou  may  diredfc  me 

To  him,  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  muft  your  Confcicnce  my  Acquitance  feaJ, 

And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  Heart,  for  Fiiend, 

Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  k.>owing  Ear, 

That  he  which  hath  your  noble  Father  {lain, 

Purfued  my  Life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears.     But  tell  me, 

Why  you  proceeded  not  againft  thefe  feats, 

So  crimeful  and  fo  capital  in  Nature, 

As  by  your  Safety,  Wifdom,  all  things  dfc9 

You  mainly  were  ftirr'd  up? 
King.  O  for  two  fpecial  Reafons, 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  feem  much  unfinew'd, 

And  yet  to  me  they  are  ftrong.     The  Queen,  his  Mother, 

Lives  almoft  by  his  Looks;  and  for  my  felf, 

My  Virtue  or  my  Plague,  be  it  either  which, 

She's  fo  conjunctive  to  my  Life  and  Soul; 
That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  Motive, 
Why  to  a  publick  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  Love  the  general  Gender  bear  him, 
Who  dipping  a!l  his  Faults  in  their  Affe&ion, 
Would  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  Wood  to  Stone, 
Convert  his  Gyves  to  Graces.     So  that  my  Arrow? 
Too  (lightly  Timbred  for  fo  loud  a  Wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  Bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  have  I  a  noble  Father  loft, 
A  Sifter  driven  into  defperate  Terms, 
Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  Challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  Age 
For  her  Peifedions.     But  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  fleeps  for  that,  you  muft  not  think 
That  we  are  made  of  fluff  fo  flat  and  dull, 

Bbi  That 
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That  we  can  let  our  Beard  be  (hook  with  danger, 
\<nd  think  it  paftime.     You  ihortly  (hall  hear  more, 
i  lov'd  your  Father,  and  we  love  your  felf, 
And  that  I  hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine—- 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
How  now  ?  What  News  ? 

Mef.  Letters,  my  Lord,  from  Hamlet.     This  to  your 
Majelty :  This  to  the  Q  jeen. 
King.  From  Hamlet  ?  Who  brought  them  ? 
Mef  Sailors,  my  Lord,  they  fay,  I  faw  them  not  i 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,  he  receiv'd  them. 

King*  Laertes,  you  Hull  hear  them: 
Leave  us.  \_Exit  Mejfenger. 

High  and  Mighty,  you  (hall  know  1  am  fet  naked  on  your 
Kingdom.     To  Morrow  pall  I  beg  leave  to  fee  your  King* 
iy  Eyes.     When  I  fhall,  firfi  asking  you  Pardon  thereunto, 
recount  th*  Occajions   of  my  fudden,    and  more  flrange   re- 
urn*  Hamlet. 
Vhat  fliould  this  mean  ?  Are  all  the  reft  come  back? 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe?  Or  no  ftuh  thing? 
,     Laer.  Know  you  the  Hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  Charader,  naked,  a;:d  in  a  Poftfcript 
here  he  fays  alone:  Can  you  advife  me? 

Laer.  I'm  loft  in  it,  my  Lord,  but  let  him  come, 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  Heart, 
That  I  (hall  live  and  ttll  him  to  his  Teeth  ; 
Thus  diddeft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo,  Laertes,  as  how  fhould  it  be  fo?— — 

;{ow  otherwife? will  you  be  rui'd  by  me? 

Laer.  If  fo,  you'll  not  o'tr-iule  me  to  a  peace. 
King.  To  thine  own  Peace :  If  he  be  now  return'd, 
\s  checking  at  his  Voyage,  and  that  he  means 
Mo  more  to  undertake  it ;  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  Device, 
Under  the  which  he  (hall  not  chufe  but  fall: 
\nd  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fhall  breathe, 
But  even  his  Mother  ihall  uncharge  the  practice, 
\nd  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  Lord,  I  will  be  rul'd, 
r|ie  rather  if  you  could  devife  it  fo 
Tint  I  might  be  the  Inftrument.  uov 

fang* 
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King.  It  falls  right: 
You  have  been  talkt  of  fince  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  ffamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein  they  fay  you  fhine;  your  fum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
Of  the  unworthieft  Siege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  Lord? 

King*  A  very  Feather  in  the  Cap  of  Youth, 
Yet  needful  too,  for  Youth  no  lefs  becomes 
The  light  and  carelefs  Livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  fetled  Age  his  Sables,  and  his  Weeds, 
Importing  Heilth  and  Gravenefs:  Two  Months  fince 
Here  was  a  Gentleman  of  Normandy, 
I've  feen  my  felf  and  ferv'd  againft  the  French* 
And  they  ran  well  on  Horfe-back;  but  this  Gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't,  he  grew  into  his  Seat; 
And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  Horfe, 
And  he  had  been  encorps'd  and  demy-natur'd 
With  the  brave  Beaft ;  fo  far  he  paft  my  Thought, 
That  I  in  forgery  of  Shapes  and  Tricks, 
Come  fliort  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman  was't? 

King.  A  Norman, 

Laer.  Upon  my  Life,  Lamound. 

King.  The  very  fame. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well,  he  is  the  brooch  indeed, 
And  Gem  of  all  the  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confeflion  of  you, 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  mafterly  report, 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence; 
And  for  your  Rapier  moft  efpecially, 
That  he  cry'd  out,  'twould  be  a  fight  indeed, 
If  o  e  could  much  you,  Sir,   This  Report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  Envy, 
That  he  could  nothing  do  but  wifli  and  beg, 
Your  fudden,  coming  over  to  play  with  him; 
Now  out  of  this— — 

Laer.  Why  out  of  this,  my  Lord? 

King.  Laertes,  was  your  Father  dear  to  you? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  Sorrow, 
A  Face  without  a  Heart?  Bb  ^  Laer. 
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Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  Father, 
But  that  I  know  Love  is  begun  by  Time ; 
And  that  I  fee  in  Paffages  oi  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  fpark  2nd  fire  of  it: 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  Love 
A  kind  of  wiek  or  fnufFthat  will  abate  it, 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  Goodnefs  ftill; 
For  Gooduefs  growing  to  a  Pleurifie, 
Dies  in  his  own  too  mucn,  that  we  would  do, 
We  fliould  do  when  we  would;  for  this  would  changes, 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  Tongues,  are  Hands,  are  Accidents, 
And  then  this  Should  is  like  a  Spend-thrift-figh, 
That  hurts  by  eafing;  but  to  the  quick  of  th'  Ulcer, 
Hamlet  comes  b^ck,  v.  hat  would  you  undertake, 
To  fhew  your  felf  your  Father\Son  in  deed, 
More  than  in  words? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  Throat  i'th'  Church. 

King.  No  place  indeed  fliould  murther  fan&uarife; 
Revenge  mould  have  no  bounds;  but,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  clofe  within  your  Chamber? 
Hamlet  return 'd,  fhall  know  you  are  come  home: 
We'll  put  on  thofe  ill  all  praife  your  Excellence, 
And  fct  a  double  Varniih  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you,  bring  you  in  fine  together, 
And  wager  on  your  Heads.     He  beim*  rcmifs, 
Moll;  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  not  perufe  the  Foils;  fo  that  with  eafe, 
Or  with  a  little  fhuffling,  you  may  chufe 
A  Sword  unbailed,  and  in  a  pafs  of  Practice, 
Requite  him  for  your  Father, 

Laer.  I  will  do't; 
And  for  that  purpofe  I'll  anoint  my  Sword : 
I  bought  an  Unction  of  a  Mountebank, 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  Knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  Blood,  no  Cataplafm  fo  rare, 
Collected  from  all  Simples  that  have  Virtue 
Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death, 
That  is  but  fcratch'd  withal;  I'll  touch  my  point, 
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With  this  contagion,  that  if  I  gall  him  (lightly, 
It  may  he  death. 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this, 
Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  fliape.     If  this  mould  fail, 
And  that  our  drift  I<  ok'd  through  our  bad  performance, 
'Twere  better  not  affay'd  ;  therefore  this  Project 
Should  have  a  Back,  or  fecond,  that  might  hold, 

If  this  mould  blaft  in  proof.     Soft let  me  fee 

We'll  make  a  folemn  Wager  on  your  Cunnings, 

Thar when  in  your  Motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 

As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  the  end, 
And  that  he  calls  for  dtink;  I'll  have  prepar'd  him 
A  Chalice  for  the  nonce;  whereon  but  fipping, 
If  he  by  chance  cfcape  your  venom*  d  Tuck, 
Our  purpofemay  hold  there;  how  now,  fweet  Queen? 

Enter  Queen. 
Queen.  One  Woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  Heel, 
So  raft  they'll  follow:   Your  Sifter's  drown'd,  Laertes. 
Laer.  Drown'd!  O  where? 
Queen.  There  is  a  Willow  grows  aflant  a  Brook, 
That  (hews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glaffie  Stream: 
There  with  fantaftick  Garlands  did  fhe  come, 
Of  Crow-flowers,  Nettles,  Daifies,  and  long  Purples, 
That  liberal  Shepherds  give  a  grolTer  name  to, 
But  our  cold  Maids  do  dead  Men's  Fingers  call  them: 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  Coronet  Weeds 
Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  (liver  brcke; 
When  down  the  weedy  Trophies,  and  her  felf, 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,  her  Cloaths  fpread  wide, 
And  Meremaid-like,  a  while  they  bear  her  up, 
Which  time  fhe  chaunted  fnatches  of  old  Tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 
Or  like  a  Creature  Native,  and  deduced 
Unto  that  element :  But  long  it  could  not  be, 
'Till  that  her  Garments  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Puird  the  poor  Wretch  from  her  melodious  lay, 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then,  is  fhe  drown'd? 
Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

B  h  4.  Laer 
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Laer.  Too  rnucfe  of  Water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  i  forbid  my  Tears:  But  yet 
It  is  oi*r  trick,  Nature  her  cuftom  hoick, 
Let  fhame  fay  what  it  will;  when  thefe  are  gone, 
The  Woman  will  'be-out:  Adieu,  my  Lord, 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  fire  that  fain  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  ir.  [Exit. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude  : 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  Rage? 
Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  ftart  again, 
Therefore  let's  follow,  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T   V.     SCENE    I. 

oi  no  owo> 

¥  SCEKE  A  Church. 

Enter  two  Clowns,  with  Spades  and  Mattocks. 

\ 
i  CW«.TS  fhe  to  be  buried  in  Chrifiian  Burial,  that  wil- 
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fully  feeks  her  own  Salvation? 


A 


•:  2  Clown.  I  tell  thee,  (he  is,  and  therefore  make  her  Qrav^ 
ftraieht,  the  Crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and  finds  it  Chnfti- 
an  Burial. 

i  Clown.  How  can  that  be,  unkfs  (he  drowned  her  fclf 
in  her  own  defence? 

z  Clown.  Why  'tis  found  fo. 

i  Clown.  It  muft  be  Se  offendendo,  it  cannot  be  elfe.  For 
here  lyes  the  point;  if  I  drown  my  f  elf  wittingly,  it  argues 
an  Ad;  and  an  A<fl  hath  three  Branches.  It  is  an  Ad  to 
do,  and  to  perform;  argal  (he  drown'd  her  felf  wittingly. 

i  Clown.  Nay,  but  hear  you  Goodman  Delver. 

l  Clown.  Give  mc  leave ;  here  lyes  the   Water,   good  : 

here  ftands  the  Man,  good:  If  the  Man  go  to  this  Water, 

and  drown  himfelf;   it  is  will  he,  nil!  he,  he  goes;    rnark 

you  that :  But  if  the  Water  come  to  him,  and  drown  him; 

he  drowns  not  himfelf,    Argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his 

own  Death,  (hortens  not  his  own  Life. 

x  Clown.  But  is  this  Law? 

™?! 

I  Clown. 
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1  Clown.  Ay  marry  is't,  Crowrier's  Queft  Law. 

2  Clown.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on'tt  if  this  had  not 
been  a  Gentlewoman,  fhe  fhould  have  been  buried  out  of 
Chriftian  burial. 

1  Clown.  Why  there  thou  fay'ft.  And  the  more  pity  that 
great  Folk  fhould  have  countenance  in  this  World  to  drown 
or  hang  themfelves,  more  than  other  Chriftians.  Gome, 
my  Spade ;  there  is  no  ancient  Gentlemen  >  but  Gardi- 
ners,  Ditchers  and  Grave-makers;  they  hold  up  Adam\ 
proftflion. 

2  Clown.  Was  he  a  Gentleman  ? 

1  Clown.  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  bore  Arms. 

2  Clown.  Why,  he  had  none. 

1  Clown.  What,  art  a  Heathen  ?  how  doft  thou  un- 
derftand  the  Scripture?  the  Scripture  fays,  Adam  digg'd; 
could  he  dig  without  Arms  ?  I'll  put  another  Queftion  to 
thee;  if  thou  anfwereft  me  not  to  the  purpofe,  confefs  thy 
felf 

2  Clown.  Go  to. 

1  Clown.  What  is  he  that  builds  ftronger  than  either  the 
Mafon,  the  Ship-wright,  or  the  Carpenter? 

2  Clown.  The  Gallows»maker,  for  that  Frame  out-lives  a 
thoufand  Tenants. 

1  Clown.  I  like  thy  wit  well  in  good  faith,  the  Gallows 
does  well;  but  how  does  it  well?  it  does  well  tothofe  that 
do  ill:  now  thou  doft  ill  to  fay  the  Gallows  is  built  ftronger 
than  the  Church ;  Argal,  the  Gallows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To't  again,  Come. 

2  Clown.  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a  Mafon,  aShip-wright, 
or  a  Carpenter? 

1  Clown.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clown.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

1  Clown.  To't. 

2  Clown.  Mafs,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio  at  a  dijfancc. 
I  Clown.  Cudgel  thy  Brains  no  more  about  it;  for  your 
dullAfs  will,  not  mend  bis  pace  with  beating;  and  when  you 
are  ask'd  this  queftion  next,  fay  a  Grave-maker :  the  Houfes 
that  he  makes,  Iaft  'till  Doom's-day:  go,  get  thee  to  Taughan% 
fttch  me  a  ftoup  of  Liquor.  [Exit  2  Clown. 

He 
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He  digs  and  Sings. 
In  Youth  when  I  did  lovey  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  fweet, 
To  conn  alt  0  the  time  for  a  my  behove^ 

0  methought  there  was  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Has  this  Fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bufinefs,  that  he 
fings  at  Grave-making  ? 

Hor.  Cufrom  nath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  eafinefs. 

Ham.  'lis  e'en  (u;  the  hand  of  little  imployment  hath 
the  daintier  fenfe. 

Clown  fings. 
But  Age  with  his  ftealing  fteps, 

Hath  caught  me  in  his  clutch  : 
And  hath  jhipped  me   intiii  the  Land, 

As  if  I  never  had  been  juch. 

Ham.  That  Scull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  fingonce: 
how  the  Knave  jowles  it  to  th'  ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's 
Jaw-bone,  that  did  the  firft  murther  :  It  might  be  the  Pate 
of  a  Politician  which  this  Afs  o'er-offices;  one  that  could 
circumvent  God,  might  it  not  ? 

Hor.  It  might,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  Courtier,  which  could  fay,  Good  Morrow, 
fweet  Lord;  how  doft  thou,  good  Lord?  this  might  be  my 
Lord  fuch  a  one,  that  prais'd  my  Lord  fuch  a  ones  Horfe, 
when  he  meant  to  beg  it;  might  it  not? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  W  y  e'en  fo  :  and  now  'tis  my  Lady  Worms,  Chap 
Jefs,  and  knockt  about  the  Mazzard  with  a  Sexton's  Spade, 
here's  fine  Revolution,  if  we  had  the  trick  to  ke't.  Did 
thefe  bones  coft  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  Log- 
gers with  'em?  mine  ake  to  think  on't, 

Clown  fings. 
A  Pick- axe  and  a  Spade,  a  Spade, 

For  and  a  f crowding  floeet  I 
O  a  Pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made ; 

For  fuch  a  Guefi  is  meet. 

Ham.  There's  another :  why  might  not  that  be  the  Scull 
of  a  Lawyer?  where  be  his  Quiddits  now?  his  Quillets? 

his 
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his  Cafes?  Lis  Tenures,  and  \\\s  Tricks?  why  does  he  fufFer 
this  rude  Knave  nqw  to  knock  him  about  the  Sconce 
with  a  dirty  Shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  Action  of 
Battery?  hum.  This  Fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great  buyer 
of  Land,  with  his  Scatures,  his  Recognizances,  his  Fines, 
his  double  Vouchers,  his  Recoveries :  Is  this  the  fine  of  his 
Fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  Recoveries,  to  have  his  fine 
Pate  full  of  fine  Dirt?  will  his  Voucheis  vouch  him  no  more 
of  his  Purchafes,  and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and 
breadth  of  a  pair  of  Indentures  ?  the  very  conveyances  of  his 
Lands  will  hardly  lye  in  this  Box  ;  and  muft  the  Inheritor 
himfelf  have  no  more?  ha? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  Parchment  made  of  Sheep-skins? 

Hor.  Ay  my  Lord,  and  of  Calve-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  Sheep  and  Calves  that  feek  out  affurance 
in  that.  I  will  fpeak  to  this  Fellow  :  whofe  Grave's  this, 
Sir? 

Clown.  Mine,  Sir 

O  a  pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  madc^ 
For  juch  a  Gueft  is  meet. 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine  indeed  :  for  thou  lieft  in't. 

Clown.  You  lie  out  on't,  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours; 
for  my  part  I  do  not  lie  in't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  doft  lie  in'r,  to  be  in't,  and  lay  'tis  thine, 
'tis  for  the  dead,  and  not  for  the  qnick,  therefore  thou  ly'ft. 

Clown.  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  Sir,  'twill  away  again  from  me 
to  you. 

Ham.  What  Man  doft  thou  dig  it  for/ 

Clown.  For  no  Man,  Sir. 

Ham.  What  Woman  then/ 

Clown.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  I 

Clown*  One  that  was  a  Woman,  Sir;  but  reft  her  Soul. 
fhe's  dead. 

Ham.  How  abf^Iute  the  Knave  is/  we  muft  fpeak  by  the 
Card,  or  equivocation  will  follow  us:  by  the  Lord,  Horatio , 
thefe  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it,  the  Age  is  grown 
fo  picked,  and  the  toe  of  the  Peafant  comes  (b  near  the  heel 
of  our  Countier,  he  galls  his  Kibe.  How  long  haft  thou 
been  a  Grave-maker  ? 

Clown* 
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Clown.  Of  all  the  days  i'th'  Year,  I  came  to't  that  day  that 
our  laft  King  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  fince  ? 

Clown.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell  that  2  It 
was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born,  he  that  wa>, 
rnad  and  fent  into  England.  k 

Ham.  Ay  marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England  ? 

Clown.  Why,  becaufe  he  was  mad;  he  (hall  recover  Jii$ 
Wits  there;  or  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter  there. 

mm.  Why  ? 

Clown.  'Twill  not  be  feen  in  him,  there  the  Men  are 
as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad?  \  <  ( 

Clown.  Very  ftrangely,  they  fay* 

Ham.  How  ftrangely? 

Clown.  Faith  e'en  with  lofing  his  Wits. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground  ? 

Clown.  Why,  here  in  Denmark^  I  have  been  Sexton  here, 
Man  and  Boy,  thirty  Years, 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  Man  lie  i'th'  Earth  e'er  he  rot  f 

Clown.  Ffaith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  dye,  (as 
we  have  many  pocky  Coarfes  now  adays,  that  will  fcarce  hold 
the  laying  in)  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight  year,  or  nine  year. 
A  Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  yean. 

Ham.  Why  he,  more  than  another  f 

Clown.  Why  Sir,  his  Hide  is  tann'd  with  his  Trade, 
that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while.  And  your  water 
is  a  fore  Decayer  of  your  whorefon  dead  body.  Here's  a 
Scull  now :  this  Scull  has  lain  in  the  Earth  three  and  twenty 
Years. 

Ham.  Whofe  was  it  f 

Clown.  A  whorefon  mad  Fellow's  it  was; 
Whofe  do  you  think  it  was  i 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Clown.  A  Peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  Rogue,  a  pour'd  , 
a  Flagon  of  Rhenifti  on  my  Head  once.     This  fame  Scull, 
Sir,  this  fame  Scull,  Sir,  was Toric1(s  Scull,  the  King's  Jefter. 

Ham.  This? 

Clown.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Let  me  fee.  Alas  poorflbriek^!  I  knew  him,  Horatio, 
z  Fellow  of  infinite  Jeft;  of  moft  excellent  fancy,  he  hath 

born 
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born  me  on  his  back  a  thoufand  times:  And  how  abhorred 

my  imagination  is  now,  my  gorge  rifes  at  it.     Here  hung 

thofe  Lips  that  I   have  kifs'd  I  know  not  how  oft.     Where 

be  your  Gibes  now?    Your  Gambals?  Your  Songs?  Your 

flatties'  of  Merriment  that  were  wont  to  fet  the  Table  on  a 

Roar  ?    No  one  now  to  mock  your  own  Jeering  ?    Quite 

chop  fall'n  ?  Now  get  you  to  my  Lady's  Chamber,  and  tell 

her;  let  her  paint  an  inch   thick,    to  this  favour  Ihe  mult 

come;  Make  her  laugh  at  that.     Prithee,    Horatio,   tell  me 
one  thing,      * 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.   Doft  thou  think  Alexander  Jook'd  o'this  fafliion 
it'th*  Earth? 
Hor.  E'en  fo. 

Ham.  And  fmelt  fo,  Puh  ?  [Smelling  to  the  Scull. 

Hor.  E'en  fo,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  To  what  bafe  ufes  we  may  return,  Horatio.     Why 
may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  Duft  of  Alexander,  'till 
e  find  it  flopping  a  bung-hole? 

Hor.  '  Twere  to  confider  too  curioufly,  to  confider  fo. 

Ham.  No  faith,  not  a  jot.     But  to  follow  him  thither 
with  modefty  enough,   and  likelihood  to  lead  it;   as  thus, 
Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander  returneth 
into  duit;  the  duft  is  earth;  of  eaith  we  make  Lome,  and 
why  of  that  Lome  whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they 
not  Hop  a  Beer-barrel? 
Imperial  C*far9  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  flop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 
Oh,  that  that  Earth,  which  kept  the  World  in  awe, 
Should  patch  a  Wall,  t'expel  the  Winter's  flaw. 

Butfoft!  butfofti  afide here  comes  the  King. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  and  a  Coffin,   with  Lords  and' 

Priefis  Attendant. 
The  Queen,  the  Courtiers.  What  is't  that  they  follow 
And  with  fuch  maimed  Rights?  This  doth  betoken, 
lftc  Coarfe  they  follow,  did  with  defperate  hand 
Fore-do  it's  own  Life  ;  'twas  fome  Eftate. 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  maik. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes,  a  very  noble  Youth  :  Mark 

Liter.  What  Ceremony  elfe  f    " 

Priejl. 
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Priefi,  Her  O  >fequies  have  been  as  far  enlarg'd, 
As  we  have  warranty ;  her  death  was  doubtful, 
And  but  that  great  command  o'er-fways  the  order, 
She  mould  in  ground  unfondified  have  lodg'd, 
'Fill  the  laft  Trumpet.     For  charitable  Prayer, 
Shards  Flints,  and  Pebbles,  fliould  be  thrown  on  her  ; 
Yet  here  flic  is  allowed  her  Virgin  Rites, 
Her  Maiden  fhewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  Bell  and  Burial. 

Laer.  Muft  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

Priefi,  No  more  be  done  : 
We  fhould  prophane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 
To  ting  fage  Requiem^  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace-pasted  Souls. 

Laer*  Lay  her  i'trT  earth, 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh, 
May  Violets  fpring.     I  tell  thee,  churlifh  Prieft, 
A  Miniftring  Angel  fhall  my  Sifter  be, 
V/ivn  th  hi  lieft  howling. 

Him,  Wha%  the  fair  Ophelia ! 

Queen.  Sweets,  to  thee  fweet,  farewell, 
I  hjp'd  thou  woufdft  have  been  my  Hamlets  Wife ; 
I  thought  thy  Bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  fweet  Maid, 
And  not  t'have  ftrew'd  thy  Grave. 

Laer.  O  terrible  wooer/ 
Fall  tentimes  treble  woes  on  that  curs'd  head, 
Whofe  wicked  deed,  thy  moft  ingenious  fenfe 
Depriv'd  thee  of.     Hold  off  i  he  Earth  a  while, 
'Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  my  arms : 

[Laertes  leaps  into  the  Grave. 
Now  pile  your  duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead> 
'Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made, 
To  o'er-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyifh  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham,  What  is  he,  whofe  griefs 
Bear  fuch  an  Emphafis?  whofe  phrafe  of  forrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  Stars,  and  makes  them  ftand 
Like  wonder- wounded  hearers?  This  is  T, 

[Hamlet  leaps  into  the  Grave \ 
Hamlet  the  Dane, 

Laer.  The  Devil  take  thy  Soul.         {Grappling  with  him. 

Ham* 
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Ham.  Thou  pray'ft  not  well, 
I  prithee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat 
Sir,  though  I  am  not  fpleenative  and  rafh, 
Yet  have  I  fomething  in  me  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wifenefs  fear.     Away  thy  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  afunder 

Queen,  Hamlet ,  Hamlet * 

Gen.  G  >od  my  Lord  be  quiet.     [The  Attendant s part  them, 

Him^  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  his  Theme, 
Until  my  Eye-lids  will  no  longer  wag. 
*  Queen.  Oh  my  Son  !  what  '1 1  emc  ? 

Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia,  forty  rhoufand  Brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love, 
Make  up  my  Sum.     What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 

King.  Oh  he  is  mad,   Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God  forbear  him. 

Ham.  Come  ftiew  me  what  thou'it  do. 
Woo't  weep?  woo't  fight  ?  woo't  tear  thy  felf  .* 
Woo't  drink  up  Efile,  eat  a  Ciocodilc  ? 
I'll  do't.     Do'ft  thou  come  hither  to  whine; 
To  out-face  me  with  leaping  into  her  Grave $ 
Be  buried  quick  with  hei  ;  and  fo  will  I; 
And  if  thou  prate  of  Mountains;  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  Acres  on  us,  'till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  Zone, 
Make  OJfa  like  a  wart.     Nay,  and  thou'it  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

King.  This  is  mere  madnefs ; 
And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him  : 
Anon  as  patient  as  the  female  Dove, 
When  that  her  golden  Cuplet  are  difclos'd, 
His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  Sir- 

What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever;  but  it  is  no  matter 


Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may, 

The  Cat  will  mew,  and  Do^  wiU  have  his  day.  [Exit* 

King.  I  pray  you  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  rrim. 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  lafi  Nights  Speech 

\To  Laertes. 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  pufh. 
Good  Gertrrtde  fet  fome  watch  over  your  Son,  This 
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This  Grave  (hall  have  a  living  Monument: 

An  Hour  of  quiet  fhortly  mall  we  fee; 

'Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Extunt. 

S  C  E  -NE     II.     A  Hall. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,  Sir;  now  let  me  fee  the  other, 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Hor.  Remember  it,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  Heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting,  ] 
That  would  not  let  me  deep ;  methought  I  lay 
Worfe  than  the  mutineers  in  the  Bilboes;  raflilyt 
(And  prais'd  be  ralhnefs  for  it  J  let  us  know 
Our  Indifcretion  fometimes  ferves  us  well, 
When  our  dear  Plots  do  pall;  and  that  mould  teach  us, 
There's  a  Divinity  that  fhapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hor.  That  is  moft  certain. 

Ham*  Up  from  my  Cabin* 
My  Sea-Gown  fcarft  about  me,  in  the  dark, 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them ;  had  my  defire, 
Finger*d  their  Packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  Room  again,  making  fo  bold, 
My  Fears  forgetting  Manners,  to  unfeal 
Their  grand  Commiflion,  where  I  found,  Htratio, 
Oh  Royal  knavery !  an  exaft  command, 
Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  realbn, 
Importing  Dcnm*r\(%  Health,  and  England's  too, 
With  hoo,  fuch  Buggs  and  Goblins  in  my1  life, 
That  on  the  fupervize,  no  leifure  bated, 
No  not  to  ftay  the  grinding  of  the  Axe, 
My  Head  mould  be  (truck  off, 

Hor.  Is't  poffible? 

Ham,  Here's  the  Commiffion,  read  it  at  more  leifure? 
But  wilt  thou  hear  how  I  did  proceed? 

Hor.  I  befeech  you. 

Ham.  Beiog  thus  benetted  round  with  Villains, 
E'er  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  Brains, 

They 
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They  had  begun  the  Phy.     I  fare  me  down, 

Devis'd  a  new  Commimon,  wrote  it  fair :  ''.-, 

I  once  did  hold  it  as  our  Sratifts  do, 

bflttreK  to  write  fair  ;  and  hbour'd  much, 
How  to  forget  that  learning;   Bur,  Sir,  now 
It  did  me  Yeoman's  ierv ice;   wilt  thou  know 
The  effects  of  what  I  wrote? 

Hor.  Ay,  good,  my  kordt 

Ham.   An  earneft:  Conjuration  from  the  King, 
As  E/Qlapd  was -his  faithful  Tributary, 
As  love  between  them,  as  the  Palm  fhouid  flourim, 
As  Peace  fhould  ftill  her  wheaten  Garland  wear, 
And  i\apci  a  Comma  'tween  their  amities, 
And  manv  fuch  like  Ass  of  great  charge, 
That  on  the  view  and  know  of  thefe  contents, 
Without  detfatement  further,  more  or  Jtfs  .  > 

He  fhould  the  bearers  put  to  fudden  death, 
No  (h living:  time  allowed*  „  . 

Hor.  How  was  this,  fcalVI  2 

Ham.   Why  even  fn   that  was  Hcav'n  ordinate; 
I  had  my  Father's  Signet  in  my  Purfc, 
Which  was  the  Model  of  that  DamPo  Seal : 
I. folded  the  Writ  uift.il  form  of  the  other, 
Subfcrib'd  ir,  gave  th'  Iippreffion,  phe'd  it  fafelr, 
The  Changeling  never  kpown  :  Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  Sea-fight,  arc)  what  to  this  was  fequene, 
Thou  know'ft  already. ...  ffi- 

Hor.  Sot  GuiLUnftern  and  Rojeneratis,  go  to'r. 

Him.  Why  iVT2nV  tj\cy¥  did  make  love  to  this  employment, 
They  are  not  near  my  Confcience;  their  debate 
Doth  by  their  p. vn.irfinuat'on  grow: 
'Tis  dangerotisvwiehfoier' nature  comes  .K, 

Between  the  paTsl "ami, fell  incenfed  points 
Of  mighty  opposite:.' 

H"r.  Why,  ^what  a*fving  is  this! 
.   Ham.  Docs  it  not,  think'ft  thou,  fland  me  now  upon? 
He  that  bath  kilPd  jn^King,  and  w  hor  VI  my  Mother, 
Popt  irr between  trV  IrKdii  and  my  hope?,  s  ,  -\ 

Thrown  put  his  Angle  for  my  proper  Jiff, 
And  with  fuch  courage  ;  isV  not  perfect  Confcience,    ^M 
"to  quit  hirrrwith  his  arrn?   And  is't  not  to  be  dame'd, 

Vox.     V.        >> •■'■  -   ■■  '   -Cc  '  •       '  'To 

tier 
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To  let  this  Canker  of  our  Nature  come 
In  further  evil? 

Hor.  It  rauft  be  fhortly  known  to  him  from  England* 
What  is  the  iflue  of  the  bu finefs  there. 

Ham,  It  will  be  fhort. 
The  Interim*  mine,  and  a  Man's  Life's  no  more 
Than  to  fay  one :   But  I  am  very  forry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  my  feT; 
For  by  the  Image  of  my  caufe  I  fee 
The  Pourtraiture  of  his ;  I'll  court  his  favours : 
But  fure  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  mc 
Intoatowring  Paflion. 

Hor.  Peace,  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Your  Lordfhip  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark* 

Ham.  Ihumb!y  thank  you,  Sir.  Doll  know  this  water-fly  ? 

Hor.  No,  my  good  Lord.    * 

Ham.  Thy  ft  ate  is  the  more  gracious;  for  'tis  a  Vice  to 
know  him  :  he  hath  much  Land,  and  fertile;  let  a  Beafi: 
be  Lord  of  Beaft?,  and  his  Crib  mall  ftand  at  the  King's 
Mefle;  'tis  a  Chough;  but  as  I  fay,  fpacious  in  the  pofTeffi- 
on  of  dirt. 

Ofr.  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  friendship  were  at  Ieifure,  I 
fhould  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  Spirit;  put 
your  Bonnet  to  his  right  ufe,  'tis  for  the  Head. 

Ofr.  I  thank  your  Lord  ("hip,  'tis  very  hor. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is  Nor- 
therly. 

Ofr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  Lord,  indeed; 

Ham.  Mcthinks  it  is  very  fultry,  and  hot  for  my  Com- 
plexion. 

Ofr.  Exceedingly,  my  Lord,  it  is  very  fulrry,  as  'twere* 
I  onnot  tell  how  :  bur,  my  Lord,  his  Majefty  bid  me  lig- 
nite to  you,  tint  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  en  your  head  : 
Sir,  this  is  rhe  matter 

Ham.  I  beftech  you  remember. 

Ofr.  Nay  in  good  faith,  for  mine  cafe  in  good  faith:  Sir, 
you  are  not  ignorant  of  what  zxedknee  Laertes  is  at  his 
weapon. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon? 

Ofr\ 
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Ofr*  Rapier  and  Dagger. 
'     Ham.  That's  two  of  his  Weapons;  but  well. 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  has  wag'd  with  him.  fix  Barbarj 
Horfes,  againft  the  which  he  impon'd,  as  I  take  it,  fix 
French  Rapiers  and  Poinards,  with  their  Alliens,  as  Girdle, 
Hangers,  or  fo:  Three  of  the  carriages  in  faith  are  very  dear 
to  fancy,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages, 
and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

Ofr.  The  carriages,  Sir,  are  the  Hangers. 

Ham.  The  Phrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the  matter, 
if  we  could  carry  Cannon  by  our  fides;  I  would  it  mighc 
be  Hangers  'till  then;  but  on,  fix  Barbarj  Horfes,  againft 
fix  French  Sword*,  their  Alliens,  and  three  liberal  conceited 
carriages,  that's  the  French;  but  againft  the  Danijb,  why  is 
this  impon'd,  as  you  call  k  ? 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  hath  laid  that  in  a  dozen  pafTcs 
between  you  and  him,  he  fhall  not  exceed  you  three  hies; 
He  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine,  and  that  would  come  to 
immediate  tria',  if  your  Lordftnp  would  vouchfafe  the 
Anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwer  no  ? 

Ofr.  I  mean,  my  Lord,  the  Oppofltion  of  your  Perfon 
in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  Hall ;  if  it  pleafe  his 
Majefty,  'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me  ;  let  the 
Foils  be  brought,  the  Gentleman  willing,  and  the  King 
hold  his  purpofe;  I  will  win  for  him  if  I  can:  if  not,  I'll 
gain  nothing  but  my  fhame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Ofr.  Shall  I  redeliver  you  e'en  fo? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  Sir,  after  what  flourifh  ^our  rature 
will. 

Ofr.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfhip.  [_Exit. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours;  he  does  well  to  commend  it  hiai- 
felf,  there  are  no  tongues  elfe  for's  turn. 

Hor.  This  Lapwing  runs  away  with  the  fhell  on  his 
Head. 

Ham.  He  did  fo  with  his  Dug  before  he  fuck'd  it  :  thus 
has  he  and  nine  more  of  the  fame  Beavy  that  I  know  the 
droflie  Age  dotes  on,  only  got  the  tune  of  thenime,  ard 
outward  habit  of  encounter,   a  kind    of  yefty  Collection^ 

C  c  i  which 


zx\6o        Hamlet,   Prince  of  Denmark. 

which  carries' them  through  and  through  the  moft  fond  and 
winnowed  Opinions;  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  Trials, 
the  Bubbles. are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord, 
Lord.  My  Lord,  his  Majefty  commended  him  to  you  by 
young  Qfiihk$  who   brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him 
in  the  Hail,  he  iends  to  know  if  your  pleafure  hold  to  play 
with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer  time? 

Ham.  I  am  conftant  to  my  pufpofes,  they  follow  the  King's 
pleafure  j  if  his  fitnefs  (peaks,  mine  is  ready,  now  or  when- 
ioever,  provided  I  be  fo  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  King  and  Queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 
Ham.  In  happy  time. 
Lord.  The  Queen  defires  you  to  ufe  fome  gentle  entertain- 
ment to  Laertes  before  you  go  to  play. 
Ham.  She  well  inflructs  me, 
Hor.  You  will  lofe  this  Wage^r,  my  Lord. 
Him.   I  do  not  think  fo  ;   fince  he  went  into  France,  I 
have  been   in    continual  Practice;  I  fh all  win  at  the  odds; 
but  thou  wouldeft  no:  think  how  all's  here  about  my  Heart: 
but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery;    but  it   is  fiich  a  kind  of  gain- 
giving  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  Woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  did. fee  any  thing,  obey.  I  will  fore- 
ftal  their  repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defie  Augury;  there's  a  fpecial 
Providence  in  the  fall  of  a  Sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not 
to  come  :  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now  :  if  it  be 
not  now,  yet  it  will  come  ;  the  readinefs  is  all;  fince  no 
Man  has  ought  of  what  he  leaves,  what  is't  to  leave  be- 
times? 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes  and  Lords,  with  other  Atten- 
dants with  Foils,  and  Gantlets,  a  Table  and  Flagons  of 
Wine  on  it. 

King,  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  nfce  this  Hand  from  me. 
Flam.  Give  me  your  pardon,  Sir,  I've  done  you  wrong, 
But  pardotfrj  as  you  are  a  Gentleman. 
This  Prefence  knows,  and  you  rauft  needs  have  heard 
How  I  am  puniin'd  with  fore  diftra&ion. 
What  I  have  done 

That 
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That  might  your  Nature,  Honour,  and  Exception 

Houghly  awake,  I  h:re  proclaim  was  madnefs : 

wast  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes?  Never  H 'amUt, 

If  Hamlet  from  himielf  be  ta'eq  away, 

And  when  he's  not  himfelf,  cos  wrong  Laertes; 

Then.  Hamlet  do's  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it: 

Who  docs  it  then?  Hismadnc/s.     IFt  he  fo, 

Hamlet  is  of  the  F.&ion  ihn  is  wrong 'd, 

His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet's  Enemy, 

Sir,  in  this  Audicnc, 

Let  my  declaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil, 

Free  me  fo  far  in  your  moil  generous  thoughts, 

That  I  have  fhot  mine  Arrow  o'er  che  Houfe, 

And  hurt  my  Moth  r, 

Laer,  I  am  fatisti  d  in  Nature, 
Wh  >fe  Motive,  in  this  cafe,  ihould  ftir  me  moil 
To  my  Revenge.     But  in  my  ttrms  of  Honour 
I  fta'd  aloor,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 
'Till  by  fomc  elder  Matters  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  Voice,  and  prefident  of  peace 
To  keep  my  Name  ungorg'd.     But  'till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham,  I  do  embrace  it  freely, 
And  will  this  Brother's  Wager  frankly  pi 
Gives  us  the  Foils:  Come  on. 
Laer,  Come  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  your  Foil,  Laertes,  in  mine  ignorar.ee, 
Your  skill  fhall  like  a  Star  i'ch'  brighteft  Night, 
Stick  fiery  r.fT  indeed. 
Laer.  You  mock  me,  Sir. 
Ham,  No,  by  this  Hand. 
King,  Give  the  Foils,  young  Ojrick* 
Coufin  Hamlet,  you  know  the  Wager. 

Ham,  Very  well,  my  Lord, 
Your  Grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'trT  weaker  fide. 
King,  I  do  not  fear  it,  I  have  feen  you  both : 
But  fince  he  is  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer,  This  is  too  heavy, 
Let  me  fee  another. 

Cc  ^  Ham, 
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Ham.  This  likes  me  well ; 
ThefeFoils  have  all  a  length  ?  [Prepare  to  Play. 

Ofr.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  Stopes  of  Wine  upon  that  Table : 
If  Hamlet  give  the  firft,  or  fecond  hit, 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  a  third  exchange, 
Let  ail  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire. 
The  Kingfhall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath, 
And  in  the  Cup  an  Union  fhall  he  throw 
Richer  than  that,  which  four  fucccflive  Kings 
I  n  Denmarl^s  Crown  have  worn.    Give  me  the  Cups, 
And  let  the  Kettle  to  the  Trumpets  fpeak, 
The  Trupets  to  the  Canoncer  without, 
The  Canons  to  the  Heav'ns,  the  Heav'n  to  Earth, 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet.     Come^  begin, 
An^  youthe  JudgesjDear  a  wary  Eye, 

Ham.  Come  on,  Sir, 

Laer.  Come  on,  Sir.  [They  flap 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  No. 

Ham.  Judgment. 

Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hir. 

Laer.  Well again- 

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink.  Hamlet,  this  Pearl  is  thine, 
Here's  to  thy  health.     Give  him  the  Cup. 

[Trumfet  found,  Shot  goes  off. 

Ham.  Til  play  this  bout  firft,  ftt  it  by  a  while. 
Come another  hit what  fay  you  ?     [They  Play  again. 

Laer.  A  touch,  $  touch,  I  do  conftfs. 

King.  Our  Son  (hall  win. 

Queen.   He's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath. 
Here's  a  Napkin,  rub  thy  brows, 
The  Queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  Madam 

King.  Ger trade^  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  Lord;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poifon'd  Cup,  it  is  too  late,  [Jijide. 

Hum.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  Madam,  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  Face. 

Laer.  My  Lord,  I'll  hit  }iim  now. 

King. 
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King.  I  do  not  think'r. 

Laer.  And  yet  'tis  almoft  'gainft  my  Conference,     \jifidc. 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,     Laertes,  you  but  dally, 
I  pray  you  pafs  with  your  bed  violence, 
I  am  afraid  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  fo  ?  Come  or.  [PUj. 

Ofr.  Nothing  neither  way, 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 
[Laertes  wounds  Hamler,  then  in  fcuffling  they  change  Rapiefs, 
and  Hamlet  wounds  Laertes. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  incensed. 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again • 

Ofr.  Look  to  the  Queen  there,  ho  ! 

Hor.  They  bleed  onbothiides.     How  is't,  my  Lord? 

Ofr.  How  is't  Laertes  f 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  Woodcock  to  my  Sprindge,  Ofrick^ 
I  am  juftly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

King.  She  fwoons  to  fee  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink 

Oh  my  dear  Hamlet,  the  drink,  the  drink, 

I  am  poifon'd [Queen  dies. 

Ham.  Oh  Villany  !  How?  Let  the  dcor  belock'd: 
Treachery  !  feek  it  out 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet.     Hamlet,  thou  art  (lain, 
No  Medicine  in  the  World  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  ; 
The  treacherous  Inftrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenom'd :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  it  felf  on  me.     Lo,  here  I  lye, 
Never  to  rife  again;  thy  Mother's  poifon'd; 
I  can  no  more the  King,  the  King's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point  envenom'd  toe, 
Then  venom  to  thy  work.  \_Stabs  the  King. 

AIL  Treafon,  Treafon. 

King.  O  yet  defend  me,  Friends,  lam  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous,  murdVous,  damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  Potion:  Is  thy  Union  here? 
Follow  my  Mother.  [King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  juftly  ferv'd. 

Cc  4  If 
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It  is  a  poifon  temper'd  by  himfelf. 

Exchange  forgivenefs  with  me,  Noble  Hamlet; 

Mine  and  my  Fathers  Death  come  not  upon  thee, 

Nor  thine  on  rac.  [Dies. 

Ham.  Hcav'n  make  thee  free  of  it,  I  follow  thee, 
I  am  dead,  Horatio;   wretched  Queen,  adieu. 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  Mutes  or  audience  at  thi<  A&, 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  Serjeant  D.ath 
Is  ftricc  in  his  Arreft,)  oh  I  couid  tell  you. 
But  let  it  be — —Horatio,  I  am  dead, 
Thou  liv'ft,  report  me  and  my  caufes  right 
To  the  unfatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it. 
T  am  more  an  Antique  Roman  than  a  Dane; 
Here's  yet  fome  Liquor  left 

Ham.  Asth'art  a  Man,  give  me  the  Cup, 
Let  go,  by  Hcav'n  1*11  hav'c. 
Oh,  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
Things  Handing  thus  unknown,  fhall  live  behind  me  \ 
If  thou  didft  tver  h  Id  me  in  thy  Heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 
And  in  this  harm.  World  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 
rJ  o  tell  my  ftory.  [March  afar  off,  and  Jbout  within* 

What  warlike  noife  is  this? 

Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  Conqueft  come  from  Poland^ 
To  th'  AmbaiTadors  of  England  gives  this  Warlike  Volley. 

Ham.   O,  I  die,  Horatio: 
The  patent  poifon  quite  o*er-crows  my  Spirit, 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  News  f.  cm  England. 
But  I  do  prophefie  th' election  l;gh:.s 
On  Fortinbras,  he  has  my  dying  Voice, 
S>  tell  him  with  the  occurrents  more  or  k(s, 
Which  have  folicited.— — 'The  reft  is  filence,  O,  O,  O.  [Dies. 

Hor.  Now  cracks  a  noble  Heart ;  good  Night,  fweet  Prince ; 
,  And  flights  of  Angels  ftng  thee  to  thy  reft. 
^  Why  do's  the  Drum  come  hither? 

Enter 
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Enter  Fortinbras  and  Englifh  '•jfbibdjfdd&r%  with  Dny.  , 

Colours,  and  Attendant*. 
Fort.  Where  is  the  flght* 
Hor.  Wine  is  it  you  would  fee? 
If  ought  ot  woe  or  wonder,  eeaft  your  fearch. 

Fort.  Ti.is  quarry  cries  on  Havcck.     Oh  proud  death! 
What  Feaft  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  Cc!', 
That  thou  fp  many  Princes  at  a  fhoot, 
So  bloodily  haft  fifUcM 

Amb.  The  fight  is  difmal, 
And  our  Affairs  from  England  come  too  late, 
The  Eas  are  fenfeldfil  that  fhould  give  us  hearing; 
To  tell  him  his  Command'mn.t  is  fulfill'd, 
That  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenfiern  are  dead  : 
Where  ihouid  we  have  our  thanks  \ 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth, 
Had  it  th' ability  of  life  to  thick  you  : 
He  never  gave  Command'mcnt  for  their  Death. 
But  fincc  fo  jump  upon  this  bloody  queftion, 
You  from  th.  Polacl^VfaTS,  and  you  from  England 
Are  here  arriv'd:  Giveorder  that  thefe  Bodies 
High  on  a  Stage  be  placed  ro  the  view, 
And  let  me  fp  ak  to  th'  yet  unknowing  World, 
How  thefe  things  came  about.     So  (hall  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  unnatural  ac"h, 
Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  (blighters, 
Of  Deaths  pur  on  by  cunning,  and  fore'd  caufe, 
And  in  this  up  (hot,  purpofes  miftook, 
Fall'n  on  the  Inventors  Heads.     All  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  hafte  to  hear  it, 
!  And  call  the  Noble  ft  to  the  Audience. 
Forme,  withforrow,  I  embrace  my  Fortune, 
I  have  fome  rights  of  Memoty  in  this  Kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim,  my  vantage  doth 
Invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  (hall  have  alfo  caufe  to  fpeak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whofe  Voice  v/ill  draw  no  more : 
But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perfoim'J, 
Even  whiles  Mers  minds  are  wild,  left  more  mifchance 

On 
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On  plots,  and  errors  happen. 

Fort.  Let  four  Captains 
Bear  Hamlet  like  a  Soldier  off  the  Stage, 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  prov'd  moft  royally :  and  for  his  pafTage,' 
The  Soldiers  Mufick,  and  the  rites  of  War 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  Body :  Such  a  fight  as  this, 
Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  fhews  much  amifs. 
Go,  bid  the  Soldiers  fhoot. 

[Exeunt  Marching  :  after  which,  a  Peal  of  Ordnance  an 
Jhot  off. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

SCENES  Palace. 
Enter  Kent,  Glofler,  and  Edmund  the  Baftard. 


KENT. 

Thought  the  King  had  more   affe&ed  the 
Duke  of  Albany,  than  Cornwall. 

Glo.  It  did  always  feem  fo  to  us :  But  now 
in  theDivifion  cf  the  Kingdom,    it  appears 
not  which  of  the  Dukes  he  values  mod;  for 
qualities  are  fo  weigh'd,     that  curiofity  in 
neither,  can  make  choice  of  eithei's  moiety. 
Kent.  Is  not  this  your  Son,  my  Lord? 
Glo,  His  breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.    I  have 
fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am  braz'd 
co't. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you, 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  Fellow's  Mother  could;  whereupon 
Hie  grew  round  womb'd,  and  had  indeed,  Sir,  a  Son  for  her 
Cradle,  e'er  fhe  had  a  Husband  for  her  Bed.  Do  you 
fmell  a  Fault? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wifh  the  fault  undone,  the  IfTue  of  it  be- 
ing fo  proper. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  But  I  have  a  Son,  Sir,  by  order  of  Law,  fome  Year 
elder  than  this;  who,  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  Account, 
though  triis  Knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily  to  the  World 
before  he  was  fent  for:  Yet  was  his  Mother  fair,  there  was 
good  fport  at  his  making,  and  the  whorfon  muft  be  acknow- 
ledged.    Do  you  know  this  Nobleman,  Edmund* 

Baft.  No,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  My  Lord  of  Kent; 
Remember  him  hereafter,  as  my  honourable  Friend. 

Baft.  My  fer vices  to  your  Lord  (hip. 

Kent,  I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 

Baft.  Sir,  I  mail  ftudy  deferving. 

Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  Years,  and  away  he  mail  a- 
gain.     The  King  is  coming. 

Enter  King  Lear*  Cornwall,  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  Cor- 
delia, and  Attendants. 

Laer.  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  and  Burgundy  Glofier. 

Glo.  I  (hall,  my  Lord.  [Exit* 

Lear.  Mean  time  we  (hall  exprefs  our  darker  purpofe. 
Give  me  the  Map  here.     Know,  that  we  have  divided 
into  three,  our  Kingdom;  and  'tis  our  faft  intent, 
To  (hake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  Age, 
Confering  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  toward  Death.     Our  Son  of  Cornwall, 
And  you  our  no  lefs  loving  Son  of  Albany 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publiflv 
Our  Daughters  feveral  Dowers,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented  now.    The  Princes,  France  and  Burgandji 
Great  Rivals  in  our  younger  Daughter's  Love, 
Long  in  our  Court,  have  made  their  amorous  fojourn, 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd*     Tell  me,  my  Daughters, 
Since  now  we  will  diveft  us  both  cf  Rule, 
Intereft  of  Terrority,  Cares  of  State, 
Which  of  you  (hall  we  fay  doth  love  us  moftj 
That  we,  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend 
Where  Nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  Gonerill, 
Our  eldeft  borr,  fpeak  firft. 

Gon.  Sir,  I  love  you  more  thin  word  can  wield  thematter^ 
Dearer  than  Eye-fight,  fpace,  and  liberty, 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare, 
No  lefs  than  Life,  with  Grace*  Health,  Beauty*  Honour: 

As 
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As  much  as  Child  e'er  lov'd,  or  Father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable, 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  (hall  Cordelia  fpeak?  Love,  and  be  filent. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  even  from  this  Line,  to  this, 
With  fhadowy  Forefts,  and  with  Champions  rich'd 
With  plenteous  Rivers,  and  wide-skirted  Meads, 
We  make  thee  Lady.   To  thine  and  Albanfs  IfTues 
Be  this  perpetual.  What  fays  our  fecond  Daughter, 
Our  deareft  Regan,  Wife  of  Cornwall? 

Reg*  I  am  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  Sifter, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  Heart, 
I  find  flie  names  my  very  deed  of  love: 
Only  (he  comes  too  fhort,  that  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  Enemy  to  all  other  Joys, 
Which  the  raoft  precious  fquare  of  fenfe  profelTes, 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  Highnefs  love. 

Cor.  Then,  poor  Cordelia! 
And  yet  not  fo,  fince  I  am  fure  my  Love's 
More  ponderous  than  my  Tongue. 

Laer.  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  Kingdom, 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure, 
Than  that  confer'd  on  Gonerill.     Now  our  Joy, 
Although  our  laft  and  leaft ;  to  whofe  young  love, 
The  Vines  of  France,  and  Milk  of  Burgundy •, 
Strive  to  be  intereft :  What  can  you  fay,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  Sillers?  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Nothing? 

Cor.  Nothing* 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing,  fpeak  again. 

Cord.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  Heart  into  my  Mouth:  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  Bond,  no  more  nor  lefs. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  ?  Mend  your  fpeech  a  little, 
Left  you  may  mar  your  Fortunes. 

Cor.  Good,  my  Lord, 
You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me. 
I  return  thofe  Duties  back  as  are  right  fir, 
Whey  you,  love  you,  and  mod  honour  you.  Why 
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Why  have  my  Sifters  Husbands,  if  th  y  fay 

They  love  you  all?  Happily  when  I  mall  wed, 

That  Lord,  whofe  Hand  muft  take  my  plight,  ihall  carry 

Half  my  Love  with  him,  half  my  Care,  and  Duty. 

Sure  I  drill  never  marry  like  my  Sifters. 

Lear.   But  goes  thy  Heart  with  this? 

Cor.   Ay>  n>y  good  Lord.  -^1 

Lear.  S>  young,  and  fo  untender? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  (o,  the  Truth then  bethydowreo  .. 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  Sun, 
The  myfteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  Night, 
By  all  the  Operations  of  the  Orbs, 
From  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  be. 
Here  I  difchim  all  my  paternal  Care, 

Propinquity  and  property  of  Blood,  I  iott 

And  as  a  Stranger  to  my  Heart  and  me, 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.     The  Barbarous  Scjthian9 
Or  he  thit  makes  his  Generation,  MefTes 
To  gor^e  his  Appetite,  fliall  to  my  Bofom 
Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  relicv'd, 
As  thou  my  fometirce  Daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  Liege — : . 

Lear.  Peace,   Kent! 
|?Comc  not  between  the  Dragon  and  his  Wrath; 
|jl  lov'd  her  molt,  and  thought  to  fct  my  reft 
\  Oil  her  kind  Nuifery.  Hence,  and  avoid  my  fight  U~[To  Cor . 

1*  So  be  my  Grave  my  Peace,  as  here  I. give 
<  Her  Fathers  Heart  from  her;  all  France;  whoftirs? 

Call  Burgundy Cornwall,  and  Albany^ 

With  my  two  Daughters  Dowres,  digeft  the  third* 

Let  Pride,  which  (he  calls  Plainnefs,  marry  her: 

I  do  iaveft  you  jointly  with  my  Power,  .^  y^3 

Preheminence*  a  d  a1!   he  large  EfF  &s 

That  troop  v-ith  Majefty,     Our  felf  by  monthly  courfe 

With  refervation  of  an  hundred  Knights,  uf>*v  ibWWl 

By  you  to  bcfufta.m'd,  (hall  our  abode 

Mike  with  you  by  due  turn,  only  we  (hall  retain 

The  Name,  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  King;  the  Sway, 

Revenue,  Execution  of  the  reft, 

Beloved  Sons,  be  yours,  which  to  confirm, 

This,  Coronet  part  between  you/  Kent,' 
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Kent.  Royal  Letr, 
Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  a  King, 
Lov'd  as  my  Father,  as  my  Mafter  follow'd, 
And  as  my  Patron*  thought  on  in  my  Prayers  — - 

Lear.  The  Bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  Shaft* 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  Heart ;  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad ;  what  would!  t.  thou  do,  old  Man  ? 
Think'ft  thou  that  Duty  (hall  have  dread  to  fpeak, 
When  Power  to  Flattery  bows  ? 
To  plainnefs  Honour's  bound, 
When  Majefty  falls  to  Folly;  refervethy  State, 
And  in  thy  beft  confederation,  check 
This  hideous  rafhnefs ;  anfwer  my  Life,  my  Judgment* 
Thy  youngeft  Daughter  do's  not  love  thee  leaft, 
Nor  are  thofe  empty  hearted,  whofe  low  founds 
Reverb  no  hollownefs. 

Lear,  Kenty  on  thy  Life  no  more. 

Kent.  My  Life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  thine  Enemies,  ne'er  fear  to  lofe  & 
Thy  fafety  being  Motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight  ! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear9  and  let  me  (till  remain 
The  true  Blank  of  thine  Eye. 

Lear.  Now  by  j4pollo  ■ 

Kent.  Now  by  A polio  ;  King, 
Thou  fwear'ft  thy  Gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O  VafTal !  Mifcreant  \ —  \jLajing  his  Hand  on  his  Sword. 

Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  Phyfician,  and  thy  Fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  Difeafe,  revoke  the  Gift, 
Or  whilfb  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  Throar, 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me   Recreant,  on  thine  Allegiance  hear  me  ; 
That  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  Vows, 
Which  wedurft  never  yet;  and  with  ftrain'd Pride, 
To  come  betwixt  our  Sentence  and  our  Power, 
Which,  nor  our  Nature,  nor  our  Place  can  bear, 
Our  Potency  made  good*  take  thy  Reward* 
Five  day*  w^do  allot  thee  for  Provifion* 
To  (hield  thee  from   difafters  of  the  World, 

Vol,  V*  Dd  And 
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And  on  the  fixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  Kingdom  ;  if  the  tenth  Day  following, 
Thy  banifiit  Trunk  be  found  in  our  Dominions, 
The  Moment  is  thy  Death,  away.  By  Jupiter, 
This  fli all  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well,  King,  fith  thus  thou  wilt  appear, 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  Barifhment  is  here  ; 
The  Gods  to  their  dear  fhelter  take  thee,  Maid, 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  mod  rightly  faid  ; 
And  your  large  Speeches  may  your  Deeds  approve, 
That  good  Effects  may  fpring  from  Words  of  Love : 
Thus  Kent,  O  Princes,  bids  you  all  adieu, 
He'll  (hape  his  old  Courfe  in  a  Country  new.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Glofter,  with  France  and  Burgundy,  and  Attendants* 

Cor.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  Lord. 

Lear.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy? 
We  firft  addrefs  toward  you,  who,  with  this  King, 
Hath  rivalfd  for  our  Daughter  j  what  in  the  Ieaft 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  Dowre  with  her, 
Or  ceafe  your  Que  ft  of  Love  / 

Bur.  Moft  Royal  Majefty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Highnefs  offer'd* 
Nor  will  you  tender  left.     . 

Lear.  Right  Noble  Burgundy, 
^When  (he  was  dear  to  us  we  held  her  fo, 
But  jTO^TTicr  p rj  ce  i ViaTrn  :  Sir,  there  The  flands, 
'TTought  within  that  litHe  feeming  Subftance, 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piee'd, 
And  nothing  more,  msy  fitly  like  your  Grace, 
She's  there,  and  (lie  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  Anfwer. 

Le*:r.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  (lie  owc^ 
U.ifncnded,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowj'd  withoi  r  Curfe,  and  ftrangcr'd  withourOath, 
Take  leave,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pjrdon  me,  Roys  I  Sir, 
tledron  mAtk  not  up  in  f  ch  Conditions. 

Lear*  Then  leave  her,  Sir,  tor  by  the  Power  that  made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  Wealth.   For  you,  great  King, 
j   would  not  from  your  Love  make  fuch  a  dray, 
Fo  march  you  where  I  hate;  therefore  befeech  you 

TV 
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T'avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Thin  on  a  wretch  whom  Nature  is  aftnm'd 
Almoft  t'  acknowledge  hers, 

Fra.  This  is  moft  ft  range  I 
That  me,  who  even  but  now,  was  your  beft  Object* 
The  Argument  of  your  Praife,  balm  of  your  Age, 
The  belt,  the  deareft,  mould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  fo  monftrous,  to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  Favour  ;  fure  her  Offence 
Muft  be  of  fuch  unnatural  Degree, 
As  Monftrous  is;  or  your  fore-voucht  affection 
Could  not  fall  into  Taint;  which  to  believe  of  her 
Muft  be  a  Faith,  that  reafon  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Majefty, 
If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  Art, 
To  fpeak  and  purpofe  nor,  fincc  what  I  will  intend, 
I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak,  that  yon  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs, 
No  unchafte  Action,  or  difhonour'd  ftep, 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of   your  Grace  and  Favour, 
But  even  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I  am  richer, 
_AJW1  follieiting  Eye,  and  fuch  a  Tongue, 
That  f"am  grad  I  have  not,   though  not  to  have  ir, 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou  hadft 
Not  been  born,  than  not  t'haye  plcas'd  me  better* 

Fra.  Is  it  but  this  ?  A  tardinefs  in  Nature,  >^ 

Which  often  leaves  the  Hiftory  unfpoke 
"That  it  intends  to  do  ;  my  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
^What  fay  you  to  the  Lady  ?  Love's  not  Love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftands 
Aloof  from  th'intire  Point,  will  you  have  her  ? 
She  is  her  felf  a  Dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  King, 
Give  but  that  Portion  which  your  felf  propos'di 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  Hand, 
Dutchefs  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing I  have  Sworn,  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  Father, 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  Husband. 

Ddi  Con 
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Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy, 
Since  that  refped:  and  fortunes  are  his  Love* 
I  mall  not  be  his  Wife. 

Fra.  Faireft  Cordelia,  that  art  mod  rich  being  poor, 
Moil:  choice  forfaken,  and  moil  iov'd  defpis'd, 
Thee  and  thy  Virtues  here  I  feize  upon, 
Be  it  lawful  I  take  up  what's  call  away. 
Gods,  Gods  I  'Tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  neglect 
My  love  mould  kindle  to  enflam'd  refpeft. 
Thy  dowrelefs  Daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  watrifh  Burgundy, 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  Maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  though  unkind, 
Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Laer.  Thou  haft  her  France,  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  Daughter,  nor  fhall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again,  therefore  be  gone, 
Without  our  Grace,  our  Love,  our  Benizon : 
Come  Noble  Burgundy.  [Flourijb.  [Exemti 

Fra.  Bid  farewel  to  your  Sifters. 
Cor.  The  Jewels  of  our  Father,  with  wafh'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you,  I  know  you  what  you  are, 
And  like  a  Sifter  am  moft  loath  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  named.  Love  well  our  Father: 
To  your  profefTed  Bofoms  I  commit  him, 
But  yet  alas,  flood  I  within  his  Grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  betttr  place, 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcnbe  not  us  our  Duty. 
Gon.  Let  your  Study 
Be  to  content  your  Lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  Fortunes  Alms;  you  have  Obedience  fcanted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Car.Time  fhall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides, 
Who  covers  Faults,  at  laft  with  fhame  derides. 
W'ell  may  you  pro/per. 

Fra.  Ccme,  my  fair  Cordelia.      [Exeunt  France  and  Cor. 
Gon.  Sifter,  it  is  not  littie  I  have  to  fay,  ~[  iuQ 

Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both, 
I  think  our  Father  will  go  hence  to  Nighr. 
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Reg.  That's  mod  certain,  and  with  you  ;  next  Month 
with  us. 

Gon.  You  fee  how  full  of  Changes  his  Age  ist  the  obfer- 
vation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  been  little  ;  he  always  lov'd 
our  Sifter  mod,  and  with  what  poor  Judgment  he  hath 
now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  too  grofly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  Age  ;  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  flenderly  known  himfelf. 

Gon.  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
rafli ;  then  mud  we  look  from  his  Age,  to  receive  not  alone 
the  Imperfections  of  long  engraffed  Condition,  but  there- 
withal the  unruly  waywardnefs,  that  infirm  and  cholcrick 
Years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from  him, 
as  this  of  Kent's  Banifhmenr. 

Gon.  There  is  further  Complement  of  leave  taking,  be- 
tween France  and  him;  pray  you  let  us  fit  together,  if  our 
Father  carry  Authority  with  fuch  Difpofition  as  he  bears, 
this  laft  furrender  of  his  Will  but  offend  us. 

Reg.  We  mail  further  think  of  it. 

Qon.  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  i'th'  Heat.     SjLxeunt. 

Enter  Baftard  with  a  Letter. 

Bafi.  Thou  Nature  art  my  Goddefs,  to  thy  Law 
My  Services  are  bound  ;  wherefore  fhould  I 
Stand  in  the  Plague  of  Cuftom,  and  permit 
The  curiofity  of  Nations  to  deprive  me, 
ForthatI  am  fome  twelve,  or  fourteen  Moonfhines, 
Lag  of  a  Brother  \  Why  Baftard  ?  wherefore  bafe  ? 
When  my  Dimenfions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  Mind  as  generous,  and  my  Shape  as  true 
As  hone(l  Madam's  Iflue  \  why  brand  they  us 
With  Bafe?  with  Bafenefs  ?  Baftardy?  Bale,  Bafe? 
Who    in  the  luftv  ftealth  of  Nature,  take 
More  Compofition,  and  fierce  quality, 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull  ftale  tired  Bed, 
Go  to  th*  creating  a  whole  Tribe  of  Fops 
Got  'tween  a  fleep,  and  wake  ?  Well  then, 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft   have  your  Land, 
Our  Father's  Love  is   to  the  Baftard  Edmn;^ 

Dd  3  At 


2  478  King  Lear. 

As  to  tlvlegitimate  ;  fine  Word legitimate—— 

Well,  my  Legitimate,  if  this  Letter  fpeed, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 

Shall  to  th'legitimate I  grow,  I  profper ; 

Now  Gods,  fhnd  up  for  Baftards, 

Enter  Coder. 
Glo.  Kent  baniflvd  thus  J  and  France  in  Choler  parted  / 
And  the  King  gone  to  Night/  Prefcrib'd  his  Power, 
Confined  to  Exhibition  !  All  this  gone 
Vpon  the  Gad  !  -  Edmund,  how  now?  what  News  ? 

Baft.  So  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  none.  [Patting  up  the  Letter* 
Glo.  Why  fo  eameftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  Letter? 
Baft.   I  know  no  News,  mv  Lord, 
•  Glo.  Wnat  Paper  were  you  reading  ? 
Baft.  ^  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Glo,  No  !  what  needed  then  that  terrible  Difpatch  of  it 
into  your  Pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing,  hath  not  fuch 
need  to  hide  it  felf.  Let's  fee  ;  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I 
Jhall  not  need  Spectacles. 

Baft.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  pardon  me ;  it  is  a  letter  from 
my  Brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read;  and  for  fo  much 
as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-loojring. 
Glo.  Give  me  the  Letter,   Sir. 
Baft.  I  (hall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it  5 
The  Contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  them, 
Are  to  blame. 

Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Baft.  I  hope   for   my  Brother's  [unification,   he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  EfTay,  or   tafte  of  my  Virtue. 

Glo.  reads."]  This  Policy,  and  Reverence  of  s4ge,  makes 
the  World  bitter  to  the  beft  of  our  times  \  keeps  our  Fortunes  from 
ust  'till  our  oldnefs  cannot  relijh  them.  I  begin  to  find  an  idle 
and  fond  Bondage,  in  the  opprejjion  of  aged  Tyranny,  which 
fways,  not  as  it  hath  Power,  but  as  it  is  fujfered.  Come  to 
me,  that  of  this  I  may  f peak  more.  If  our  Father  would  fie ep 
'till  I  wai(d  him,  you  fhould  enjoy  half  his  Revenue  for  ever, 
and  liye  the  beloved  of  your  Brother.  Edgar.  Hum  /  —  Con- 
fpiracy  !  — —  Sleep  'till  I  v/ake  him  ■  you  mould 

enjoy  half  his  Revenue  ■  my  Son  Edgar  !  had  he 

a  Hand  to  write  this/  A  Heart  and  a  Brain  to  breed  it  in  ! 
When  came  this  to  you  f  wljo  brought  it  * 

Baft. 


King  Lear.  M7? 

Baft.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord  ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it.  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  Cafement  of  my 
CJofet. 

Glo,  You  know  the  Character  to  be  your  Brother's  ? 

Baft.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Lord,  I  durft  fwear 
it  were  his  ,*  but  in  refpecT:  of  that,  1  would  fain  think  it 
were  not, 

Glo,  It  is  his. 

Baft,  It  is  his  Hand,  my  Lord  ;  I  hope  this  Heart  is  not 
in  the  Contents. 

Glo.  Has  be  never  before  founded  you  in  this  Bufinefs? 

Baft.  Never,  my  Lord.  But  I  have  heard  him  oft  main- 
tain ic  to  be  fir,  that  Sons  at  perfect  Age,  and  Father's  de- 
clin'd,  the  Father  fhould  be  as  Ward  to  the  Son,  and  the 
S3n  manage  his  Revenue. 

Glo.  O  Villain,  Villain  !  his  very  Opinion  in  the  Let- 
ter. Abhorred  Villain!  unnatural,  deteftcd,  bruitifh  Villain  J 
worfe  than  bruitiih  !  Go,  firrah,  feek  him  ;  I'll  apprehend 
him.    Abominable  Villain  !  where  is  he  ? 

Baft.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  Lord  ;  if  it  fliall  plcafe 
you  to  fufpend  your  Indignation  apainfr.  my  Brother,  'till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  Teftimony  of  his  Intenr, 
you  fhould  run  a  certain  Coutfe  ;  where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  againfl  him,  mi  flaking  his  Purpofe,  it  would  make 
a  great  gap  in  your  Honour,  and  make  in  pieces  the  Heart 
of  his  Obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  Life  for  him, 
that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feci  my  Affection  to  your  Honcir, 
and   to  no  other  pretence  of  Danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Baft*  If  your  Honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  ihall  hear  us  confer  this,  and  by  an  Auricular 
AfTurance  have  your  Satisfaction,  and  that  without  ai  y 
further  delay,  than  this  very  Evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  Monfter.  Edmund^  feek  him 
out  ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  ;  frame  the  Bufinefs 
after  your  own  Wifdom.  I  would  unftate  my  felf,  to  bo 
in  a  due  refolution. 

Baft,  I  will  feek  him,  Sir,  prefently  ;  convey  the  Bufinefs 
as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo.  Thefelate  Eclipfes  in  the  Sun  and  Moon  portend  no 
good  to  us  ;  though  the  Wifdom   of  Natur*  can  reafon  it 

Dd  4(  thusf 
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thus,  and  thus,  yet  Nature  finds  it  felf  fcourg'd  by  the  fe» 
quent  £ffe£s.  Love  cools,  Friendship  falls  off.  Brothers 
divide.  In  Cities,  mutinies  ;  in  Countries,  difcord jr.  in 
Palaces,  Treafon;  and  the  Bond  crack'd,  'twixt  Son  and 
Father.  This  Villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  Prediction  ; 
there's  Son  againfl  Father,  the  King  falls  from  biafs  of  Na- 
ture, there's  Father  againft  Child.  We  have  fe^n  the  bed  of 
our  time.  Machinations,  hollownefs,  treachery,  and  all 
ruinous  Diforders  follow  us  difquietly  to  our  Graves,  Find 
out  this  Villain,  Edmund  ;  it  fli  all  lofe  .thee  nothing,  doit 
carefully  — —and  the  Noble  and  true-hearced  &Mi*bamfti'd! 
his  offence,  honefty,  'Tis  ftrange.       ^  JT  fcExit* 

Baft.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  World,  that 
when  we  are  fick  in  Fortune,  often  the  Surfeits  of  our  own 
Behaviour,  we  make  guilty  of  our  Difafters,  the  Sun,,  the 
Moon,  and  Stars  ;  as  if  we  were  Villains  on  neceffity, 
Fools  by  Heav'nly  Compulfion,  Knaves,  Thieves,*  and 
Treachers  by  Spherical  Predominance,  Drunkards,  Lyars, 
ano*  Adulterers  by  an  infore'd  Obedience  of  Planetary  in- 
$tience ;  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrufting 
on.  An  admirable  Evafion  of  Whcfj-mafter-Man,  to  lay 
his  Goatifh  difpofition  on  the  charge  of  a  Star;  My  Father 
compounded  with  my  Mother  under  the  Dragon's  Tail, 
and  my  Nativity  was  under  Vrfa  major,  fo  that  it  follows, 
I  am  rough  and  lecherous.  I  fliouid  have  been  that  I  atrt,7 
had  the  Maidenlieft  Star  in  the  Firmament  twinkled  on  my 
Baftardizing. 

Enter  Edgar. 
pat !  .  he  comes  like  the  Cataftrophe  of  the  old  Co- 

medy ;    my  Cue  is  villanous  Melancholy,  with  a  figh  like 

Tom  o*  Bedlam  — ; O  thefe  Echpfes  do  portend  thefe 

Divifions  !  Fa,  Sol,  La,  Me 

Edg.   How  now.    Brother  Edmund^   what  ferious  Con- 
templation are  you  in  ? 

Baft.  I  am  thinking,  Brother,  of  a  Prediction  I  read  this 
other  Day,  wharfliould  follow  thefe  Eclipfes. 
Edg.  Do  you  bufie  your  felf  with  that  ? 
Baft.  I  proroife  you  the  Effe&s  he  writes  of,  fucceed  un- 
laDpily. 

When  faw  you  my  Father  laft  f 
Edg.  The  l^ight  gone  by. 

da&. 
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•  Baft.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 
y  Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Baft:  Parted  you  in  good  Terms,  found  you  no  difplea- 
fure  in  him,  by  Word,  nor  Countenance? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethink  your  felf  wherein  you  have  offended  him  t 
And  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  prefence,  until  fome  little 
time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difpleafiire;  which  at  this 
inftant  io  rageth  in  him,  that  with  the  Mifchief  of  your  Per- 
fon,  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  Villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Baft.  That's  my  fear;  I  pray  you  have  a  continent  for- 
bearance 'till  the  (peed  of  his  Rage  goes  flower :  And  as  I 
fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  Lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly 
bring  you  to  hear  frfy  Lord  fpeak :  Pray  you  go,  there's  my 
Key:  If  you  do  ftir  abroad,  go  arm'd. 

Edg.  Arm'd,  Brother ! 

Baft.  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  beft,  I  am  no  honcft 
Man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you  :  I  have 
told  you  what  I  have  feen  and  heard  ;  but  faintly;  nothing 
like  the  Image  and  Horror  of  it;  pray  you  away, 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  $  \Ex$U 

"Baft.  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  Bufinefs  : 
A  credulous  Father,  and  a  Brother  noble, 
Whofe  Nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms, 
That  he  fufpe&s  none;  on  whofe  foolifli  Honefty 
My  Practices  ride  eafie :  I  fee  the  Bufinefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  Birth,  have  Lands  by  Wit, 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  fafliion  fit.  [Exit 

SCENE  U.  The  Duke  of  Albany'*  Palace.  # 

Enter  Goner il,  and  Steward. 

Gon.  Did  my  Father  ftrike  my  Gentleman  for  chiding  of 
his  Fool  ? 

Stew.  Ay,  Madam. 

Gon.  By  Day  and  Night,  he  wrongs  me;  every  Hour 
He  flaflus  into  one  grofs  Crime,  or  other, 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds;  111  not  endure  it; 
[is  Knights  grow  riotouy?  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 

«***  On 
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On  every  Trifle.     When  he  returns  from  hunting, 

I  will  not  fpeak  with  him,  fay  I  am  Sick, 

If  you  come  flack  of  former  Services, 

You  ftiall  do  well,  the  fault  of  it  I'll  anfwer. 

Stew.  He's  coming,  Madam,  I  hear  him. 

Gon,  Put  on  what  weary  Negligence  you  pleafe, 
You  and  your  Fellows :  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftion : 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  Sifter, 
Whofe  Mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  are  one. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Stew.  Well,  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  Lcoks  among  you  : 
What  grows  of  it  no  matter,  advife  your  Fellows  fo,  I'll 
write  ftraight  to  my  Sifter  to  hold  my  courfe :  Prepare  for 
Dinner.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Kent  difguis'd. 

Kent*  If  but  as  well  I  other  Accents  borrow, 
And  can  my  Speech  difufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thro*  it  felf  to  that  full  Iflize 
For  which  I  rax'd  my  likenefs.     Now,  baniftn  Kent, 
If  thou  canft  ferve  where  thou  doft  ftand  condemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  Matter  whom  thou  lov'ft, 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  Labours. 

Horns  within.  Enter  Lear,  Knights  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  ft  ay  a  jot  for  Dinner,  go  get  it  ready  : 
How  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

Kent*  A  Man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  dolt  thou  profefs  f  What  wouldft  thou  with 
us? 

Kent.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to  fervc 
him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  truft,  to  love  him  that  is  ho- 
neft,  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife,  and  fays  little,  to 
fear  Judgment,  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe,  and  to  eat  no 
Fifti. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  very  honeft-hearted  Fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the 
King. 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  Subject,  as  he's  for  a 
King,  thou  art  poor  enough.    What  wouldft  thou? 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Service, 

Lear.  Whom  wouldft  thou  ferve? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear,  Doft  thou  know  me,  Fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  Countenance, 
which  I  would  fain  call  Mafter. 

Lear.  What's  that  ? 

JCent.   Authority. 

Lear.  What  Services  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  Counfels,  ride,  run,  marr  a  curi- 
ous Tale  In  telling  ir,  and  deliver  a  plain  Meflage  bluntly  : 
That  which  ordinary  Men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in,  and 
the  beft  of  me,  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kentf  Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  Woman  for  finging, 
nor  fo  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have  Yeais  on 
my  Back  forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  fhalt  ferve  me;  if  I  like  thee  no 
worfe  after  Dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yer.  Dinner 
ho,  Dinner, — where's  my  Knave?  my  Foo!?  go  you  and  call 
my  Fool  hither.     You,  you,  Sirrah,  where's  my  Daughter  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  So  pleafe  you \JExit. 

Lear.  What  fays  the  Fellow  there?  Call  the  Clotpole  back: 
Where's  my  Fool?  Ho/-—  I  think  the  World's  afleep,  how 
now  ?  where's  that  Mungrel? 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  Slave  back  to  me  when  I  call'd 
him? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwered  in  the  rounded  manner,  he  would 
not. 

Lear.  He  would  not? 

Knight.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  v  hat  the  matter  is  ;  but 
to  my  Judgment,  your  Highnefs  is  not  entertain'd  with 
that  Ceremonious  AfTedion  as  you  were  wont;  there's  a 
great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the  gene- 
ral Dependents,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo,  and  your 
Daughter. 

Lear.  Ha  !  faift  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you  pardon  mc3  my  Lord,    if  I  be 

miftaken ; 
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miftaken;  for  my  Duty  cannot  be  filenr,  when  I  think  your 
Highnefs  is  wrong'd. 

Lear.  Thou  but  remembreft  me  of  my  own  Concepti- 
on, I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negled  of  late,  which 
I  have  rather  blamed  as  my  own  jealous  Curiofity,  than  as  a 
very  pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs ;  I  will  look  fur? 
ther  into't  ;  but  where's  my  Fool  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  this 
two  Days.  yrfj  lc> 

Knight.  Since  my  young  Lady's  going  into  France^  Sir, 
tjie  Fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

.  Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well ;  go  you 
and  tell  my  Daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you 
call  hither  my  Fool;  O  you  Sir,  come  you  hither^  Sir,  who 
am  I  Sir  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew*  My  Lady's  Father. 

Lear.  My  Lady's  Father?  my  Lord's  Knave,  you  whor- 
fon  Dog,  you  Slave,  you  Cur.  .&t  t 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord; 
I  befeech  your  pardon.  .m  m&d 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  Looks  with  me,  you  Rafcal?bl 

[Striking  him* 

Stew.  1*11  not  be  ftrucken,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  Foot-ball  player.h  bnA 

[Tripping  up  his  Heels* 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  Fellow. 
Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  I'll  love  thee. 

gent.  Come,  Sir,  arife,  away,  I'll  teach  you  Differences : 
Away,  away,  it  you  will  meafure  your  Lubbers  length  again, 
tarry;  but  away,  goto;  haveiyou  Wifdom,  fo. 

Lear.  Now  my  friendly  Knave  I  thank  thee,  there's  ear* 
neft  of  thy  Service. 

Enter  Fool. 

Fool.  Let  mc  hire  him  too,  here's  my  Coxcomb. 

[Giving  his  Cap. 

Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  Knave?  how  doft  thou? 

Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  beft  take  my  Coxcomb. 

Kent.  Why,  my  Boy?  2m\> 

Fool.  Why  ?  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  Favour; 

nay,  and  thou  canfl;  not  fmile  as  the  Wind  fits,  thou'k  catch 

cold  iliortly,  there  take  my  Coxcomb  ;  why,  this  Fdlowhas 

orj;  o"w3  srfo  <iJ59M     banifhd 
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banifVd  two  on's  Daughter,  and  did  the  third  a  Bleffing  a- 
gainft  his  Will;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  rauft  needs  wear 
my  Coxcomb.  How  now  N  uncle?  would  I  had  two  Cox- 
combs, and  two  Daughters. 

Lear.  Why,  my  Boy? 

/•#/.  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  Fllkeep  my  Coxcomb 
my  felf ;  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  Daughters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  Sirrah,  the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth's  a  Dog  muft  to  kennel,  he  muft  be  whip'd 
out,  when  the  Lady  Brach  may  Hand  by  th'Fire  and  ftink. 

Lear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 

Fool.  Sirrah,  Til  teach  thee  a  Speech.  [r*Kent. 

Lear.  Do. 

Fool.  Mark  it,  Nuncle; 
Have  more  than  thou  fhowefh 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knoweft, 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  owefT, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft, 
Learn  more  than  thou  trow  eft, 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft  : 
Leave  thy  Drink  and  thy  Whore, 
And  keep  in  Dfcor, 
And  thou  ihalt  have  more, 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  Fool. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  Breath  of  an  unfee'd  Lawyer,  you 
give  me  nothing  for't,  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  nothing, 
Nuncle  ? 

Lear.  Why  no,  Boy, 
Nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing.' 

Fool.  Prithee  tell  him,  fo  much  the  Rent  of  his  Land  comes 
to,  he  will  not  believe  a  Fool.  [To  Kent. 

Lear.  A  bitter  Fool. 

Fool.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  Boy,  between 
a  bitter  Fool  and  a  fweet  one  ? 

Lear.  No  Lad;  teach  me. 

Fool.  Nuncle,  give  me  an  Egg,  and  111  give  thee  two 
Crowns. 

Lear.  What  two  Crowns  fhall  they  be  ? 

Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  Egg  i'th'  middle,  and 
eat  up  the  Meat,  the  two  Crowns  of  the  Egg**  When  tho 
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cloveft  thy  Crown  i'th*  middle,  and  gav'ft  away  both  part** 
thou  bor'ft  thine  Afs  on  thy  Back  o'er  the  Dirt;  thouhadft 
little  Wit  in  thy  bald  Crown,  when  thou  gav'ft  thy  golden 
one  away  :  If  I  fpeak  like  my  felf  in  this,  let  him  be  whipt 
that  firtt  finds  it  io. 

Fools  had  neer  lefs  Grace  in  a  Tear^  [^Singingi 

For  Wijemen  are  grown  foppiflo, 
And  know  not  how  their  Wits  to  wear. 
Their  Manners  ate  fo  apiJJj. 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  Song?,  Sirrah  ? 

Foot.  I  have  ufed  it  Nuncfe*  e'er  fince  thou  mad'ft  thy 
Daughters  thy  Mothers  5  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the  Rodi 
and  put'ft  down  thine  own  Breeches,  then  they 

For  JUdden  Joy  did  weep,  ["Singing* 

And  I  for  Sorrow  fnng^   , 

That  Juch  a  King^  floould  play  bo  peep. 

And  go  the  Fools  among. 

Prithee  Nuncle  keep  a  School-Mafter  that  can  teach  thy  Fool 
to  lie;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear.  And  you  lie,  Sirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt* 

Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  Daughters  are  % 
they'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou'it  have  me 
whipt  for  Lying,  and  fometimes  I  am  whipt,  for  holding 
my  Peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  Fool, 
and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  Nuncle ;  thou  haft  pared  thy 
Wit  o'both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'ch/  middle;  here  comes 
one  o'  the  parings. 

Enter  Goneril. 

Lear.  How  now,  Daughter  f  what  makes  that  Frontlet  on? 
You  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'  frown. 

Fool.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  Fellow  when  thou  hadft  no  need 
to  care  for  her  frowning  ;  now  thou  art  an  O  without  a  Fi- 
gure; I  am  better  than  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  F00J,  thou  art 
nothing.     Yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  Tongue,  fo  your  Face 
-'  bids  me$  tho'  you  fay  nothing. 

Mum,  Mum,  he  that  keeps  nor  Crafti  nor  Crtim,  [Singings 
Weary  of  all,  (liall  want  fbme. 

That's  a  foeal'd  Pefcod. 

Con.  Not  only,  Sir*  this,  your  alWicenc'd  Fool* 

But 
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But  other  of  your  infolent  Retinue 

Do  hourly  Carp  and  Quarrel,  breaking  forth 

In  rank,  and  not  to  be  endured  Riots,  Sir. 

I  had  thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 

To  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs;  but  now  grow  fearful 

By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done, 

That  you  protect  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 

By  your  Allowance  ;  which  if  you  mould,  the  fault 

Would  not  fcape  Cenfure,  nor  the  Redrefles  deep, 

Which  in  the  tender  of  a  wholfome  weal, 

Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  Offence, 

Which  elfe  were  Shame,  that  then  neceffity 

Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  Nuncle,  the  Hedge-fparrow  fed  the 
Cuckoo  fo  long,  that  it  had  its  Head  bit  off  by  its  young; 
fo  out  went  the  Candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter? 

Goft.  I  would  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good  Wifdom, 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  Difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  Afs  know  when  the  Cart  draws  the 
Horfe  ?  Whoop  Jug  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me?  This  is  not  Lear: 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  Speak  thus?  Where  are  his  Eyes? 
Either  his  Notion  weakens,  his  Difcernings 

Are  Lethargied Ha/  waking! 'Tis  not  fo; 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am? 

Fool.  Lears  Shadow. 

Lear.  Your  Name,  fair  Gentlewoman  ! 

Gon.  This  Admiration,  Sir,  is  much  o'th'  favour 
Of  other  your  new  Pranks.     I  do  befeech  you 
To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright : 
You,  as  you  are  Old  and  Reverend,  (hould  be  Wife* 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debofh'd,  and  bold, 
That  this  ourCouit,  infected  with  their  Manners, 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn;  Epicurifm  and  Luft 
Make  it  more  like  a  Tavern  or  a  Brothel, 
Than  a  grac'd  Palace.     The  Shame  it  felf  doth  fpeafc 
For  inftant  remedy.     Be  thendefir'd, 
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By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  (he  begs/ 
A  little  to  difquantity  your  Train ; 
And  the  remainders  that  fhall  ftill  depend, 
To  be  fuch  Men  as  may  befort  your  Age, 
Which  know  themfelves,  and  you. 

Lear,  Carknefs  and  J3evi!s ! 
Saddle  my  Horfes,  call  my  Train  together- 


Degenerate  Baftard !  I'll  not  trouble  thee ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  Daughter, 

Gon.  You  flrike  my  People,  and  your  cliforder'd  Rabble 
make  Servants  of  their  Betters. 

Enter  Albany. 

Lear.  Woe !  that  too  late  repents—- — « — ^ 
Is  it  your  willi  fpeak,  Sir  ?  Prepare  my  Horfes —  [To  Alb. 
Ingratitude!  thou  Marble-hearted  Fiend, 
More  hideous  when  thou  mew'ft  thee  in  a  Child, 
Than  the  Sea-monfter. 

Alb.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient, 

Lear.  Detefted  Kite!  thou  Heft.  \To  GoneriL 

My  Train  are  Men  of  choice  and  rarefl  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  Duty  know, 
And  in  the  moft  exact  regard,  fupport 
The  worftups  of  their  Names.     O  moft  fmall  Fault  f 
How  ugly  didft  thou  in  Cordelia  fliew  f 
Which  like  an  Engine,  wrencht  my  frame  of  Nature 
From  the  fixt  place  ;   drew  from  my  Heart  all  love, 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Leary  Lcar^  Lear! 
Beat  at  this  Gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in, 
And  thy  dear  Judgment  out.     Go,  go,  my  People. 

Alb.  My  Lord,  I  am  guiltlefs,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  Lord-  * 
Hear  Nature,  hear,  dear  Goddtfs,  hear  ? 
Sufpend  thy  Purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  Creature  fruitful  : 
Into  her  Womb  convey  fterility, 
Dry  up  in  her  the  Organs  of  Increafe, 
And  from  her  derogate  Body,  never  fpring 
A  Babe  to  honour  her.     If  me  muft  teerri* 
Create  her  Child  of  Spleen,  that  it  may  live* 

And 
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And  be  a  thwart,  difnatur'd  torment  to  her ; 

Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  Brow  of  Youth, 

With  cadent  Tears  fret  Chanels  in  her  Cheeks, 

Turn  all  her  Mother's  Pains  and  Benefits 

To  Laughter  and  Contempt ;  that  (he  may  feel, 

How  (harper  than  a  Serpent's  Tooth  it  is, 

To  have  a  thanklefs  Child.  Away,  away—  [Exit, 

Alb.  Now  Gods  that  we  adore, 
Whereof  comes  this  ? 

Gon.  Never  afflict  your  felf  to  know  of  it  : 
But  let  his  Difpofition  have  that  Scope 
As  dotage  gives  it. 

Enter  Lear. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  Followers  at  a  clap  § 
Within  a  fortnight  \  — — - 

Alb.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Lear.   I'll  tell  thee  —  Life  and  Death,  I  am  aftiam'd. 
That  thou  haft  power  to  (hake  my  Manhood  thus, 
That  thefe  hot  Tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them  —  Blafts  and  Fogs  upon  thee; 
Th'  untented  Woundings  of  a  Father's  Curfe 
tierce  every  Senfe  about  thee.    Old  fond  Eyes, 
Beweep  her  once  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out, 
And  caft  you  with  the  Waters  that  }ou  lofe 
To  temper  Clay.  Ha  !  Let  it  be  fo  ■ 
I  have  another  Daughter, 
Who  I  am  fure  is  kind  and  comfortable  : 
When  (lie  (liall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails  % 

She'll  flea  thy  Wolvifh  Vifage.    Thou  (halt  find, 
That  I'll  refume  the  fli2pe  which  thou  doft  think 
t  have  caft  off  for  ever.  [Exit  Lear  and  At^nc^Ants* 

Gon*  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Goner  ill, 
To  the  great  Love  I  bear  you. 

Gon.  Pray  you  be  content.    What,  OJwald^  ho  / 
Y<  u,  'Sit;  more  Knave  than  Fool,  after  your  Matter. 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  N uncle  Lear% 
T?rry,  take  the  Fool  with  thee  : 
A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  her, 
And  fuch  a  Daughter, 
$koiild  fure  to  the  Slaughter, 
*Vol.  V.  Ee  If 
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If  my  Cap  would  buy  a  Halter, 

Sj  the  Fool  follows  alter.  [Exit. 

Gon.  This  Man  hath  had  good  Counfel,  -   a  hundred 

Knights  ! 
'Tis  politick,  and  fafe  to  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  Knights ;  yes,  that  on  every  Dream, 
Each  buz,  each  Fancy,  each  Complaint,  Diflike, 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  Powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  Mercy.    Ofwald,  I  fay. 
Alb*  Well,  you  may  fear  too  fear  \      ■■- 
Gon.   Safer  than  truft  too  far ; 
Let  me  (till  take  away  the  harms  I  far, 
Not  fear  ftill  to  be  taken.     I  know  his  Heart  ; 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  Sifter ; 
If  fhe'll  fuftain  him,  and  his  hundred  Knights 
When  I  have  fhew'd  th1  unfitnefs  ■     . 

Enter  Steward. 
How  now,  OJwaldi 

Whit,  have  you  writ  that  Letter  to  my  Sifter  t 
Stew.  Ay,  Madam. 

Gon.  Take  you  fome Company,  and  away  toHorfe, 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  Fear, 
And  thereto  add  fuch  Reafons  of  your  own, 
As  may  compact  it  more.   Get  you  gone, 
And  haften  your  return.   No,  no,  my  Lord, 

[Exit  Steward, 
This  milky  Gentlenefs,  andcourfe  of  yours, 
Though  I  condemn  not,  yet  under  Pardon 
You  are  much  more  at  Ta*k  for  want  of  Wifdom, 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  Mildnefs. 

Alb.  How  far  your  Eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 

Gon*  Nay  then  — 

Alb.  Well,  well,  the  'vent.  \ExtnnU 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman,  and  Fool* 
Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glofier  with  thefe  Letters ;    ac- 
quaint my  D  .lighter  no  further  with   any  thing  you  know* 
thm  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  Letter,  if  your  di- 
ligence be  not  fpcedy,  I  fliall  be  there  afore  you. 

Kent. 
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Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  Lord,  'till  I  have  delivered 
your  Letter.  -  [Exit. 

Fool.   If  a  Man's  Brains  were  in  his  Heels,  wer't  not  in 
danger  of  Kibes  ? 
Lear.  Ay  Boy. 

Fool.  Then  I  prethec  be  merry,  thy  Wit  fhall  not  go 
flip-fhod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fool.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  Daughter  will  ufe  thee  kindly; 
for  though  flic's  as  like  this,  as  a  Crab's  like  an  Apple,  yet 
I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 
Lear.  What  canft  tell,  Boy  ? 

Fool.  She  will  tafte   as  like  this,   as  a    Crab  do's  to  a 
Crab ;   caaft  thou  tell  why  ones  Nofe  ftands  i'th*  middle 
on's  Face  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  ones  Eyes  of  either  fide  one's  Nofe  ; 
that  what  a  Man  cannot  fmell  our,  he  may  fpy  into. 
Lear.  I  did  her  wrong. 

Fool.  Canft  tell  how  an  Oyftcr  makes  his  Shell  f 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither  ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  Snafl  has  a 
Houfe. 

Lear.  Why? 

Fool.  Why  to  put's  Head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to  his 
Daughters,  and  leave  his  Horns  without  a  Cafe. 

Lear-  I  will  forget  my  Nature,  fo  kind  a  Father  /  Be 
my  Horfes  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  Aflts  are  gone  about  'em  ;  the  reafon  why  the 
feven  Stars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  Reafon. 
Lear.    Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 
Fool.  Yes  indeed  ;  thou  wouldft  make  a  good  Fool. 
Lear.  To  take't  again  perforce  ---~^1Vl^1t^m]^ 
Fool.  If  you  were  my  Fool,  Nuncle,  I'd  have  thee  beat- 
en for  being  old  before  thy  time. 
Lear.  How's  that? 

Fool.  Thou  ftiouldft  not  hive  been  Old,  'till  thou  hadft 
been  Wife. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fwect  Heaven  1 
keep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad.  How  now,  are 
the  Hcrfcs  ready  ?- 
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Gent.  Ready,  my  Lord, 
Lear.  Come,  Boy. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  Maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departure, 
Shall  not  be  a  Maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  Ihorter. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT     II,     SCENE    I. 

SCENE   A  Cafile  belonging  to  the  Earl  of 

Glofter. 

Enter  Baftard,  and  Curan,  feverallj. 

Bafi.   Q  A  V  E  thee,  Curan. 

i3     Cur.  And  you,  Sir,  I  have  been 
With  your  Father,  and  given  him  Notice 
That  the  Duke  of  Cornwall^  and  Regan  his  Dutchefs 
Will  be  here  with  him  this  Night. 

Baft.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay  I  know  not  ;  you  have  heard  of  the  News  a- 
broad,  I  mean  the  whifper'd  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but 
Ear-ki  fling  Arguments. 

Baft.  Not  I ;  pray  you  what  are  they  ? 

Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  Wars  toward, 
*Twixt  the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  t 

Baft.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  do  then  in  time, 
Fare  you  well,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Baft.  The  Duke  be  here  to  Night !  the  better,  beft, 
This  weaves  it  feJf  perforce  into  my  Bufinefs. 
My  Father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  Brother, 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  Queftion 
Which  I  muft  a&  ;  briefnefs,  and  Fortune  work. 

Enter  Edgar. 
Brother,  a  word,  defcend,  Brother,  I  fay, 
My  Father  watches ;  O  Sir,  fly  this  place, 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid; 

You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  thenight 

Have  you  not  fpeken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  f 

He's 
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He's  coming  hither,  now  i'th'  Night,  i't-h'  haftc, 
And  Regan  with  him  ;  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Albany  I 
Advife  your  felf. 

Edg%  I  am  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Baft.  I  hear  my  Father  coming,  pardon  mc 

In  cunning,  I  muft  draw  my  Sword  upon  you  • 

Draw,  feem  to  defend  your  felf. 
Now  quit  you  well  ■ 

Yield come  before  my  Father  light  boa,  here, 

Fly,  Brother —-Torches!  —  fo  farewel [Exit  Edgar. 

Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  Opinion 

[Wounds  his  Arm. 

Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.   I  have  feen  Drunkards 

Do  more  than  this  in   Sport ;  Father  !  Father  ! 

Siop,  flop,  no  help  ?  ■ 

Enttr  Glofter,  and  Servants  -with  Torches. 
Glo.  Now  Edmund*  w here's  the  Villain  \ 
Baft.  Here  flood  he  in  the  dark,  his  (harp  Sword  out, 

Mumbling  of  wicked  Charms,  conjuring  the  Moon 

To  ftand  his  aufpicious  Miftrefs. 
Glo.  But  where  is  he  ? 
Baft.  Look,  Sir,  I   bleed. 
Glo.  Where  is  the  Villain,  Edmund\ 

Baft.  Fled  this  way,  Sir,  when  by  no  means  he  could 

Glo.  Purfue  him,  ho!  go  after.  By  no  means,  what?..— 
Baft.  Perfwade  me  to  ths  Murther  of  your  Lordfhip  ; 

But  that  I  told  him  the  revenging  Gods, 

'Gainft  Parricides  did  all  the  Thunder  bend, 

Spoke  with  how  manifold,  and  ftrong  a  Bond 

The  Child  was  bound  to  th*  Father.     Sir,  in  fine, 

Seeing  how  lothly  oppoine  I  flood 

To  his  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  Motion 

With  his  prepared  Sword,  he  charges  home 

My  unprovided  Body,  launcht  mine  Arm  ; 

And  when  he  faw  my  befl  alarmed  Spirits, 

Bold  in  the  Quarrels  right,  rouz'd  to  th'  encounter, 

Or  whether  gafled  by  the  Noife  I  made, 

Full  fuddenly  he  fled. 
Glo.  Let  him  fly  far ; 

>Jq{  in  this  Land  (hall  he  remain  uncaught 
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And  found;  Difpatch,  the  Noble  Duke,  my  Maftery 
My  worthy  Arch  and  Patron  comes  to  Night, 
By  his  Authority  I  will  proclaim  it, 
That  he  which  finds  him  iliall  deferve  our  Thanks, 
Bringing  the  murtherous  Coward  to  the  Stake  : 
He  that  conceals  him,  Death. 

Bafl.  When  I  diflwaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  Speech 
I  threatned  to  difcover  him  ;  he  replied, 
Thou  unpofTeffing  Baftard,  doft  thou  think, 
If  I  would  ftand  againfr  thee,  would  the  Repofal 
Of  any  Trufr,  Virtue,  or  Worth  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd?  No,  by  what  I  fhoulddeny, 
(As  this  I  would,  though  thou  didft  produce 
My  very  Character,)   Pd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  Suggeftion,  Plot,  and  damned  Practice ; 
And  thou  muft  make  a  dullard  of-the  World, 
If  they  not  thought  the  Profits  of  my  Death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  Spirits 
To  make  thee  fetk  it.  [Trtimpets  •within. 

Glo.  O  ftrange  and  faftned  Villain  ! 
Would  he  deny  his  Letter,  faid  he  ? 

Hark,  the  Duke's  Trumpets !  I  know  not  why  he  comes—- 
All  Ports  I'll  bar,  the  Villain  (hall  not  fcape, 
The  Duke  muft  grant  me  that ;  befides  his  Picture 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  Kingdom 
May  have  due  Note  of  him;  and  of  my  Land, 
Loyal  and  natural  Boy,  I'll  work  the  Means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 
Corn.  How  now,  my  noble  Friend  ?    fince  I  came  hither, 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  flrangenefs. 
Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  Vengeance  comes  too  fhort 
Which  can  purfue  th'offender  ;  how  does  my  Lord? 
Glo.  O  Madam,  my  old  Heart  is  crack'd,  it'scrack'd, 
Reg.  What,  did  my  Father's  Godfon  feek  your  Life  ? 
He  whom  my  Father  nam'd,  your  Edgar  ? 

Glo.  O  Lady,  Lady,  ftiame  would  have  it  hid. 
Reg.  Was  he  not  Companion  with  the  riotous  Knights 
That  tended  upon  my  Father  I 

Glo* 
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Glo.  I  know  not,  Madam,  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Baft.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  Confort. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ili-affe&ed ; 
'Trs  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  Man's  Death, 
To  have  th'cxpenceand  wafteof  Revenues  j 
I  have  this  prefent  Evening  from  my  Sifter 
Been  well  informed  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions, 
That  if  th?y  come  to  fojourn  at  my   Houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  a  dure  tbee,  Regan  ; 
Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  ihewn  your  Father 
A  Child-like  Office. 

Bafi.  It  is  my  Duty,  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  Practice,  and  receiVd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  fhall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm,   make  your  own  purpofe, 
How  in  my  ftrength  you  pleafe,*  as  for  you,  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth,  this  inftant, 
So  much  commend  it  klfy  you  fhall  be  ours ; 
Nature's  of  fuch  deep  truft,  we  fhall  much  need: 
You  we  firft  feize  on. 

Bdft.  I  (hall  ferveyou,  Sir,  truly,  how  ever  elfe. 

Glo.  For  him  I  thank  your  Grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vi  fit  you— — 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  fr afon,  thredding  dark-ey 'd  night  £ 
Qccafions,  noble  Glofier,  of  force  Prize, 
Wherein  we  mud  have  ufe  of  your  Advice  -  .— 
Our  Father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  Sifter, 
Of  Differences,  which  I  beft  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  ;  the  feveral  Meflengers 
From  hence  attend  Difpatch.  Our  good  old  Friend 
Lay  Comforts  to  your  Bofom,  and  beftow 
Your  needful  Counfel  to  our  Bufintffes, 
Which  crave  the  inftant  ufe. 

Glo,  I  ferve  you,  Madam, 
Your  Graces  are  right  welcome,  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Kent,  and  Steward,  federally. 
Stew.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  Friend,  art  of  this  Houfe? 
Kent.  Ay. 

Stew.  Where  may  we  fet  our  Horfes  .* 
Kent.  Pth'Mire. 

Stew.  Prithee  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  tell  me. 
Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 
Stew.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 
Kent.    If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsfarj  Pinfold,  I  would  make 
thee  care  for  me. 

Stew.  Why  doft:  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 
Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 
Stew.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 
Kent.  A  Knave,    a  Rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  Meats,  a 
hafc,  proud,  111  allow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hundred  pound, 
filthy   Woofted-ftocking   Knave,   a   Lilly»livered,    Action- 
taking,     whorfon    Glafs-gazing,     Super-ferviceable    finical 
Rogue,  one-Trunk- inheriting  Slave  ;  one  that  wouldft  be  a 
Bawd  in  way  of  good  Service,   and  art  nothing  but  the 
compofition  of  a  Knave,    Beggar,    Coward,    Pander,   and 
the  Son  and  Heir  of  a  Mungril  Bitch ;  one  whom  I  will  beat 
into  clamours  whining,  if  thou  deny'ft  the  leaft  Syllable 
of  thy  Addition. 

Stew.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  Fellow  art  thou,  thus 
to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,,  nor  knows 
thee? 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  Varlct  art  thou,  to  deny  thou 
knoweft  me  ?  Is  it  two  Days  fince  I  tript  up  thy  Heels, 
and    beat  thee  before  the  King  ?    EJraw  you   Rogue,   for 
though  it  be  Night,  yet  the  Moon  fhjnes;  I'll  make  a  Sop 
o'th'  Moonmine  of  you,    you  whorfon  Culleinly   Barber- 
monger,  draw.  [Drawing  his  Sword. 
Stew.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 
Kent.  Draw,  you  Rafcal ;  you  come  with  Letters  againft 
the  King,   and  take  Vanity  the  puppet's   parr,  againft  the 
Royalty  of  her  Father  ;  draw,  you  Rogue,  or  Fllfo  carbo- 
nado your  Shanks*—  draw,  you  Rafcal,  come  your  ways. 
Stew.  Help,  ho!  Murther  !  help!  — —  / 
Kent,  Strike    you  Slave;    ftand,  Rogue,  ftand  you  neat 
Slave,  ftrike.  [Beating  him. 

Stew. 
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Stew.  Help  ho  !  Murther,  murthcr ! 

Enter  BaftArd9  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloflcr,  And  Servants. 

Baft.  How  now,  what's  the  Matter?  Part- 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  Boy,  if  you  pleafe,  come, 
I'll  flefli  ye,  come  on  young  Matter. 

Glo.  Weapons?  Arms  ?  what's  the  Matter  here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  Peace  upon  your  Lives,  he  dies  that  ftrikes  a- 
gain,  what  is  the  Matter? 

Reg.  The  Meffengers  from  our  Sifter,  and  the  King  ? 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference/  fpeak. 

Stew.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beflir'd  your  Valour,  you 
cowardly  Rafcal,  Nature  difchims  all  fliare  in  thee:  A  Tailor 
made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  Fellow,  a  Tailor  make  a  Man  ? 

Kent.  A  Tailor,  Sir?  a  Stone-cutter,  or  a  Painter,  could 
not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  tho'  they  had  been  but  two  Years 
o'th' Trade. 

Com.  Speak  yer,  how  grew  your  Quarrel  ? 

Stew.  The  ancient  Ruffian,  Sir,  whofe  Life  I  have  fpar'd 
at  fute  of  his  gray  beard  ■ 

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  Zed!  thou  unneceffary  Letter !  my 
Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted 
Villain  into  Mortar,  and  daub  the  Wall  of  a  Jakes  with  him* 
Spare  my  gray  Beard,  you  wag-tail  J— - 

Corn.  Peace,  Sirrah  1 
,  You  beaftly  Knave,  know  you  no  Reverence? 

Kent.  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  Slave  as  this  mould  wear  a  Sword, 
Wfio  wears  no  Honefty :  Such  fmiling  Rogues  as  thefe, 
Like  Rats  oft  bite  the  holy  Cords  a-twain, 
Which  art  tintrincejt'unloofe:  Smooth  every  Paflion 
That  in  the  Natures  of  their  Lords  rebel, 
Being  Oil  to  Fire,  Snow  to  their  colder  Moods, 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  Halcyon  beaks, 
With  every  gale,  and  vary  of  their  Mailers, 
Knowing  nought,  like  Dogs,  but  following: 
A  plague  upoo  your  Epileptick  Vifage, 

Smile 
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Smile  you  ray  Speeches,  as  I  were  a  Fool? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Strum  Plain, 
I'll  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camtlot. 

Com.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  Fellow  ? 

Glo%  How  fell  you  out,  fay  that  ? 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I,  and  fuch  a  Knave. 

Corn.  Why  doft  thou  call  him  Knave?  What  is  his  Fault? 

Kent.  His  Countenance  likes  me  notn 

Corn.  No  more  perchance  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  bers. 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain, 
I  have  feen  better  Faces  in  my  time, 
Than  ftands  on  any  Shoulder  that  I  fee 
Before  me,  at  this  inftant. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  Fellow, 
Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntlefs,  doth  affed 
A  fawcy  roughnefs,  and  conftrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  Nature.     He  cannot  flatter,  he, 
An  honeft  Mind,  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth. 
And  they  will  take  it,  fo;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  Knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs. 
Harbour  more  Craft,  and  more  corrupter  Ends, 
Then  twenty  filly  ducking  obfervants, 
That  ftretch  their  Duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity, 
Under  th' allowance  of  your  great  Afpeft, 
Whofe  influence  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  Fire, 
Or  flicking  Phoebus  front- 

Corn.  What  mean'ft  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  Dialed,  which  you  difcommend 
fomuch;  I  know,  Sir,  I  am  no  Flatterer,  he  that  beguil'cj 
you  in  a  plain  Accent,  was  a  plain  Knave,  which  for  my 
part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  fliould  win  your  difpleafure  to 
intreat  me  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th'  Offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Stew.  T  never  gave  him  any  : 
It  pleas'd  the  King  his  Mafter,  very  lately, 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  Mifconftrudion, 
When  he  compaft,  and  flattering  his  Difpleafure, 
Tript  me  bthind  ;  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd, 

And, 
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And  put  upon  him  fuch  2  deal  of  Man, 
That  worthicd  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting,  who  was  felf-fubdued, 
And  in  the  flefhment  of  this  dead  Exploit, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  Rogues,  and  Cowards, 
But  jijax  is  their  Fool. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks. 
You  ftubborn  ancient  Knave,  you  reverent  Braggart, 
We'll  teach  you. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King  ; 
On  whofe  Imployment  I  was  fent  to  you, 
You  mall  do  fmall  Refpefrs,  fliew  too  bold  Malice, 
Againft  the  Grace  and  Perfon  of  my  Matter, 
Stocking  his  Meffenger. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks; 
As  I  have  Life  and  Honour,  there  fhall  he  fit  'till  Noon. 

Reg.  'Till  Noon!  'till  Night  my  Lord,  and  all  Nighttoo. 

Kent.  Why  Madam,  if  I  were  your  Father's  Dog, 
You  mould  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave,  I  will.         [Stock*  brought  out* 

Corn.  This  is  a  Fellow  of  the  felffame  Colour, 
Our  Sifter  fpeaks  of.     Come,  bring  away  the  Stocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  befeech  your  Grace,  not  to  do  fo, 
The  King  his  Mafter  needs  muft  take  it  ill, 
That  he's  fo  flightly  valued  in  his  Meffenger, 
To  have  him  thus  reftrained. 

Corn.  I'll  anfwer  that.  [Kent  is  put  in  the  Stocks, 

Reg.  My  Sifter  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe,  ' 

To  have  her  Gentleman  abus'd,  afTaulted. 

Corn.  Come,  my  Lord,  away.  [Exit* 

Glo.  I  am  forry  for  thee,  Friend,  'tis  the  Duke's  pleafure, 
Whofe  Difpofition  all  the  World  well  knows 
Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  ftopr,  Til  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray  do  not,  Sir,  I  have  watch'd  and  travcPd  hard, 
Some  time  I  (hall  deep  out,  the  reft  I'll  whiftle: 
A  good  Man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  Heelsj 
Give  you  good  Morrow. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill  taken.  [Exit. 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Good  King,  that  muft  approve  the  common,  Saws 
Thou  out  of  Heav'ns  Benedi&ion  com'ft 
To  the  warm  Sun, 

Approach  thou  Beacon  to  this  under  Globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  Beams  I  may 
Perufe  this  Letter.    Nothing  almoft  fees  Miracles 
But  Mifery.     I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obfcured  courfe.     I  (hall  find  time 
For  this  enormous  State,  and  feek  to  give 
Lofles  their  Remedies.     All  weary  and  o'er- watch'd, 
Take  vantage  heavy  Eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fhameful  Lodging.     Fortune,  good  Night, 
Smile  once  more,  turn  thy  Wheel.  [Hejleeps. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  have  heard  my  felf  proclaimed, 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  Tree, 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.     No  Port  is  free,  no  Place 
That  guard,  and  moft  unufual  Vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     Whiles  I  may  fcape 
I  will  preferve  my  felf:  And  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  moft  pooreft  Shape 
That  every  penury  in  Contempt  of  Man, 
Brought  near  to  Bead :  My  Face  I'll  grime  with  filth. 
Blanket  my  Loins,  put  all  my  Hair  in  knots, 
And  v/ith  prefented  Nakednefs  out-face 
The  Winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  Sky. 
The  Country  gives  me*  proof  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  Beggars,  who  with  roaring  Voicef 
Strike  in  their  numm'd  and  mortified  Arms, 
Pins,  wooden  Pricks,  Nails,  Sprigs  of  Rofemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  Object,  from  low  Farms, 
Poor  pelting  Villages,  Sheeps-coats,  and  Mills, 
Sometimes  with  Lunatick  Bans,  fometimes  with  Prayers, 
Inforce  their  Charity :  Poor  Turlygod,  poor  Tom, 
That's  fomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lear,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  'Tis  ftrange  that  they  ihould  fo  depart  from  home, 
And  not  fend  back  my  MefTenger. 

Gent.  As  I  learn 'd, 
The  Night  before,  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 

'*  Of 
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Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  Noble  Matter.' 

Lear.  Ha,  make'ft  thou  this  Shame  thy  Paftime? 

Kent.  No,  my  Lord. 

Tool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  Crewel  Garters ;  Horfes  are  ty'd 
by  the  Heads,  Dogs  and  Bears  by  th'  Neck,  Monkeys  by 
th'  Loins,  and  Men  by  th'Legs;  when  a  Man  is  over-lufty 
at  Legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether  Stocks. 

Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miflook* 
To  fet  thee  here? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  (he, 
Your  Son  and  Daughter. 

Lear.  No.  ►., 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  fay, 

Kent.  I  fay,  yea. 

Lear.  By  Jufitery  I  fwear  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno^  I  fwear  ay. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't ; 
They  could  nor,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  worfe  than  Murther," 
To  do  upon  refpecl:  fuch  violent  outrage : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  which  way 
Thou  might'ft  deferye,  or  they  impofe  this  ufage, 
Coming  from  us  ? 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  Highnefs  Letters  to  them, 
E'er  I  was  rifen  from  the  Place,  that  (hewed 
My  Duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeKng  Poft, 
Stew'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Gonerill  his  Miftrefs,  Salutation ; 
Deiiver'd  Letters  fpight  of  intermiflion, 
Which  prefently  they  read :  on  thofe  Contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  ftraight  tookHorfe, 
Commanded  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  Anfwer,  gave  me  cold  Looks, 
And  meeting  here  the  other  MefTenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poifon'd  mine, 
Being  the  very  Fellow  which  of  late 
Difplay'dfo  fawcily  againft  your  Highnefs, 
Having  more  Man  than  Wit  about  me,  I  drew; 

He 
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He  rais'd  the  Houfe,  with  loud  and  coward  cries, 
Your  Son  and  Daughter  found  this  Trefpafs  worth 
The  Shame  which  here  it  fuffers. 

Fool.  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  Geefe  fly  that  way 
Fathers  that  wear  Rags  do  make  their  Children  blind,  , 

But  Fathers  that  bear  Bags,  ftiall  fee  their  Children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  Whorc>  ne'er  turns  the  Key  to  th'  Poor. 
But  for  all  this  thou  (halt  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy  dear 
Daughters,  as  thou  canft  tell  in  a  Year, 

Lear.  Oh  how  this  Mother  fwells  up  toward  my  Heart ! 
Hyfierica  paffioy  down  thou  climbing  Sorrow, 
Thy  Element's  below ;  where  is  this  Daughter? 

Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  flay  here.  [Exit. 

Gen.  Made  you  no  more  Offence, 
But  what  you  fpeak  of. 

Kent.  None  ; 
How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  Number? 

Fool.  And  thou  hadft  been  fet  i'th'  Stocks  for  that  Quefti- 
on,  thou'dft  well  deferv'd  it. 

Kent.  Why,  Fool? 

FooL  We'll  fet  thee  to  School  to  an  Ant,  to  teach  thee 
thert's  no  labouring  i'th'  Winter.      Ail  that  follow  their 
Nofes,  are  led  by  their  Eyes,  but  blind  Men;  and  there's  not 
a  Nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him  that's  ftinking- — 
Let  go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  Whtel  runs  down  a  Hill,  left 
it  break  thy  Neck  with  following  ;   but  the  great  one  that 
goes  upward,  let  him  draw  thee  after.     When  a  wife  Man 
gives  thee  better  Counfel,  give  me  mine  again ;  I  would  have 
none  but  Knaves  follow  it,  fince  a  Fool  gives  it. 
That,  Sir,  which  ferves  and  fceks  for  Gain, 
And  follows  but  for  Form; 
Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  Rain, 
And  leave  thee  in  a  Storm, 

And  I  will  tarry,  the  Fool  will  ftay, 
And  let  the  wife  Man  fly  : 
The  Knave  turns  Fool  that  runs  away, 
The  Fool  no  Knave  perdy. 

Enter  Lear  And  Glofter. 

Kent.  Where  learn'd  you  this,  Fool? 

FooL  Not  i'th*  Stocks,  Fool. 

Lear* 
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Lear.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ?   they  are  fick,  they  are 

(  weary  ? 
They  have  travelPd  all  the  Night?  meer  fetches, 
The  Images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fetch  me  a' better  Anfwer 

Glo.  My  dear  Lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke, 
How  unremoveable  and  fixt  he  is, 
In  his  own  courfe. 

Lear.  Vengeance?  Plague!  Death !  Confufion !— 
Fiery?  what  quality?  why  Glofier,  Gloftcr, 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall,  and  his  Wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  fo. 

Lear.  Inform'd  them?  doft  thou  underftand  me,  Man  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornwall,  the  dear  Fa- 
ther 
Would  with  his  Daughter  fpeak,  Commands  tends  Service, 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this?  My  Breath  and  Blood! 

Fiery?  the  fiery  Duke,  tell  the  hot  Duke  that 

No,  but  not  yer,  may  be  he  is  not  well, 

Infirmity  doth  ftill  negled  all  Office, 

Whereto  our  Health  is  bound,  we  are  not  our  felves,    « 

When  Nature  being  oppreft,  commands  the  Mind 

To  fufferwith  the  Body;  I'll  forbear, 

And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 

To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit, 

For  the  found  Man.  Death  on  my  State ;  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here  <*  This  aft  perfwades  me, 

That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 

Is  practice  only,  give  me  my  Servant  forth; 

Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  Wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them: 

Now  prefently— Bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me,' 

Or  at  their  Chamber  Door  I'll  beat  the  Drum, 

Till  it  cry  Sleep  to  Death. 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  [Exit, 

Lear.  Oh  me,  my  Heart  I  my  rifing  Heart !  but  down. 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  Nuncle,  as  the  Cockney  did  to  the  Eels, 
when  he  put  them  i'th'  Parte  alive,  he  knapt  'em  o'th'  Cox- 
combs  with  a  Stick,  andcry'd,  down  wantors,  down;  'twas 

his 
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his  Brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  his  Horfe  buttered  his 
Hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glofter,  and  Servants. 
Lear.  Good  Morrow  to  you  both. 
Corn.  Hail  to  your  Grace.  [Kent  is  fit  at  lihertf. 

Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are,  I  know  what  reafon 
I  have  to  think  fo,  if  thou  (houldft  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  Mother's  Tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  Adulterefs.     O,  are  you  free  ?        \To  Kent, 
Some  other  time  for  that.     Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  Sifter's  naught:  Oh  Regan,   me  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs,  like  a  Vulture  here; 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou'It  not  believe 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality*— Oh  Regan! — : 
,  Reg.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience,  I  have  hope 
You  iefs  know  how  to  value  hcrdefert, 
Than  fhe  to  fcant  her  Duty. 
Lear.  Say?  How  is  that?-— 
Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  Sifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  Obligation.     If,  Sir,  perchance 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  Riots  of  your  Followers, 
*Tis  on  fuch  Ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefom  end, 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 
Lear.  My  Curfes  on  her. 
Reg.  O  Sir,  you  are  old, 
Nature  in  you  ftands  on  the  very  Verge 
Of  her  confine ;  you  mould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fome  difcretion,  that  difcerns  your  State 
Better  than  you  your  felf:  Therefore  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  Sifter  you  do  make  return, 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her. 
Lear.  Ask  her  forgivenefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  Houfe  I 
Dear  Daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old  ; 
Age  is  unneceflary  :  On  my  Knees  I  beg, 
That  you'll  vouchfafe  me  Raiment,  Bed,  and  Food. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more,  thefc  are  unfightly  Tricks i 
Return  you  to  my  Sifter. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan : 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  Train; 

t  Look'd 
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Look'd  black  upon  me,  ftruck  me  with  her  Tongue 

Moft  Serpent- like,  upon  the  very  heart. 

All  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  HeavVfall 

On  her  ingrateful  top  :  Strike  her  young  bones. 

You  taking  Airs,  with  Lamenefs. 

Corn.  Fie,  Sir  I  fie! 

Lear*  You  nimble  Lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  fcornful  Eyes :  Infect  her  Beauty, 
You  Fen-fuck'd  Fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  Sun 
To  fall,  and  blifter. 

Rev.  O  the  bleft  Gods ! 
So  will  you  wifh  on  me,  when  the  rain  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  (halt  never  have  my  curfe : 
Thy  tender-hefted  Nature  (hall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  har/hnefs;  Her  Eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.     Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  Pleafures,  to  cut  cfF  my  Train, 
To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes, 
And  in  conclusion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  coming  in.     Thou  better  know'ft 
The  Offices  of  Nature,  Bond  of  Child-hood, 
Effects  of  Courtefiej  and  Dues  of  Gratitude  : 
Thy  half  o'th'  Kingdom  haft  thou  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  thee  endowed. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  trf  purpofe.  [Trumpet  within, 

Lear.  Who  put  my  Man  i'th'  Stocks? 

Enter  Steward. 

Corn.  What  Trumpet's  that  ? 

Reg.  I  know't,  my  Sifter's :  This  approves  her  Letter, 
That  (he  would  fooh  be  here.     Is  your  Lady  come? 

Lear.  This  is  a  Slave,  whofe  eafie  borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickly  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out  Varlet,  from  my  fight. 

Corn.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  Who  ftockt  my  Servant?  Regan,  I  have  good  hope 
Thou  didft  not  know  on't. 
Who  comes  here  ?  O  Heav'ns  ! 
If  you  do  love  old  Men;  if  your  fweet  fway 
Allow  Obedience;  if  you  your  felves  arc  old, 
""""Make  it  your  caufe:  Send  down  and  take  mv  part. 
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Art  not  afham'd  to  look  upon  this  Beard? 

0  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  Hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th'  hand,  Sir?  How  have  I  offended? 
All's  not  offence  that  indifcretion  finds, 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough!  Will  you  yet  hold? 
How  came  my  Man  i'th*  Stocks? 

Corn.  I  fet  him  there,  Sir:  But  hisownDiforders 
Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement. 

Lear.  You?  Did  you? 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  Father,  being  weak,  feem  fo* 
If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  Month, 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  Sifter, 
Difmifling  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me, 

1  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion, 
Which  (hall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her?  and  fifty  Men  difmifs'd  I 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'th'  Air, 
To  be  a  Comerade  with  the  Wolf  and  Owl, 

Neceflity's  (harp  pinch- Return  with  her  f 

Why  f  The  hot-bloody 'd  France,  that  Dswerlefs  took 
Our  youngeft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  Throne,  and  Squire-like  Penfion  beg, 
To  keep  bafe  Life  a-foot ;  return  with  her  ? 
Perfwade  me  rather  to  be  Slave  and  Sumpter 
To  this  detefted  Groom. 

Con.  At  your  choice,  Sir. 

Lear.  I  prithee,  Daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I  wiir  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child.      Farewell: 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another, 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefli,  my  blood,  my  daughter, 
Or  rather  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  flefli, 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine;  Thou  art  a  Bile, 
A  plague-fore,  or  imboffed  Carbuncle 
In  my  corrupted  blood;  but  I'll  not  chide  thee. 
Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it, 
I  do  not  bid  the  Thunder-Bearer  moot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove. 
Mend  when  thou  canfr,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 
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I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo, 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome;  give  ear,  Sir,  to  my  Sifter; 
For  thofe  that  mingle  reafon  with  your  paffion, 
Muft  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo-   ■ 
But  fhe  knows  what  ihe  does. 
Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg.  I  dare  avouch  it,  Sir;  what,  fifty  followers? 
Is  it  not  well?  What  fhould  you  need  of  more  f 
Yea,  or  fomany?  Sith  that  both  charge  and  danger, 
Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number :  How  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  People,  under  two  commands, 
Hold  amity?  'Tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  attendance 
From  thofe  that  Hie  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lord?  If  then  they  chanc'dtoflackye 
We  could  controll  them;  if  you  will  come  to  me, 
For  now  I  fpy  a  danger,  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  youjlirssau--— --^~"' — """ 
RegThfA  In  good  time  iyou  gave  ir. 
Lear.  Made  you  my  Guardians,  my  D^pofitaries, 
Bur  keep  a  refervation  to  be  followed 
With  fuch  a  number;  What  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty?  Regan,  faid  you  fo? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  with  me. 
Lear.  Thofe  wicked  Creatures  yet  do  look  well-favour'd 
When  others  are  more  wicked,  not  being  the  worft 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife  ;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty; 
And  thou  art  twice  her  Love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord; 
What  need  you  five  and  twenty  J  Ten?  Or  five? 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many, 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 
Reg.  What  need  onei? 

Lear.  O  reafon  not  the  need :  Our  bafeft  Beggars 
Are  in  tfiepooreft thing fuperfluous ; 
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Allow  not  Nature,  more  than  Nature  needs, 
Man's  Life  is  cheap  as  Beafts.     Thou  art  a  Lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why  Nature  needs  n  >t  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'fT, 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm ;  but  for  true  need, 
You  Heav'ns,  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need, 
You  fee  me  here,  you  Gods,  a  poor  old  Man, 
As  full  of  Grief  as  Age,  wretched  in  both, 
If  it  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  Daughters  hearts 
Again  ft  their  Father,  fool  me  not  fo  much, 
To  bear  it  tamely  :  Touch  me  with  noble  Anger* 
And  let  not  Womens  weapons,  water  drops, 
Stain  my  Man's  checks.  No,  you  unnatural  Hags, 
I  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  World  (hall 1  will  do  fuch  things, 

What  they  are  yet,  I  know  not,  but  they  fhall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  Earth  ;  you  think  I'll  weep, 
No,  I'll  not  weep,  I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping. 

[Storm  and,  Tempeft. 
But  this  Heart  fliall  break  into  a  hundred  thoufand  flaws, 
Or  e'er  I  weep,     O  Fool,  I  mall  go  mad.  [Exeunt* 

Com.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  Storm. 
Reg.  This  Houfe  is  little,  the  old  Man  and's  People 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  himfelf  from  reft, 
And  muft  aeeds  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd  ; 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glofier  f 

Enter  GJofter. 

Corn.  Followed  the  old  Man  forth ;  he  isreturn'd. 

Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  f 

Glo.  He.calls  to  Horfe,  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Corn.  'Tis  beft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 

Gon.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 

Glo.  Alack,  the  Night  comes  on:  and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  ruffle,  for  many  Miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  Bufh. 

Sigi  O  Sir,  to  wilful  M.ri, 
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The  injuries  that  they  themfelves  procure, 

Muft  be  their  School-Mafters :  Shut  up  your  doors; 

He  is  attende4  with  a  defperate  train, 

And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt 

To  have  his  Ear  abus'd,  Wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  wild  Night. 
My  Regan  Counfels  well:  Come  out  o'th' Storm.     [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.      SCENE     I. 

SCENE      A  Heath. 

A  Storm  is  heard  with  Tlmnder  and  Lightning.     Enter  Kent, 
and  a  Gentleman^  feverallj. 

Kent.  \T /"Ho'sthen  befidcs  foul  weather?  (quietly. 

VV      Gent.  Ore  minded  like  the  weather,  mod  un- 

Kent.  I  know  you:  Where's  the  King  f 

Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  Elements; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  Earth  into  the  Sea, 
Or  fwell  the  curled  Waters  'hove  the  Main, 
That  things  might  change,  or  ceafe. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent.  None  but  the  Fool,  who  labours  to  out-jeft 
His  heart-ftruck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you, 
And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There  is  divifion 
(  Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning )  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall; 
Who  have,  as  who  have  not,  thai  their  great  Stars 
Thron'd  and  fet  high,  Servants  whofeem  no  left, 
Which  are  to  France  the  Spies  and  Speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  State.     What  hath  been  feen, 
Either  in  fnuffs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes, 
Or  the  hard  Rein  which  both  of  them  have  born 
Againftthe  old  kind  King;  or  fomethi  g  deeper, 
Whereof,  perchance,  thefeare  but  furniihi-gs n 

Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not: 
For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 

F  f  3  7  Lr 


15 *  o  King  Lear. 

Than  my  out-wall ;  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  ftiall  fee  Cordelia,  ' 
As  fear  not  but  you  ftiall,  fliew  her  that  Ring, 
And  flie  will  tell  you  who  this  Fellow  is, 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fy  on  this  ftorm, 
I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand, 
Have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  bur  to  effect  more  than  all  yet; 
That  when  we  have  found  the  King;  in  which  your  pain 
That  way,  111  this:  He  that  firft  lights  on  him, 
Hollow  the  other.  [Exeunt. 

Storm  ft  ill.     Enter  Lear,  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Blow  Winds,  and  crack  your  Checks;  Rage,  blow 
You  Cataracts,  and  Hurricano's  fpout, 
'Till  you  have  drench'd  our  Steeples,  drown  the  Cocks. 
You  Sulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Vaunt-curriors  of  Oak-cleaving  Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge  my  white  head.    And  thou  all-friaking  Thunder, 
Strike  flat  the  thick  Rotundity  o'th'  World, 
Crack  Nature's  moulds,  all  Germains  fpill  at  once 
That  makes  ingrateful  Man. 

Fool.  O  Nuncie,  Court-holy-water  in  a  dry  Houfe,  is 
better  than  the  Rain-water  out  o'door.  Good  Nuncie,  ty9 
ask  thy  Daughter's  bleffing;  here's  a  Night  pities  neither 
Wife-men,  nor  Fools* 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  Belly  full,  fpit  Fire,  fpout  Rain; 
Nor  Rain,  Wind,  Thunder,  Fire  are  my  Daughters; 
I  tax  not  you,  you  Elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  Kingdom,  call*d  you  Children, 
You  owe  me  no  fubfcription.     Then  let  fall 

Your  horrible  pleafure; Here  I  ftand  your  Slave, 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  Man  : 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  Minifters, 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  Daughters  join 
Your  high-engender 'd  Battels,  'gainfl:  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O,  ho!  'tis  foul. 

Fo«l.  He  that  has  a  Houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a  good 
Head-piece  : 

The  Codpiece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  head  has  any  : 
The  head,  and  he  ftiall  Lowfe;  fo  Beggars  marry  man)'. 

That 
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That  Man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fhould  make, 
Shall  of  a  Corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  deep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  Woman,  but  ihe  made  mouths 
in  a  Glafs. 

Enter  Kent. 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  Patience. 
I  will  fay  nothing. 

Kent.  Who's  there? 

Fool.  Marry  here's  Grace,  and  a  Codpiece,  that's  a  Wife- 
man,  and  a  Fool. 

Kent.  Alas  Sir,  are  you  here?  things  that  love  Night, 
Love  not  fuch  Nights  as  thefe :  the  wrathful  Skies 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  Caves :  Since  I  was  Man, 
Such  fheetsof  fire,  fuch  burfts  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  of  roaring  Wind,  and  Rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard.     Man's  Nature  cannot  carry 
Th*  affliction,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  Gods, 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o'er  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.   Tremble  thou  Wretch, 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  Crimes 
Unwhipt  of  Juftice.     Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand; 
ThouPerjur'd,  and  thou  Simular  of  Virtue 
That  art  inccftuous;  Caitiff,  to  pieces  fluke 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 
Has  pra&is'd  on  Man's  life.     Clofe  pent  up  guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  Continent?,  and  cry 
Thefe  dreadful  Summoners  grace.     I  am  a  Man, 
More  finn'd  agair.fr,  than  finning. 

Kent.   Ahck,  bareheaded? 
Gracious  my   Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  Hovel, 
Some  friendship  will  it  lend  you  'gainfl  thetempefl: 
Rcpofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  Houfe 
(  More  harder  than  the  Stones  whereof  'tis-rais'd; 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Deny'd  me  to  come  in  )  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on  ray  Boy.     Howdoft  my  Boy?  Art  cold? 
I  am  cold  myfelf.     Where  is  this  Straw,  my  Fellow 
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The  art  of  our  Necelfities  is  ftrange, 

And  can  make  vild  things  precious.     Come,  your  Hovel* 

Poor  Fool,  and  Knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 

That's  lorry  yet  for  thee.  I  scfc 

Fool.  He  that  has  and  a  little  tyne  wit. 

With  heigh  ho,  the  Wind  and  the  Rain, 
Muft  make  content  with  his  Fortunes  fity 
Though  the  Rain  it  raineth  every  day, 
Lear.  True  Boy:  come  bring  us  to  this  Hovel.       [Exit9 
Fool.  This  is  a  brave  Night  to  cool  a  Curtizan: 

HI  fpeak  a  Prophecy  e'er  I  go; 

When  Priefts  are  more  in  words,  than  matter, 

When  Brewers  marr  their  Malt  with  Water; 

When  Nobles  are  their  Tailors  Tutors, 

No  Hereticfcs  burn'd,  but  wenches  Suitors, 

When  every  Cafe  in  Law  is  right,. 

No  Squire  in  Debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight, 

When  Slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues, 

Nor  Cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs. 

When  Ufurers  tell  their  Gold  i'th*  field, 

And  Bawds  and  Whores  do  Churches  buiid; 

Then  111  all  the  Realm  of  Albion  come  to  great  confufion3 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't 

That  going  Hull  be  us'd  with  feet. 

This  Prophecy  .Merlin  ill  all  make, 

For  I  do  live  before  his  time.  [Exit. 

SCENE    II.     An  Apartment  in  Glofter'j- 

Cajlle. 

Enter  Glofter  and  Baftard. 

(3lo.  Alack,  alack  Edtnmd,  I  like  not  this  unnatural  deal- 
ing; when  I  defircd  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him,  they 
took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  Houfe,  ch'arg'd  me  on 
pain  of  perpetual  Difpieafure,  neither  to  fpeak  of  him,  entreal 
for  h?rn,  or  any  way  fullain  him. 

Baft.   Mo  ft  fa  v  age  and  unnatural. 

Glo.  G«  too;   fay  you  i  There  is  divifion  be- 

tween the  Dakes,  and  a  work  matter  than  that :  I  have 
received  a  Letter  this  Nigh-',  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken,  I 
have  lock'd  the  Letter  in  my  Clofer,  thefe  Injuries  the  King 

now 
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pow  bears,  will  be  revenged  home ;  there  is  part  of  a  Power 
already  footed,  we  muft  incline  to  the  King,  I  will  look 
him,  and  privily  relieve  him;  go  you  and  maintain  talk  with 
the  Duke,  that  my  Charity  be  not  of  him  perceived;  if  he 
ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  Bed,  if  I  die  for  ir,  as 
no  lefs  is  threatned  me,  the  King  my  old  Matter  muft  he 
relieved.  There  is  ftrange  things  toward,  Edmund^  pray 
you  be  careful.  [Exit. 

Baft.  This  Courtefie  forbid  thee,  (hall  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  Letter  too; 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  muft  draw  me 
That  which  my  Father  lofes;  no  lefs  than  all, 
The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III.      Part  of  the  Heath  with 

a  Hovel. 

Eater  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  Lord,  good  my  Lord,  enter, 
The  Tyranny  of  the  open  Night's  too  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure.  [Storm  ftilU 

Lear.  Let  me  alone.  J 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here, 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  Heart? 

Kent.  I  had  rather  break  mine  own;  good  my  Lord  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'ft  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  ftorm 
Invades  us  to  the  Skin  fo;  'tis  to  thee; 
But  where  the  greater  Malady  is  fixt, 
The  lefTer  is  fcarce  felt.    Thou'dft  ftiun  a  Bear, 
But  if  thy  flight  light  toward  the  roaring  Sea, 
Thou'dft  meet  the  Bear  i'th' Mouth;  when  the  Mind's  free, 
The  Body's  delicate;  the  tempeft  in  my  Mind, 
Doth  from  my  Senfes  take  all  fed'mg  elfe, 
•Save  what  beats  there.     Filial  ingratitude! 
Is  it  not  as  this  Mouth  ftiould  tear  his  Hand 

For  lifting  food  to't  ? But  I  will  punifti  home; 

No,  I  will  weep  no  more In  fuch  a  Night, 

To  fhutme  out?  Pour  on,  I  will  endure: 
In  fuch  a  Night  as  this  ?  O  Regan,  Gonerill, 

I  Your 
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Your  old  kind  Father,  whofe  frank  Heart  gave  all-^ — 
O  that  way  madnefs  lyes,  let  me  ihun  that, 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Prithee  go  in  thy  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafe, 
This  Tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more,  but  I'll  go  in, 

In  Boy,  go  firft.   You  houfelefs  Poverty [Exit  Fool. 

Nay,  get  thee  in;  I'll  pray,  and  then  Pll  fleep 

Poor  naked  Wretches,  where  fo  e'er  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  Storm, 
How  fhall  your  houfelefs  Heads,  and  unfed  fides, 
Your  lop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs,  defend  you 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ?  O  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this;  take  Phyfick,  Pomp, 
Expofe  thy  felf  to  feel,  what  Wretches  feel, 
That  thou  may'ft  (hake  the  Superflux  to  them, 
And  mew  the  Heav'ns  more  juft. 

Enter  Edgar,  difguis'd  like  a  Madman  and  Fool. 
Edg.  Fathom  and  half,  Fathom  and  half!  poor  Tom. 
Fool.  Come  not  in  here  Nuncle,  here's  a  Spirit,  help  roe,' 
help  me. 
Kent.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  who's  there? 
Fool.  A  Spirit,  a  Spirit,  he  fays  his  Name's  poor  Tom. 
Kent.  What  art  thou  that  do'ft  grumble  there  i'th*  Straw  I 
Come  forth. 

Edg.  Away,  the  foul  Fiend  follows  me,  through  the 
iharp  Hawthorn  blow  the  Winds.  Humph,  go  to  thy  Bed 
and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  Daughters  ?  And  art 
thou  come  to  this? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom!  whom  the 
foul  Fiend  hath  led  through  Fire,  and  through  Flame, 
through  Sword,  and  Whirlpool,  o'er  Bog,  and  Quagmire, 
that  hath  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow,  and  Halters  in  his 
Pue;  fct  Ratsbane  by  his  Porredge,  made  him  proud  of 
Heart,  to  ride  on  a  Bay  trotting  Horfe,  over  four  archM 
Bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fliadow  for  a  Traitor,  blefs 
thy  five  Wits,  Tom's  a  cold.  O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do,  de, 
blefs  thee  from  Whirle-winds,  Star-blafting,  and  taking,  do 

poor 
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poor  Tom  Tome  Charity,  whom  the  foul  Fiend  vexes. 
There  could  I  have  him  now,  and  there,  and  here  again, 
and  there.  [Storm  flilL 

Lear.  Have  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs? 
Could  ft  thou  fave  nothing?  would'ft  thou  give  'em  all? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  Blanket,  elfe  we  had  ban  all 
fham'd. 

Lear.,  Now  all  the  Plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  Air 
Hang  fated  o'er  Mens  faults,  light  on  thy  Daughters* 

Kent.  He  hath  no  Daughters,  Sir, 

Lear.  Death,  Traitor,  nothing  could  have fubdu'd  Nature 
To  fuch  a  Lownefs,  but  his  unkind  Daughters. 
Is  it  the  Fafhion,  that  difcarded  Fathers? 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  Flefli : 
Judicious  Punifhment,  'twas  this  Flefli  begot 
Thofe  Pelican  Daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  Pillicock-hill,  alow ;  alow,  loo,  loo. 

Fool.  This  cold  Night  will  turn  us  all  to  Fools,  andMad- 
men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'th'  foul  Fiend,  obey  thy  Parents,  keep 
thy  word,  do  Juflice,  fwear  not,  commit  not  with  Man's 
{worn  Spoufe;  fet  not  thy  Sweet-heart  on  proud  array. 
Tom's  a  cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been? 

Edg.  A  Servingman,  proud  in  Heart,  and  Mind:  That 
curl'd  my  Hair,  wore  Gloves  in  my  Cap,  ferv'd  the  Luft 
of  my  Miftrefs  Heart,  and  did  the  a&  of  darknefs  with  her. 
Swore  as  many  Oaths,  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke  them  in 
the  fweet  Face  of  Heav'n.  One,  that  flept  in  the  contri- 
ving of  Luft,  and  wak'd  to  do  ir.  Wine  lov'd  I  dearly ; 
Dice  dearly;  and  in  Woman,  out-paramour'd  the  Turk. 
Falfe  of  Heart,  light  of  Ear,  bloody  handed.  Hog  in  floth, 
Fox  in  ftealth,  Wolf  in  greedinefs,  Dog  in  madnefs,  Lion  in 
prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  Shooes,  nor  the  ruftling  of 
Silks,  betray  thy  poor  Heart  to  Woman.  Keep  thy  Foot 
out  of  Brothels,  thy  Hand  out  of  Plackets,  thy  Pen  from 
Lenders  Books,  and  defie  the  foul  Fiend.  Still  through  the 
Hawthorn  blows  the  cold  Wind :  Says  fuum,  mun,  nonny, 
Dolphin  my  Boy,  Boy  Sejfej ';  Let  him  trot  by. 

[Storm  flill. 
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Lear.  Thou  wert  better  in  a  Grave,  than  to  anfwer  with 
thy  uncovered  Body,  this  extremity  of  the  Skies.  Is  Man 
no  more  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow'ft  the 
Worm  no  Silk,  the  Beaft  no  Hide,  the  Sheep  no  Wool, 
the  Cat  no  perfume.  Ha !  Here's  three  on's  are  foph  indica- 
ted, Thou  art  the  thing  it  felf;  unaccommodated  Man, 
is  no  more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,^forked  Animal  as  thou 
art.     Off,  off  you  Lendmgs :  Come,  unbutton  here. 

[Tearing  off  his  Cloaths. 
Enter  Glofter  with  a  Torch. 
Fool.  Prethee  Nuncle  be  contented;  'tis  a  naughty  Night 
to  fwim  in.     Now  a  little  Fire  in  a  wild  Field,   were  like 
an  old  Letcher's  Heart,  aftnall  Spark,  and  all  the  reft  on's  Bo- 
dy, cold ;  look,  here  comes  a  walking  Fire. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet ;  he  begins  at  Cur- 
few, and  walks  at  firft  Cock;  he  gives  the  Web  and  the 
Pin,  fquints  the  Eye,  and  makes  the  Hair-lip;  Mildews 
the  white  Wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  Creature  of  the 
Earth. 

Swithold  footed  thrice  the  old; 
He  met  the  Night-Mare,  and  her  Ninefold, 
Bid  her  alight ,  and  her  troth- -plight , 
And  aroynt  thee  Witch,  aroynt  thee. 
Kent.  How  fares  your  Grace  ? 
Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there?  what  is't  you  feek? 
Glo.  What  are  you  there?  Your  Names? 
Edg.  Poor  Tom,  that  Eats  the  fwimmmg  Frog,  the  Toad, 
the  Tod-pol;  the  Wall- neur,  and  the  Water-neut;  that  in 
the  fury  of  his  Heart,  when  the  foul  Fiend  rages.,  pats 
Cow-dung  for  Sallets ;  fwallows  the  old  Rat,  and  the  Ditch- 
dog;  drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  Handing  Pool ;  Who  is 
whipt  from  Tything  to  Tything,  and  ftockr,  puninYd,  and 
impvifoi'd :  Who  hath  three  Suits  to  his  Back,  fix  Shirts 
to  his  Body; 

Horfe  to  ride,  and  Weapon  to  wear; 
But  Mice,  and  Ratsy  and  fuch  fmall  Dear, 
Have  been  TomV  food  for  feven  long  Tear ; 
Beware  my  Follower.     Peace  Smulkin,  peace  thou  Fiend* 
Glo.  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  Company  ? 

Edg. 
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.  Edg.  The  frince  of  Darknefs  is  a  Gentleman^    Modo  he's 
call'd,  and  Maktt. 

Glo.  Our  Flefh  and  Blood,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fo  vile, 
that  it  doth  hate  what  it  gets. 
Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me;  my  duty  cannot  fuffer 
T'obey  in  all  your  Daughters  hard  commands: 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  Doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  Night  take  hold  upon  you, 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  to  feek  you  out, 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher; 
What  i)  the  caufe  of  Thunder?  , 

Kent.  Good,  my  Lord,  take  his  offer, 
Go  into  th'  Houfe. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban : 
What  is  your  Study? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  Fiend,  and  to  kill  Vermin. 

Lear.  Let  us  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  Lord, 
His  wits  being  t'unfettle. 

Glo.  Canft  thou  blame  him  ?  [Storm  fiill. 

His  Daughters  feek  his  death :  Ah,  that  good  Kent ! 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus ;  poor  banifVd  Man. 
Thou  fayeft  the  King  grows  mad,  I'll  tell  thee,  Friend, 
I  am  almoft  mad  my  (df,  I  had  a  Son, 
Now  out-law'd  from  my  Blood,  he  fought  my  Life 
But  lately,  very  late;  I  lov'd  him,  Friend, 
No  Father  his  Son  dearer :  True  to  tell  thee, 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  Wits.   What  a  Night's  this? 
I  do  befeech  your  grace. 

Lear.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir : 
Noble  Philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Toms  a-cold. 

Glo.  In,  Fellow,  there,  into  th'Hovel;  keep  thee  warm. 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  Lord, 

Lear.  With  him ; 
I  will  keep  dill  with  my  Philofopher. 

Kent.  Good,  my  Lord,  Tooth  him;  let  him  take  the  Fellow. 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 

Ktnt. 
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Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on  ;  Go  along  with  us. 

Lear,  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glo.  No  words,  no  words,  hufti. 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  Tower  came, 
His  word  was  ftill,  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
I  fmell  the  Blood  of  a  Britijh  Man.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.     Glofter'*  Cajlle. 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Baftard. 
Corn.  I  will  have  revenge,  e'er  I  depart  his  Houfe. 
Baft.  How,  my  Lord,  I  may  be  cenfured,    that  Nature 
thus  gives  way  to  Loyalty,  fomething  fears  me  to  think  of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  Bro- 
ther's evil  Difpofition  made  him  feek  his  Death:  But  a 
provoking  Merit  fet  a  work  by  a  reprovable  badnefs  in  him- 
felf* 

Baft.  How  malicious  is  my  Fortune,  that  I  muft  repent 
to  be  j  uft?  This  is  the  Letter  which  he  fpoke  of;  which 
approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of 
France.  O  Heav'ns !  That  this  Treafon  were  not ;  or  not 
I  the  Dete&or. 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

Baft.  If  the  matter  of  this  Paper  be  certain,  you  have 
mighty  Bufinefs  in  Hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glofter: 
Seek  out  where  thy  Father  is9  that  he  may  be  ready  for 
our  apprehenfion. 

Baft.  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  fluff 
his  Sufpicion  more  fully.  I  will  perfevere  in  my  courfe  of 
Loyalty,  though  the  conflid;  be  fore  between  that  and  my 
Blood. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  truft  upon  thee;  and  thou  fhalt  find  a 
dear  Father  in  my  Love.  [Exeunt. 

SCENEV.     A  Chamber.         * 

Enter  Kent  and  Glofter. 
Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  Air,  take  it  thankfully : 
I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can ;   I 
will  not  be  long  from  you.  [Exit. 

Kent. 
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Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  Wits,  have  given  way  to  his 
Impatience:  The  Gods  reward  your  Kindnefs. 
Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  Angler 
in  the  Lake  of  Darkneft  :  Pray  Innocent,  and  beware  the 
foul  Fiend. 

Fool.  Prithee,  Nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a  Madman  be  a 
Gentleman,  or  a  Yeoman. 

Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  Yeoman  that  has  a  Gentleman  to  his 
Son :  For  he's  a  Yeoman  that  fees  his  Son  a  Gentleman  be- 
fore him. 

,  Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  Spits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon  'em. 

Edg.  Blefs  thy  five  Wits. 

Kent.  O  pity!  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  remain? 

Edg.  My  Tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much 
They  mar  my  Counterfeiting.  \Ajidt. 

Lear.  The  little  Dogs  and  all, 
Traji  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart ;  fee,  they  bark  at  me— — 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  Head  at  them ;  avaunt,  you  Curs ! 
Be  thy  Mouth  or  black  or  white, 
Tooth  that  Poifons  if  it  bite ; 
Maftiff,  Grey-hound,  Mungril  grim, 
Hound  or  Spaniel,  Brache,  orHym; 
Or  Bobtail  tike,  or  Trundle  tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail, 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  Head ; 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de:  Sefe;  come,  march  to  Wakes  and    Fairs, 
And  Market  Towns ;  poor  Tom>  thy  horn  is  dry.         {Exit. 

Lear.  Then  let  them   Anatomize  Regan>->      «See  what 

breeds  about  her  Heart Is  there  any  caufe  in  Nature 

that  make  thefe  hard  Hearts  ?  You,  Sir,  I  entertain  for  one 
of  my  hundred;    only,   I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your 
Garments.     You  will  fay  they  are  Perfian;  but  let  them  be 
hr     chang'd. 

Enter  Glofter. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  Lord,  lye  here,  and  reft  a  while* 
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Lear.  Make  no  noife,  make  nohoife,  draw  the  Curtains  \ 
So,  fo,  we'll  go  to  Supper  i'th'  Morning. 

Fool.  And  I'll  go  to  Bed  at  Noon. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  Friend ;  where  is  the  King,  my  Mafter? 

Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  Wits  are  gonef. 

Glo.  Good  Friend,  I  prithee  take  him  in  thy  Arms ; 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  Plot  of  death  upon  him  i 
There  is  a  Litter  ready,  lay  him  in't, 
And  drive  toward  Dover ■,  Friend;  where  thou  (halt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.     Take  up  thy  Mafter, 
If  thou  fhould'ft  dally  half  an  Hour,  his  Life, 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  affured  Jofr.     Take  up,  take  up, 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifion 
Give  thee  quick  conduct.     Come,  come  away.       {Exeunt. 

SCEN  E    VI.      GlofetsCaftk. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Baftardy  and  Servants. 

Corn.  Poft  fpeedily  to  my  Lord  your  Husband,  (hew  him 
this  Letter,  the  Army  of  France  is  landed ;  feek  out  the 
Traitor  Glofter. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  Eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmtindy  keep  yoii 
our  Sifter  Company;  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take 
upon  your  traiterous  Father,  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding. 
Advife  the  Duke  where  you  are  going,  to  a  moft  feftinate 
Preparation;  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our  Pofts  (hall  be 
fwifr,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us.  Farewel  dear  Sifter,  fare- 
wel  my  Lord  of  Ghfter. 

Enter  Steward. 
How  now?  Where's  the  King? 

Stew.  My  Lord  of  Glofter  had  convey'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 
Hot  Q-ieftrifts  after  him,  met  him  at  Gate, 
Who,  with  fome  other  of  the  Lords  dependant?, 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover;  where  they  boaft 
To  have  well  armed  Friends. 

Corn.  Get  H  irfes  for  your  Miftrefs. 

Gen. 
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Gon.  Farewel,    fweet  Lord,  and  Sifter.  {Exeunt. 

Com.  Edmund  farewel  :  go  feek  the  Traitor  Glofter^ 
Pinion  him  like  a  Thief,  bring  hirn  before  us: 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  Juftice  ;  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  court'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  Men 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

Enter  Glofter  Prifoner^  and  Servants. 
Who's  there?  the  Traitor? 
Reg.   Ingrateful  Fox  I  'tis  he. 
Com.   Bind  faft  his  corky  Arm?. 
Glo.  Whit  mean  your  Graces? 
Good  my  Friends,  confider  you  are  my  Gueus: 
Do  me  no  foul  play,  Friends, 

Corn.   Eind  him  I  fay.  [They  bind  him* 

Reg.  Hard,  hard;  O  filthy  Traitor  ! 
Gio.  Unmerciful  Lady,  as  you  are,  Pm  none. 
Corn.  To  this   Chair  bind  him, 
Villain,  thou  fhalt  find. 

Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  moft  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  Beard. 
Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  Traitor? 
Gio.  Naughty  Lady, 
Thefe  Hairs  which  thou  do'ft  ravifh  from  my  Chin 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee.     I  am  yourHoft, 
With  Robbers  hands,  my  hofpitable  favours 
You  fhould  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do? 

Corn.  Come,  Sir,  what  Letters  had  you  late  from  Trance  $ 
Reg.  Be  fimple  anfwer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
Com.  And  what  Confederacy  have  you  with  the  Traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  Kingdom? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands 
You  have  fent  the  Luoatick  King?  fpeak. 

Glo.  I  have  a  Letter  gueffingly  fet  down 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  Heart, 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 
Corn.  Cunning 
Reg.  And  falfe. 

Com.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King? 
Glo.  To  Dover. 
Vol.     V.  Gg  Re£ 
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Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover? 
Wall  thou  not  charg'd  at  peril  ? 


Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dsver  ?  Let  him  an/wer  that* 
Glo.  I  am  ty'd  to  th' Stake, 
And  1  mutt  (land  the  Courfe. 

Reg*  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Glo.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  Nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  Eyes;  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter, 
In  his  Anointed  Flefh,  (lick  boarifh  phangs. 
The  Sea,  with  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  Head, 
In  Hell-black-night  indur'd,  would  have  buoy'd  up 
And  quenched  the  Steeled  fires: 
Yet  poor  old  Heart,  he  holpthe  Heav'ns  to  rain. 
If  Wolves  had  at  thy  (Bate  howl'd  that  ftern  time, 
Thou  fhouidft  have  faid,  good  Porter  turn  the  Key; 
Ail  Cruelselfe  fubferibe:  but  I  fhall  fee 
The  winged  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 

Com.  See't  (halt  thou  never.     Fellows  hold  the  Chair. 
Upon  thefe  Eyes  of  thine,  I'll  fet  my  foot. 
\Q\oiker  is  held  down  while  Cornwall  treads  out  one  of  bis  Eyes* 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live,  'till  he  be  old, 
Give  me  fome  help, O  cruel!  O you  gods! 

Reg.  One  fide  v/ill  mock  another;  th'  other  too. 

Corn.  If  you  fee  Vengeance  ■       - 

Ser.  Hold  your  hand,  my  Lord:  \1 

I  have  ferv'd  you  ever  fince  I  was  a  Child: 
But  better  feivice  have  I  never  done  you, 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  Dog  ? 

Ser.  If  you  did  wear  a  Beard  upon  your  Chin, 
I'd  (hake  it  on  this  quarrel.     What  do  you  mean  I 

Com.  My  Villain !  [Eighty  in  thefcuffle  Cornwall  is  wounded* 

Ser.  Nay  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

Reg.  Give  me  thy  Sword.     A  Peafant  ftand  up  thus? 

[Ktlls  him. 

Ser.  Oh,  I  am  (lain my  Lord,  you  have  one  Eye  left 

To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.     Oh [Dies. 

Com.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it;  Out  vild  gelly:. 
Wh^re  is  thy  lufter  now  ?  [Treads  out  the  other  Eye. 

Glo.  All  dark  and  comfortkfs— • 
Where's  my  Son  Edmund  f 
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Edmundy  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  Nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  ac*r. 

Reg.  Out  treacherous  Villain, 
Thou  call'ft  on  him  that  hates  thee :  It  was  he 
That  made  the  Overture  of  thy  Treafons  to  us: 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies!  then  Edgar  was  abus'd. 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Go  thruft  him  out  at  Gates,  and  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Dover.  [Exit  with  Glofter. 

How  is't  my  Lorld?  How  look  you? 

Corn,  I  have  received  a  hurt ;  follow  me,  Lady- 
Turn  out  that  Eyelefs  Villain;  throw  this  Slave 

Upon  theDunghil Regan,  I  bleed  apace, 

Untimely  comes  this  hurt.     Give  me  your  arm.       [Exeunt* 


ACT     IV-     S  E  N  E     L 
SCENE     An  open  Country. 

Enter  Edgar. 

£dg.  \7 E T  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 

1    Than  ftill  contemn'd  and  flattered,  to  be  v/orft: 
The  loweft,  and  moft  deject  thing  of  Fortune, 
Stands  ftill  in  efperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft, 
The  worft  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome  then, 
Thou  unfubftantial  Air  that  I  embrace : 
The  Wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worft, 
Owes  nothing  to  my  blafts. 

Enter  Glofier,  led  by  an  old  Man. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  My  Father  poorly  led  \ 
World,  World,  O  World! 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  Age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  Tenant, 
And  your  Father's  Tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  Years. 

GU.  Away,  get  thee  away:  good  Friend  be  gone, 
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Thy  Comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 
Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  Eyes : 
I  ftumbled  when  I  faw.     Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Our  means  fecure  us,  and  our  meer  deft&s 
Prove  our  Commodities.     Oh  dear  Son  Edgar, 
'The  food  of  thy  abufed  Father's  wrath : 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  fay  I  had  Eyes  again. 

Old  Man.  How  now?  who's  there? 
Edg.  O  gods !  Who  is't  can  ky  I  am  at  the  worft  ? 
I  am  v/orfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet:  the  worft  is  nor^ 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft. 
Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft.? 
Glo.  Is  it  a  Beggar-man? 
Old  Man.  Madman,  and  Beggar  too. 
Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe'he  could  not  beg. 
Pth'  laft  Night's  ftorm,  I  fuch  a  Fellow  faw; 
Which  made  me  think  a  Man,  a  Worm.     My  Son 
Came  then  into  my  mind,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  (c^ycq  friends  with  him.     I  have  heard  more  fince: 
As  Flies  to  th'  wanton  Boys,  are  we  to  th'  gods, 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edf.  How  mould  this  be  f 
Badis  the  Trade  that  muft  play  the  Fool  toforrow, 
*  Ang'ringit  felf,  and  others.     Blefs  thee  Mafkr. 
Glo.  Is  that  the  naked  Fellow  t 
Old  Man.  Ay,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  Get  thee  away:  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  o'er-take  us  hence  a  Mile  or  twain 
Fth'  way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love; 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  Sou), 
Which  111  intreat  to  lead  me. 
Old  Man.  Alack  Sir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  Madmen  lead  the  Blind: 
Do  as  Ibid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure; 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old 
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OW  A/*».  Til  bring  him  the  beft  'Parrel  that  I  have, 
Come  on't,  what  will.  [_Exit* 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  Fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Toms  a  cold.     I  cannot  daub  it  further. 

Glo.  Come  hither  Fellow. 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft  ; 
Blefs  thy  fweet  Eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo,  Know'ft  thou  the  way  to  Dover? 

Edg.  Both  Stile,  and  Gate,  Horfe-way,  and  Footpath: 
poor  Tom  harh  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.  Blefs  thee 
good  Man's  Son,  from  the  foul  Fiend, 

Glo.  Here  take  this  Purfe,  thou  whom  the  Heav'ns  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes,  that  I  am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  happier  *  Heav'ns  deal  fo  frill; 
Let  the  fuperfluous,  and  the  Luft-dieted  Man, 
That  Haves  your  Ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  do's  not  feci,  feel  your  power  quickly: 
So  diftribution  fhould  undo  excefs, 
And  each  Man  have  enough.     Do'fl  thou  know  Dover  f 

Edg.  Ay  Matter. 

Glo.  There  is  a  Cliff,  whofe  high  and  bending  Head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  Deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  ir, 
And  I'll  repair  the  mifery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me  :  from  that  place, 
I  ihall  no  lending  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  aim; 
Poor  Tom  (hall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.    The  Duke  of  Albany  s  Palace. 

Enter  Gonerill,  Baflard>  and  Steward. 

Gov.  Welcome  my  Lord,  I  marvel  our  mild  Husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way.     Now,  where's  your  Matter? 

Stew.  Madam  within,  but  never  Man  io  chang'd  : 
I  told  him  of  the  Army  that  was  Landed; 
He  fmiFd  at  it.     I  told  him  you  were  coming, 
His  anfwer  was,  the  worfe.     Of  Glofiers  Treachery, 
Apd  of  the  Loyal  fervice  of  his  S^n, 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  calPd  me  Sot, 
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And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out : 
What  mod  he  (houlddiflike,  feems  pleafant  to  him ; 
What  like,  offenfive. 

Gon.  Then  ihall  you  go  no  further. 
It  is  the  Cowifh  terror  of  his  Spirit 
That  dares  not  undertake  :  he'll  not  feel  wrongs 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anftver;  our  willies  on  the  way 
May  prove  effe&s,     ft%ck  Edmund  to  n\y  Brother, 
Haften  his  Mufters,  and  conaudt  his  Powers. 
I  mult  change  Names  at  home,  and  give  the  Diftaff 
Into  my  Husband's  hands.     This  trufty  Servant 
Shall  pafs  between  us:  e'er  long  you  are  like  to  hear, 
If  you  dare  vzi>V'!.  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  Mift re ffes  command.     Wear  this;  fpare  Speech, 
Decline  your  Head.     ThisKils,  if  it  durfb  fpeak. 
Would  ftretch  thy  Spirits  up  into  the  Air: 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Baft,  Yours  in  the.  ranks  ef  Death. 

Gon.  My  moft  dear  Glofter.  [Exit  Baftard. 

Oh,  the  difference  of  Man,  and  Man! 
To  thee  a  Woman's  fervicesare  due. 
My  Fool  ufurps  my  Body. 

Steiv.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 

Enter  Albany. 

Gon.  I  have  been  worth  the  whiflle. 

Alb.  Oh  Goner  ill, 
You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  Face. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  Man, 
That  bear'ft  a  Cheek  for  blows,  a  Head  of  wrongs, 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  Eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering. 

Alb.  See  thy  feif,  Devil : 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  m  the  Fiend 
So'horrid  as  in  Woman. 

Gon.   Oh  vain  Fool. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwall 's  dead. 
Slain  by  his  Servant,  going  to  put  out 
7ii<  other  Eye  of  Glofter* 

Alb*  Glofttr's  Eyes? 
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Mef.  A  Servant  that  he  bred,  thriJI'd  with  rcmorfe, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  ad  ;  bending  his  Sword 
To  his  great  Matter:  who,  thereat  enrag'd, 
FJew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  feli'd  him  dead, 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke,  which  fince 
Math  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  mews  you  are  above, 
You  Juftices,  that  thefe  our  neither  crimes 
So  fpetdily  can  venge.     But  O  poor  Glofler  ! 
Loft  he  his  other  Eye? 

Mef.  Both,  both,  my  Lord. 
This  Letter,  Madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  Anfwcr : 
'Tis  from  your  Sifter. 

Gon.  One  way  I  like  this  wel!, 
But  being  Widow,  and  my  GLofter  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life.     Another  way 
The  News  is  not  fo  tart.     I'll  read,  and  anfwer.         [Exit, 

Alb.  Where  was  his  Son,  when  they  did  take  his  Lyes? 

Mef.  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

Mef.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickedntfs? 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  'twas  he  inform'd  againft  h:m, 
And  quit  the  Houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  puniftiment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glofter,  I  live 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhew'dft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  Eyes.     Come  hither  Friend, 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'ft.  \Exznnt. 

I  SCENE     III.      A  Camp. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers. 
Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he,4  why  he  was  met  even  now 
As  made  the  vext  Sea,  finging  aloud, 
Crown'd  with  rank  Fenitar,  and  furrow  weeds, 
With  Hardocks,  Hemlock,  Nettles,  Cuckow  Flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuftaining  Corn.     A  Century  knd  forth; 
Search  every  Acre  in  the  high-grown  I  -leld, 
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And  bring  him  to  our  Eye.  What  can  Man's  wifdom 
In  thereftoring  his  bereaved  Senfe?  He  that  helps  him. 
Take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Gent.  There  are  means,  Madam  : 
Ourfofter  Nurfe  of  Nature,  is  repofe, 
The  which  he  lacks;  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  Simples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  £,ye  of  Anguiili. 

Cord.  All  bleft  Secrets, 
All  you  unpublifli'd  Virtues  of  the  Earth 
Spring  with  my  tears ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  Man's  defire:  feek,  feek  for  him, 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage,  diiTolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Afejfenger. 

Mef,  News,  Madam, 
The  Eritifo  Powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cord.  Tis  known  before.     Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expectation  of  them.     O  dear  Father, 
It  is  thy  bufinefs  that  I  go  about:  therefore  great  France 
My  mourning,  and  importun'd  tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  Ambition  doth  our  Arms  incite, 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  Ag'd  Father's  Right : 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  fee  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV.     Regan  j  Palace. 

Enter  Regan,  and  Steward. 

Reg.  But  are  my  Brother's  Powers  fet  forth  ? 

Stew.  Ay  Madam. 

Reg.  Himfelf in  Perfon there? 

Stew.  Madam,  with  much  adoe 
Your  Sifter  is  the  better  Soldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lord  at  home? 

Stew.  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  Sifter's  Letter  to  him ? 

Stew.  I  know  not,  Lady. 

Reg.  Faith  he  is  pofted  hence  on  ferious  Matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Glofters  Eyes  being  out 
To  let  him  live;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  Hearts  againft  us :  Ed,mund%  I  think,  is  gone 
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In  pity  of  his  njifcry,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life :  Moreover  todefcry 
The  ftrength  o'th1  Enemy. 

Stew.  I  muft  needs  after  him,  Madam,  with  my  Letter. 

Reg.  Our  Troops  fet  forth  to  morrow,  ftay  with  us: 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Stew.  I  may  not,  Madam; 
My  Lady  charg'dmy  duty  in  his  bufinefs. 

Reg.  Why  mould  flie  write  to  Edmund? 
Might  not  you  tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word?  Belike," 

Some  things,  I  know  rot  what I'll  love  thee  much  — — . 

Let  me  unfaal  the  Letter. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  had  rather  ■ 

Reg.  I  know  your  Lady  do's  not  love  her  Husband* 
I  am  fure  of  that  :  and  at  her  late  being  here, 
She  gave  ftrangc  ceiliads,  and  moil  fpeaking  looks 
To  Noble  Edmund.     I  know  you  are  of  her  bofom. 

Stew.  I,  Madam? 

Reg.  Ifpeakin  underftanding :  You're;  Iknow't; 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  Note, 
My  Lord  is  dead;  Edmund^  and  I  have  talk'd, 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  Lady's :  You  may  gather  more : 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  Miftrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  her. 
So  fare  you  well. 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  Traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him,  that  cuts  him  off. 

Stew.  Would  I  could  meet  him,  Madam,  I  mould  ihew 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  ,Fare  thee  well.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V.      Tloe  Country. 

Enter  Glofter  and  Edgar. 
Glo.  When  (hall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that  fame  Hill? 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.     Look  how  we  labour. 
Glo.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  {Sea? 

Glo. 
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Glo.  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  Senfes  grow  imperfect 
By  your  Eyes  anguiih. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be  indeed. 
Methinks  thy  Voice  is  alter'd,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafe,  and  matter  than  thou  didft. 

Edg.  You're  much  deceiv'd :  in  nothing  am  I  chang'cj 
But  in  my  Garments. 

Glo.  Methinks  you're  better  fpoken. 

Edg*  Come  on,  Sir, 
Here's  the  place;  ftand  ftill.     Mow  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  ones  Eyes  fo  low ! 
The  Crows  and  Choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  Beetles.     Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  Samphire;  dreadful  trade ! 
Methinks  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  Fifher-men  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  Mice ;  and  yond  tali  Anchoring  Bark, 
Diminifh'd  to  her  Cock;  her  Cock,  a  Buoy 
Almoft  toofmall  for  fight.     The  murmuring  Surge* 
That  on  th'  unnumbred  idle  Pebble  chafes 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.     I'll  look  no  more, 
Left  my  brain  turn>  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand : 
You  are  now  within  a  foot  of  th'  extream  Verge: 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  would  not  I  leap  upright. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand: 
Here  Friend's,  another  purfe,  in  it,  a  Jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  Man's  taking.     Fairies,  and  gods 
Profper  it  with  thee.     Go  thou  further  off, 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir.  [Seems  to  go. 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  do  I  trifl?  thus  with  his  defpair  ? 
Tis  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  O  you  mighty  gods!    ;  ^w 

This  world  I  do  ^enounce,  aid  in  your  fights, 
Shake  patiently  my  great  afflidion  off: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
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To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills, 

My  (huff,  and  loathed  part  of  Nature  mould 

Burn  it  feJf  out*     If  Edgar  live,  O  blefs  him. 

Now  Fellow,  fare  thee  well,  [He  leaps  and  falls  along. 

Edg.  Good  Sir,  farewel. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treafure  of  Life,  when  Life  it  felf 
Yields  to  the  Theft.     Had  he  been  where  he  thought, 
By  this  had  thought  been  paft.     Alive,  or  dead  ? 
Hoa,  you  Sir!  Friend!  here,  you  Sir!  fpeak! 

Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you  Sir? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had'ft  thou  been  ought  butGozemore,Feathers  and  Air, 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thoud'ft  fhiver'd  like  an  Egg :  but  thou  doft  breath ; 
Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleed' ft  not;  fpeak,  art  found? 
Ten  Mafts  at  leaft,  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fallen ; 
Thy  Life's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  Summet  of  this  Chalky  Bourn 
Look  up,  a  height,  thefhrill  gor'd  Lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard:  Do  but  lookup. 

Glo.  Alack,  I  have  no  Eyes; 
Is  wretchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death?  'Twas  yet  fome  comfort, 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  Tyrant's  rage, 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm. 
Up,  fo — How  is't  ?  Feel  you  your  Legs  ?  You  ftand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefs. 
Upon  the  Crown  o'th'  Cliff,   what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Glo.  A  poor  unfortunate  Beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  flood  here  below,  methought  his  Eyes 
Were  two  full  Moons:  he  had  a  thoufand  Nofes, 
Horns  walk'd,  and  wav'd  like  the  enraged  Sea; 
It  was  fome  Fiend  :  therefore  thou  happy  FatheV, 
Think  that  the  cleareft  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
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Of  Mens  impoflibilities,  have  preferv'd  thee." 

Glo.  I  do  remember  now:  henceforth  I'll  bear 
Affli&ion,  "till  it  do  cry  out  it  felf 
Enough,  enough,  and  die.     That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  Man :  often  'twould  fay 
The  Fiend,  the  Fiend he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

Enter  Lear. 
But  who  comes  here? 
The  fafer  Senfe  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  Mafter  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  Coyning,  I  am  the 
King  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight ! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  Art,  in  that  refpe&.  There's  your 
Prefs-mony.  That  Fellow  handles  his  Bow  like  a  Crow- 
keeper:  draw  me  a  Clothier's  Yard.     Look,  look,  a  Moufe. 

Peace,  Peace,   this  piece  of  toafted  Cheefe  will  do'r. 

There's  my  Gauntlet,  I'll  prove  it  on  a  Gyant.  Bring  up  the 
brown  Bills.  O  well  flown  Bird:  i'th*  clout,  i'th'  clout: 
Hewgh.     Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  Marjoram, 

Lear.  Pafs. 

Glo.  I  know  that  Voice. 

Lear.Hzl  Gonerill  with  a  white  Beard?  They  flatter'd  me 
like  a  Dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  Hairs  in  my  Beard, 
e'er  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  Ay,  and  No,  to 
every  thing  that  I  faid Ay  and  No  too,  was  no  good  Di- 
vinity. When  the  Rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  Wind 
to  make  me  chatter:  when  the  Thunder  would  not  peace  at 
my  bidding,  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt  'em  out.  Go 
to,  they  are  not  Men  o'  their  words ;  they  told  me  I  was  every 
thing:  'Tis  a  Lie,  I  arn  not  Ague  proof. 

Glo.  The  trick  of  that  Voice,  I  do  well  remember :  Is't 
not  the  King? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  King, 
When  I  do  flare,  fee  how  the  Subject  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  Man's  Life.     What  was  thy  caufe  ? 
Adultery?  thou  (halt  not  die  :  die  for  Adultery? 
No,  the  Wren  goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  Flie 
Do's  letcher  in  rny  fight.    Let  Copulation  thrive: 

For 
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For  Glofierh  Baftard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  Father, 
Than  my  Daughters  got  'tween  the  lawful  fheets. 
To't  Luxury  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  Soldiers. 
Behold  yon  fimpering  Dame,  whofeface,  between  her  Forks, 
prefaces  Snow ;  that  minces  Virtue,  and  do's  make  the  Head 
to  hear  of  Pleafures  name.     The  Fitchew,   nor  the  foyled 
Horfe  goes  to't  with  a  more  riotous  Appetite  :  down  from 
the  wafte  they  are  Centaures,  though  Women  all  above  : 
but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  Gods  inherit,  beneath  is  all  the 
fiends.     There's  Hell,  there's  Darknefs,  there  is  the  fulphu- 
rous   Pit,    Burning,    Scalding,   Stench,  Confumption  :  Fie, 
fie,   fie;    pah,   pah:  Give  me  an  Ounce   of  Civet;  good 
Apothecary  fwcetenmy  Imagination  :  There'sMony  for  thee. 
Glo.  O  let  me  kifs  that  Hand. 
Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  Mortality. 
Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  Nature,  this  great  World 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  naughr.    Do'ft  thou  know  me? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  Eyes  well  enough  :  do'ft  thou 
fquiny  at  me  ?  No,  do  thy  worft  blind  Cupid>  I'll  not  love. 
Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 
Glo.  Were  all  thy  Letters  Suns,  I  could  not  fee  one. 
Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report; 
It  is,  and  my  Heart  breaks  at  it. 
Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  this  Cafe  of  Eyes  $ 
Lear.  Oh  ho,  are  you  there  with  me?  No  Eyes  in  your 
Head,  nor  no  Mony  in  your  Purfe?  Your  Eyes  are  in  heavy 
cafe,  your  Purfe  in  a  light,  yet  you  fee  how  this  World  goes. 
Glo.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  Whit,  art  mad  f  A  Man  may  fee  how  this  World 
goes,  with  no  Eyes.  Look  with  thine  Ears:  See  howyond 
Juftice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  Thief.  Hark  in  thine  Ear: 
Change  places,  and  Handy-dandy,  which  is  the  Juftice, 
which  is  the  Thief:  Thou  haft  feen  a  Farmer's  Dog  bark  at 
a  Beggar? 
Glo.  Ay  Sir. 

Lear.  And  the  Creature  run  from  the  Cur  :  there  thou 
might'ft  behold  the  great  image  of  Authority,  a  Dog's 
obey'd  in  Office.  Thou,  Rafcal  Beadle,  hold  thy  bloody 
Hand  :  why  do'ft  thou  lam  that  Whore  ?  Strip  thy  own 
Back,  thou  hotly  lufVft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind,  for  which 

thou 
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thou  whip'ft  her.     The  Ufurer  hangs  the  Cozener. 

Thorough  tatter'd  Cloaths,  great  Vices  do  appear; 

Robes,  and  furr'd  Gowns  hide  all.     Place  Sins  with  Gold, 

And  the  ftrong  Lance  of  Juftice,  hurtlefs  breaks: 

Arm  it  in  Rags,  and  Pigmy's  Straw  doth  pierce  it. 

None  does  offend,  none,  I  fay  none,  Pll  able  'em; 

Take  that  of  me  my  Friend,  who  have  the  power 

To  feal  the  Accufer's  lips.     Get  thee  Glafs  Eyes* 

And  like  a  fcurvy  Politician,  feem 

To  fee  the  things  thou  do'ft  not. 

Now,  now,  now,  now.    Pull  off  my  Boots:  harder,  harder,  fo* 

Edg.  O  matter,  and  impertinency  mixt, 
Reafon  in  Madne k. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  Eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glofier; 
Thou  muft  be  patient;  we  came  crying  hither: 
Thou  know 'ft,  the  firfi:  time  that  we  fmell  the  Air 
We  wawle,  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee  :  Mark— — 

Glo.  Alack,  alack,  the  day. 

Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  Stage  of  Fools.     This  a  good  block  !       ■■  ■ 
It  were  a  delicate  Stratagem  to  fhooe 
A  Troop  of  Horfe  with  felt:  I'll  put't  in  proof, 
And  when  I  have  ftoll'n  upon  thefe  Son-in*Laws ; 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  with  Attendants. 

Gent.  O  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him ;  Sir, 
You  mod:  dear  Daughter  — 

Lear.  Norcfcue?  what,  aPrifoner?  I  am  even 
The  natural  Fool  of  fortune.     Ufe  me  well, 
You  mall  have  ranfom.     Let  me  have  Surgeons, 
I  am  cut  to  th*  Brains. 

Gent.  You  (hall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  Seconds  ?  Air  my  felf  \ 
Why,  this  would  make  a  Man,  a  Man  of  Salt ; 
To  ufe  his  Eyes  for  Garden-water-pots.    I  will  die  bravely, 
Like  a  fmug  Bridegroom.     What?  I  will  be  Jovial  : 
Come,  come,  lam  a  King.     Matters,  know  you  that? 

Gent.  You  are  a  Royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.     Come,  and  you  get  it, 
You  fhall  get  it  by  running:  Sa,  h,  fa,  fa.  \JExit. 

Genu 
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C/f»f.  A  fight  moft  pitiful  in  the  meaneft  wretch, 
Paft  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.     Thou  haft  a  Daughter 
Who  redeems  Nature  from  the  general  curfe, 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 

Cent.  Sir,  fpeedyou:  what's  your  will? 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  ought,    Sir,   of  a  Battel  toward. 

Gent.  Moll:  fure,  and  vulgar: 
Every  one  hears  that,  which  can  diftinguifh  found. 

Edg.  But  by  your  favour  : 
How  near's  the  other  A  "my? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot:  the  main  difcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought.  j^j 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  that's  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufe  is  here, 
Her  Army  is  mov'd  on.  [Exit. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me, 
Let  not  my  worfer  Spirit  tempt  me  again 
tTo  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  Father. 

Glo.  Now  good  Sir,  what  are  you? 

Edg.  A  moft  poor  Man,  made  tame  to  Fortune's  blows, 
Who,  by  the  Art  of  known,  and  feeling  forrows, 
Am  pregnant  to  good  Pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 
^-"Glo.  Hearty  thanks; 
The  bounty,  and  the  benizon  of  Heav'n 
To  boor,  and  boot. 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.   A  proclaim'd  prize ;  moft  happy ; 
That  Eyelefs  Head  of  thine,  was  firft  fram'dflefti 
To  raife  my  Fortunes.     Thou  old,  unhappy  Traitor, 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember :  the  Sword  is  out 
Thar  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  ftrength  enough  to't. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  Peafanr, 
Dar'ft  thou  fupport  a  publiiVd  Traitor?  hence, 
Left  that  th'  infection  of  his  Fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  Arm. 

Edg. 
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Edg.  Chill  not  let  go  Zir, 
Without  vurther  'cafion. 

*SV«2>.  Let  go>  Slave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

jE^f.  Good  Gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  Jet  poor 
volk  pafs  :  and  'chud  ha*  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my  Life, 
'twould  not  ha*  been  20  long  as  'tis,  by  a  vortnight.  Nay, 
come  not  hear  th'  old  Man :  Keep  out  che  vor'ye,  or  ice 
try  whether  your  Coftard,  or  my  Ballow  be  the  harder; 
chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stew.  Out  Dunghil. 

Edg.  Child  pick  your  teeth  Zir :  come,  no  matter  vor 
your  foyns.  [Edgar  knocks  him  down. 

Stew.  Slave  thou  haft  (lain  me:  Villain,  take  my  Purfe; 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  Body, 
And  give  the  Letters  which  thou  find'it,  about  me, 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glofier  :  feek  him  out 
Upon  the  Englijh  Party.  Oh  untimely  death,  death---   [Dies. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  Villain ; 
As  duteous  to  the  Vices  of  thy  Miftrefs, 
As  badnefs  would  defire. 

Glo.  What,  is  he  dead? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  Father:  reft  you. 
Let's  fee  thefe  Pockets;  the  Letters  that  he  fpeaks  of 
May  be  my  Friends  .*  he's  dead;  I  am  only  forry 
He  had  no  other  Deathfman.     Let  us  fee- 
By  your  leave,  gentle  wax,  and  manners blame  usnoti 

To  know  our  Enemies  minds,  we  rip  their  Hearts, 
Their  Papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

LE  T  our  reciprocal  Plows  be  remembred.  You  have  many 
opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  your  will  want  not,  time 
and  place  will  be  fruitfully  offer  d.  There  is  nothing  done.  If 
he  return  the  Conquer  or ^  then  am  I  the  Prifoner,  and  his  Bed> 
my  Gaol,  from  the  loathed  warmth  whereof  deliver  me,  and 
fupply  the  place  of  our  Labour. 

Tour  (Wife,  fo  I would  fay )  affectionate 
Servant,  Gonerili. 

Oh  indiftinguiuVd  fpace  of  Woman's  will  I 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  Husband's  Life, 

And  the  exchange  my  Brother :  here,  in  the  Sands 

&  Thee 
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Thee  III  rake  up,  the  Poft  unfan&ified 
Of  murtherous  Letchers:  and  in  the  mature  time^ 
With  this  ungracious  Paper  ftrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-pra<5tis*d  Duke  :  for  him  'tis  well, 
That  of  thy  dtath,  and  bufinefs,  I  can  tell. 

Glo.  The  King  ismad;  how  ftifFismy  vileSenfe 
That  I  fland  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  Sorrows?  Better  I  were  diftra<5r, 
So  mould  my  Thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  Griefs, 

\jDrnm  afar  off. 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations*  lofe 
The  Knowledge  of  themftlves. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hard  : 
Far  offmethinks  I  hear  the  beaten  Drum. 
Come,  Father,  I'll  beftow  you  with  a  Friend.         \Estemn 

S  C  E  N  E     VI.      A  Chamber. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Gentleman. 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent,  how  (hall  I  live  and  work 
To  match  thy  goodnefs?  My  Life  will  be  too  ftiort, 
And  every  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd  Madam  is  o'erpaid, 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modcft  truth, 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited, 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  hours  t 
I  prethee  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Vet  to  be  known  fhortens  my  made  intent, 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
'Till  time,  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be't  fo  my  good  Lord  : 
How  do's  the  King? 

Gent.  Madam,  fleeps  (till. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  gods ! 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  Nature*' 
Th'  untun'd  and  jarring  Senfes,  O  wind  up, 
Of  this  Child-changed  Father. 

Vol.    V.  Hh  Gent. 
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Gent.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
That  we  may  wake  the  King,  he  hath  flept  long  ? 

Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'th*  fway  of  your  own  will :  is  he  array 'd? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  Chair  y  carried  by  Servants. 

Gent.  Ay  Madam ;  in  the  heavinefs  of  fleep, 
We  put  frefh  Garments  on  him, 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him, 
1  doubt  not  of  his  Temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  Father,  Reftauration  hang 
Thy  Medicine  on  my  lips,  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  Sifters 
Have  in  thy  Reverence  made. 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  Princefs  1 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  Father,  thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.     Was  this  Face 
To  be  oppos'd  againft  the  jarring  winds  * 
Mine  Enemies  Dog,  though  he  had  bit  me, 
Should  have  flood  that  Night  again  ft  my  fire : 
And  waft  thou  fain,  poor  Father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  Swine  and  Rogues  forlorn, 
In  ihort,  and.  mufty  Straw?  alack,  alack, 
*Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all.     He  wakes,  fpeak  to  him. 

Gent.  Madam,  do  you,  'tis  fitteft. 

Cor.  How  does  my  Royal  Lord  ? 
How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o'th'  Gravej 
Thou  art  a  Soul  in  bli[s9  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  Lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  Spirit  I  know,  when  did  you  die  J 

Cor.  Still,  Rilly  far  wide— 

Gent.  He's  fcarce  awake, 
Let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  $ 
Where  am  I?  fair  day  light  § 
I  am  mightily  abus'd;  I  fhould  even  die  with  pity 
To  fee  another  thus.     I  know  not  what  to  fay ; 
I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  my  hands;  lets  fee, 
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t  feel  this  Pin  prick,  would  I  were  affiir'd 
Of  my  condition, 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me,  Sir, 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benediction  o'er  me, 
You  muft  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray  do  not  mock  me  ; 
I  am  a  very  foolifh  fond  old  Man, 
Fourfcore  and  upward, 

Not  an  hour  more,  nor  lefs :  And  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfed  mind. 
Methinks  I  fhould  know  you,  and  know  this  Man, 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  thefe  Garments;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  Night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me*, 
For,  as  lama  Man,  I  think  this  Lady 
To  be  my  Child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I  am ;  I  am— . 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet?  Yes  faith;  I  pray  you  weep  norj 
If  you  have  Poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it; 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me,  for  your  Sifters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  not. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France? 

Kent.  In  your  own  Kingdom,  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Gent.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam,  the  great  rage 
You  fee  is  kill'd  in  him:  defire  him  to  go  in, 
Trouble  him  no  more  'till  further  fettling. 

Cor.  Will't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  walk? 

Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me; 
Pray  you  now  forget,  and  forgive, 
I  am  old  and  foolifh.  SjLxwyt. 
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ACT     V.     SCENE     I, 

SCENE    i  Camp. 

Enter  Baftard,  Regan,  Gentlemen,  and  Soldiers. 

Bafi.  17^  Now  of  the  Duke  if  his  laft  purpofe  hold, 
JX.  Or  whether  fince  he  is  advis'd  by  ought 
To  change  thecourfe;  he's  full  of  alteration, 
And  ielf  reproving;  bring  his  conftant  pleafure. 

Reg,  Our  Sifter's  Man  is  certainly  mifcarried. 

Bap.  *  Pis  to  be  doubted,  Madam. 

Reg.  Now  fweet  Lord, 
You  know  the  goodnefs  I  intend  upon  you  ; 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth, 
Do  you  not  love  my  Sifter? 

Baft.  In  hpnour'd  Love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  Brother's  way, 
To  the  fore- fended  place? 

Baft.  No  by  mine  Honour,  Madam. 

Reg.  I  never  fhall  endure*  her;  dear  my  Lord, 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Baft.  Fear  not,  fhe  and  the  Duke  her  Husband 

Enter  Albany,    Gonerill,  and  Soldier i. 

Alb.  Our  very  loving  Sifter,  well  be  met: 
Sir,  this  I  heard,  the  King  is  come  to  his  Daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  State 
Forc'd  to  cry  out. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainft  the  Enemy : 
For  thefe  Domcftick,  and  particular  Broils, 
Are  not  the  queft;on  here. 

Alb.  Let's  then  determine  with  th'  ancient  of  War 
On  our  proceeding. 

Reg.  Sifter,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 

Gon.  No. 

M'eg.  *T is  moft  convenient,  pray  go  with  us. 

Qoyu  Oh,  ho,  I  know  the  Riddle,  I  will  go.       \Exew*u 

Manet 
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Manet  Albany.     Enter  Edgar. 
Edg.  If  e'er  your  Grace  had  Speech  with  Man  fo  poor, 
Hear  me  one  word, 

Mb.  Til  overtake  you,  fpeak. 
Edg,  Before  you  fight  the  Battel,  ope  this  Letter* 
If  you  have  Victory,  let  the  Trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  feem, 
I  can  produce  a  Champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  mifcarry, 
Your  bufinefs  of  the  World  hath  fo  an  end, 
And  machination  ecafes.  Fortune  loves  you, 
Mb.  Stay  'till  I  have  read  the  Letter. 
Edg.  I  was  forbid  ir. 
When  time  (lull  ferve,  let  but  the  Herald  cry, 
And  1*11  appear  again.  [£a*/>. 

Mb.  Why  fare  thee  well,  I  will  o'eilook  thy  Paper, 

Enter  Baftard. 
Bafl.  The  Enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers, 
Here  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces, 
By  diligent  difcovery,  but  your  hafte 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Mb.  We  will  greet  the  time.  [Exit* 

Bafl.  To  both thefe Sifters  have  I  fwornmy  love: 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  Adder.     Which  of  them  fnal!  I  take? 
Both?  One?  Or  neither?  Neither  can  be  enjoy'd, 
If  both  remain  alive:  To  take  the  Widow* 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  Sifter  Gonerill, 
And  hardly  fhall  I  carry  out  my  fide, 
Her  Husband  being  alive.   Now  then,  we'll  life 
His  countenance  f"r  the  Battel,  which  being  done. 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  h:m,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Leary  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  Battel  done,  and  they  within  our  power; 
Shall  never  fee  his  pardon:  for  my  ftate, 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [Exit. 
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SCENE     II.     A  Field. 

Alarum  within.     Enter  with  Drum  and  Colour s^  Lear, 
Cordelia,  and  Soldiers^  over  the  Stage^  and  Exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glofter. 

Edg.  Here  Father,  take  the  fhadow  of  this  Tree 
For  your  good  Hoft ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive ; 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo.  Grace  be  with  you,  Sir.  [Exit* 

[Alarum  and  Retreat  within* 
Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  old  Man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away ; 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  Daughter  ta'en, 
Give  me  thy  hand.     Come  on. 

Glo.  No  further  Sir,  a  Man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again?  Men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither, 
Ripenefs  is  all,  come  on. 

Glo.  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III.     A  Camp. 

Enter   Baftard,    Lear  and  Cordelia   as  Pr  if  oners.    Soldiers^ 

Captain. 

Bafl.  Some  Officers  take  them  away;  good  Guard, 
Until  their  gre  t  r  pleafures  firft  be  known 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  firft, 
Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurr'd  the  worft? 
For  thee,  opprefled  King,  I  am  caft  down, 
My  feif  could  elk  out-frown  falfe  Fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  Daughters,  and  thefe  Sifters? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no;  come  let's  away  to  Prifonj 
We  two  alone  will  fing  like  Birds  i'th'Cage: 
When  thou  do'ft  ask  me  bleffing,  I'll  knefcl  down 
And  ask  of  thee  forgivenefs:  So  we'll  live, 
And  Pray,  and  Sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  Butterflies:  and  hear  poor  Rogues 

-    —  -  -  Tall? 
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Talk  of  Court  New?,  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too, 
Who  lofes,  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out : 
And  take  upon's  the  myftery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  God's  fpies.     And  we'll  wear  out 
In  a  wall'd  Prifon,  packs  and  feds  of  great  ones 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  Moon, 

Baft.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  fuch  facrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  Gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe.  Have  I  caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us,  mall  bring  a  Brand  from  Heav'n, 
And  fire  us  hence,  like  Foxes;  wipe  thine  Eye, 
The  good  Years  fliall  devour  them,  flefli  and  fell, 
E'er  they  (hall  make  us  weep  ? 
We'll  fee  Tefn  ftarv'd  firft:  Come.  &***>- 

Baft.  Come  hither  Captain,  hark.  [fPhiJpcring* 

Take  thou  this  Note,  go  follow  them  to  Prifon, 
One  ftepl  have  advanced  thee,  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftru<5te  thee,  tjiou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  Fortunes ;  know  thou  this,  that  Men 
Are  as  the  time  is;  to  be  tender  minded 
Do's  not  become  a  Sword;  thy  great  Imployment 
Will  not  bear  queftion;  either  fay  thou'lt  do't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means, 

Capt.  I'll  do'r,  my  Lord. 

Baft.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thou'ft  done. 

Mark,  I  fay, -inftantly,  and  carry  it  fo 

As  T  have  fee  it  down.  \Exit  Captain. 

Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  and  Soldiers, 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  fhew'd  today  your  valiant  ftrain 
And  fortune  led  you  well:  You  have  the  Captives 
Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  Day's  ftrife : 
I  do  require  them  of  you,  fo  to  uie  them, 
As  we  fliall  find  their  Merits,  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

Baft.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fir, 
To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King  to  fome  retention; 
Whofe  Age  had  Charms  in  it,  whofe  Title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  Bofom  on  this  fide, 
And  turn  our  impreft  Launces  in  our  Eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  fent  the  Queen 
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My  reafon  all  the  fame,  and  they  are  ready 
To  morrow>  or  at  further  fpace,  t'appear 
Where  you  fhali  hold  your  Seffion. 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  Patience. 
I  hold  you  but  a  Subjed  of  this  War, 
Not  as  a  Brother, 

Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methinks  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded 
Etcc  you  had  fpoke  (o  far.     He  led  our  Powers, 
Bore  the  Commiflion  of  my  Place  and  Perfon, 
The  wrnch  immediacy  may  well  fland  up, 
And  call  it  felf  your  Brother, 

Gon.  N^t  fo  hot: 
In  h»s  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf, 
More  trun  in  y  ur  Addition. 

Reg.  In  my  Rights, 
By  me  inverted,  he  compeers  the  befh 

Alb.  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  fljould  Husband  you. 

Reg.  Jeftcrs  do  oft  prove  Prophets. 

Gon.   Holla,  holla, 
Th4  Eye  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a-fquint. 

Reg.  Lady  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  mould  anfwer 
.From  a  full  flowing  Stomach.     Genera!, 
Tike  thou  my  Soldiers,  Prisoners,  Patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me,  the  Walls  are  thine:  ~  <g 

Witnefs  the  World,  that  I  create  thee  here, 
My  Lord,  and  Matter. 

Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him? 

Alb.  The  lett  alone  lyes  not  in  your  good  Will. 

Baft.  Nor  in  thine,   Lord. 
1   Alb.  Half-blooded  Fellow,  yes. 

Reg.  Let  the  Drum  ftrike,  and  prove  my  Title  thine. 

Alb.  Stay  yet,  hear  reafon :  Edmund,  I  arreft  thee 
On  capital  Treafon ;  and  in  thy  arret}, 
This  gilded  Serpent :  For  your  chirr,  fair  Sifter,  vv 

I  bare  it  in  the  interefr.  of  my  Wife, 
'Tis  fhe  is  fub-contracled  to  this  Lore*,  W 

And  I  her  Husband  contradict  your  Banes, 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me. 
My  Lady  is  befpoke. 

Gov* 
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Gon.  An  Enterlude. 

Mb.  Thou  art  armed,  Glofter,  let  the  Trumpet  found : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  P crfon, 
Thy  heinous,  maniieft,  and  many  Treafbns, 
There  is  my  Pledge:  I'll  make  it  6n  thy  Heart 
E'er  I  tifte  Bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  I  have  here  proclaimed  thee.  .  *.* 

Reg.  Sick,  O  fifk 

Gon.  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  truft  Medicine.  \_Afide. 

Baft.  There's  my  exchange,  what  in  the  World  he  is 
That  names  me  Traitor,  Villain-like  he  lit f, 
Call  by  the  Trumpet;   he  that  dares  approach; 
On  him,  on  you,  wh:>  not,  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Enter  a  Herald. 
Alb.  A  Herald,  ho. 
Truft  to  thy  (ingle  Virtues,  for  thy  Soldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  Name,  have  in  my  Name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  My  Sickncfs  prows  upon  me. 

Mb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  Tent. [£*// Reg. 
Come  hither,  Herald,  let  the  Trumpet  found, 
And  read  out  this.  \_A  Trumfet  founds, 

Herald  reads. 

IF  any  Man   of  quality   or  degree  within  the  Lifts  of  the 
Army^    will  maintain   upon    Edmund  fuppojed    Earl  of 
Gloftc,   that  he  is  a  manifold   Traitor,    let  htm  appear   by 
the  third  found  of  the   Trumpet :     He  is    bold   in    his  de- 
fence. 1  Trumpet. 
Her.  Again.                                                              z  Trumpet. 
Her.  A  gam,                                                    .     3  Trumpet. 

[Trumpet  anfwers  him  within. 

Enter  Edgar  armed. 
Alb.  Ask  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  Call  o'tii'  Trumpet. 

Her.  W  hat  are  you  ? 
Your  Name,  yonr  Quality,  and  why  you  anfwer 
This  prefent  Summons? 

Edg,  Know,  mv  Name  is  loft 
By  Treafons  Tooth:  Bare-gnawn,  and  Canker-bit^ 

Yet 
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Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  Adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  Adverfary  ? 

Edg.  What's  he  that  fpeaks  for  Edmund  Earl  ofGlofter? 
Baft.  Himfelf,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  him  \ 
Edg.  Draw  thy  Sword. 
That  if  my  Speech  offend  a  noble  Heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  Juftice,  here  is  mine : 
Behold  it  is  my  Privilege, 
The  Privilege  of  mine  Honours, 
My  Oath,  and  my  Profeflion.     I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence, 
Defpight  thy  Victor- Sword,  and  fire-new  Fortune, 
Thy  Valour,  and  thy  Heart,  thou  art  a  Traitor : 
Falfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  Brother,  and  thy  Father, 
Confpirant  'gainft  this  high  illuftrious  Prince, 
And  from  th*  extreameft  upward  of  thy  Head, 
To  the  defcent  and  dull  below  thy  foot, 
A  mod  Toad-fpotted  Traitor.     Say  thou  no, 
This  Sword,  this  Arm,  and  my  beft  Spirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  Heart,  whereto  I  (peak, 
Thou  lycft. 

Baft.  In  wifdom  I  fhould  ask  thy  name, 
But  fince  thy  Out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike, 
And  that  thy  Tongue,  fome  fay,  of  breeding  breaths, 
What  fafe,  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay, 
By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  I  difdain  and  fpurn  :  p 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  Treafons  to  thy  Head, 
With  the  Hell-hated  Lie,  o'erwhelm  thy  Heart, 
Which  for  they  yet  glance  by,   and  fcarcely  bruife, 
This  Sword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inftant  w^y, 
Where  they  (hall  reft  for  ever.     Trumpets  fpeak. 

Alb.  Save  him,  fave  him.  {Alarum.  Ibghu 

Gon.  This  is  practice,  Glofter, 
By  th'  Law  of  War,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  Oppofite;  thou  art  not  vanquiftrch 
But  cozen'd,  and  beguil'd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  Mouth,  Dame, 
Or  with  this  Paper  fhall  I  flop  it;  hold,  Sir, 
Thou  worfe  than  any  Name,  read  thine  own  evih 
No  tearing  Lady,  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon* 
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Gon.  Say  if  I  do,  the  Laws  are  mine,  not  thine. 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ?  [Exit, 

Alb.  Moft  monftrous.!  O,  know'ft  thou  this  Papers 

Baft.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  ftie's  defperate,  govern  her. 

Baft.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  have  I  done, 
And  more,  much  more;  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
•Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I :  But  what  art  thou 
That  haft  this  Fortune  on  me?  If  thou'rt  Ncble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  Charity: 
I  am  no  lefs  in  Blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund; 
If  more,  the  more  thou'ft  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  Father's  Son, 
The  Gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  Vices 
Make  Inftruments  to  plague  us: 
The  dark  and  vitious  Place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  Eyes. 

Baft.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true, 
The  Wheel  is  come  full  Circle,  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought  thy  very  Gate  did  prophefie 
A  Royal  Noblenefs ;  I  muft  embrace  thee, 
Let  Sorrow  fplit  my  Heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  Father. 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince,  I  know't. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  felf ? 
How  have  you  known  themiferies  of  your  Father? 

Edg.  By  nurfing  them,  my  Lord.     Lift  a  brief  tale, 
And  when  'tis  told,  O  that  my  Heart  would  burft. 
The  bloody  Proclamation  to  efcape 
That  follow'd  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives  fweetnefs! 
That  we  the  pain  of  Death  would  hourly  die, 
Rather  than  die  at  once,)  taught  me  to  fhift 
Into  a  Mad-man's  rags,  t'affume  a  femblance 
That  very  Dogs  difdain'd :  And  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  Father  with  his  bleeding  Rings, 
Their  precious  Stones  new  loft;  became  his  Guide, 
Led  him,  beg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpair, 
Never,  (O  fault,)  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him, 
Until  fome  half  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd, 

Not 
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Not  fure,  though  hoping  of  this  good  Succeft, 
I  ask'd  his  Bleffing,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  our  Pilgrimage.    But  his  flaw'd  Heart 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  fupport, 
TTwixt  two  extreams  of  Paflion,  Joy  and  Grief, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

Baft.  This  Speech  of  yours  hath  mov'dme, 
And  (hall  perchance  do  good,  but  fpeak  you  on, 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in, 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  difTolve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

Enter  a  Gentleman* 

Gent.  Help,  Help!  O  help! 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak  Man. 

Edg,  What  means  this  bloody  Knife  ? 

Gent.  *Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks,  it  came  even  from  the  Heart 
Of O  (he's  dead. 

Alb.  Who's  dead?  Speak  Man. 

Gent.  Your  Lady,  Sir,  your  Lady;  and  her  Sifter 
By  her  is  poifon'd ;  me  confeffes  it. 

Baft.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both,  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

Enter  Kent. 

Alb.  Produce  the  Bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead. 

[Gonerill  and  Regan'*  Bodies  brought  ouu 
This  judgment  of  the  Heav'ns,  that  makes  us  tremble, 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.     O  !  is  this  (he? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  complement 
Which  very  manners' urge, 

Kent.  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  Matter  aye  good  Night, 
Is  he  not  here? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  foreor, 
Speak  Edmund,  where's  the  King?  and  where's  Cordelial 
Seeft  thou  this  Obje£t,  Kent  ? 

Kent.  Alacjc,  why  thus  ? 

Bit/l,  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd : 

The 
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The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake, 
And  after,  flew  her  felf. 

Alb.  Even  fo;  cover  their  Faces. 
Baft.  I  pant  for  life;  fome  good  I  mean  to  do 
Defpight  of  mine  own  Nature.     Quickly  fend, 
Be  brief  in  it,  to  th*  Caftle,  for  my  Writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  Cordelia : 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O  run 

Edg.  To  whom,  my  Lord?  who  has  the  Office? 
Send  thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Baft.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  Sword, 

Give  it  the  Captain 

Edg.  Hifte  thee  for  thy  Life. 
Baft.  He  hath  Commiffion  from  thy  Wife  and  me, 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  Prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair, 
That  fhe  fore- did  her  felf; 

Alb.  The  Gods  defend  her,  bear  him  hence  a  while. 
Enter  Lear  with  Cordelia  dead  in  his  Arms. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl O  you  are  Men  of  Stones, 

Had  I  your  Tongues  and  Eyes,  Pd  ufe  them  (o, 
That  Heav'ns  Vault  mould  crack;  (he's  gone  for  ever. 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives, 
She's  dead  as  Earth:  Lend  me  a  Looking-Glafs, 
If  that  her  breath  will  mift  or  ftain  the  Stone, 
Why  then  (he  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  thepromis'd  end? 
Edg:  Or  image  of  that  horror. 
Alb.  Fall  and  ceafe. 

Lear.  This  Feather  ftirs,  fhe  lives;  if  it  be  (ot 
It  is  a  chance  which  do's  redeem  all  forrows 
That  ever  I  have  fdt. 

Kent.  Oh  my  good  M after. 

Lear.  Prethee  away 

Edg.  *Tis  noble  Kent  your  Friend. 
Lear.  A  plague  upon  you  Murtherers,  Traitors  all, 
I  might  have  fav'd  her,  now  (he's  gone  for  ever : 

Cordeli*,  Cordelia,  ftay  a  little.     Ha ! 

What  is't  thou  fay'ft?  her  Voice  was  ever  foft, 
Qemle,  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  Woman. 
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I  kill'd  the  Slave  that  was  a  hanging  theei 

Genu  'Tis  true,  my  Lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not*  Fellow? 
I  hive  feentheday,  with  my  good  biting  Faulchion 
I  would  have  made  him  skip :  I  am  old  now. 
And  thefe  fame  croffes  fpoil  me*     Who  are  you? 
Mine  Eyes  are  none  o'th'beft,  I'll  tell  you  ftraight. 

Kent.  If  Fortune  brag  of  two,  fhe  lov'd  and  hated* 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear*  This  is  a  dull  fight,  are  you  not  Kent  t 

Kent.  The  fame;  your  Servant  Kent, 
Where  is  your  Servant  Cains  ? 

Lear.  He's  a  good  Fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that, 
He'll  (hike,  and  quickly  too,  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  am  the  very  Man. 

Lear.  I'll  fee  that  ftraight. 

Kent.  That  from  your  firftof  difference  and  decay* 
Have  follow'd  your  fad  fteps 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  Nor  no  Man  elfe ;  all's  chetrlefs,  dark,  and  deadly  I 
Your  eldeft  Daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves, 
And  defperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  fo  I  think. 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  fays,  and  vain  is  it 
That  we  prefent  us  to  him. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Edg.  Very  bootlefs. 

Mef.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  Lord. 

Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle  here : 
You  Lords  and  noble  Friends  know  our  intent, 
What  comfort  to  this  §rea£  decay  may  come, 
Shall  be  apply'd.  For  us,  we  will  refign, 
During  the  life  of  this  old  Majefty, 
To  him  our  abfolute  Power ;  you  to  your  Rights,  [To  Edge 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  Honours 
Have  more  than  merited.     All  Friends  mail 
Tafte  the  wages  of  their  Virtue,  and  all  Foes 
To  Cup  of  their  defervings :  O  fee,  fee— 

Lear.  And  my  poor  Fool  is  hang'd:  No,  no,  no  life? 
Why  mould  a  Dog,  a  Horfe,  a  Rat  have  life, 

And 
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And  thou  no  breath  at  all?  Thou'lt  come  no  more, 

Never,  never,  never,  never,  never— 

Pray  you  undo  this  Button.     Thank  you,  Sir, 

Do  you  fee  this?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  Lips, 

Look  there,  look  there.  \He  dies. 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Break  Heart,  I  prethee  break. 

Edg.  Look  to  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  Ghoft,  O  let  him  pafs;  he  hates  him, 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  World 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg,  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  fo  long, 
He  but  ufurpt  his  Life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  Bufinefs 
Is  general  woe:  Friends  of  my  Soul,  you  'twain, 
Rule  in  this  Realm,  and  the  gor'd  State  fuftain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  Journey,  Sir,  fhortly  to  go, 
My  Mafter  calls  me,  I  mull:  not  fay  no.  [Dies* 

Edg.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  mud  obey, 
Speak  what  we  feth  not  what  we  ought  to  fay; 
The  oldeft  hath  born  moft,  we  that  are  young, 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  fo  long. 

[Exeunt  with  4  dead  Marsh? 
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DUKE  of  Venice, 
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Gratiano,  Brother  to  Brabantio. 
Lodovico,  Kinfman  to  Brabantio  and  Gratiano. 
Othello,  the  Moor,  General  for  the  Venetians  in 

Cyprus. 
Caffio,  his  Lieutenant -General. 
Jago,  Standard-bearer  to  Othello. 

Rodorigo,  afoolt/h  Gentleman,  in  Love  with  Def- 
demona. 

Montano,  the  Hoofs  Tredecejfor  in  the  Govern- 
ment of  Cyprus. 

Clown,  Servant  t&  the  Moor. 

Herald. 

Defdemona,  ^Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife  to 

Othello. 
^Emilia,  Wife  to  Jago. 
Bianca,  a  Curtezan,  Miftrefs  to  Caflio. 
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ACT   I.     SCENE    L 

SCENE    Venice. 

Enter  Rodorigo  and  Jago. 

R  O  D  O  R  I  G   O. 
EVER  tell  me,  I  take  it  very  unkindly," 
That  thou,  Jago9  who  haft  had  my  Purfe, 
As  if  the  Strings  were  thine, 
Shouldft  know  of  this. 
Jago.  But  you'll  not  hear  me.       f  hor  me." 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  Matter,  ab- 
Rod.  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 
Jago.  Defpife  me 
If  I  do  not.     Three  great  ones  of  the  City, 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lieutenant, 
Oft'  Cap't  to  him :  And  by  the  faith  of  Man 
I  know  my  Pricei  I  am  worth  no  worfe  a  Placed  % 

Vot.  V.  Ii  z  But 
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Bat  he,  as  loving  his  own  Pride  and  Purpofes, 

Evades  them,  with  a  bumbaft  Circumftance, 

Horribly  ftuft  with  Epithets  of  War; 

Non-fuits  my  Mediators ;   for  certes,  fays  he, 

I  have  already  chofe  my  O  fficer.     And  what  was  he  ? 

Forfootb,  a  great  Arithmetician, 

One  Michael  Caffio9  a  Florentine^ 

A  Fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  Wife* 

That  never  fet  a  Squadron  in  the  Field, 

Nor  the  divifion  of  a  Battel  knows 

More  than  a  Spinfter,  unlefs  the  Bookifh  Theorick* 

Wherein  the  Tongued  Confuls  can  propofe 

As  mafterly  as  he;  meer  prattle,  without  practice, 

Is  all  his  Soldierftiip.     But  he,Sir,  hadth'  Ele&ion ; 

And  I,  of  whom  his  Eyes  had  feen  the  proof 

At  Rhode's,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  others  Grounds 

Chriftian,  and  Heathen,  muft  bebe-lee'd,  andcatm'd 

By  Debitor,   and  Creditor.     This  Counter-c  after. 

He,  in  good  time,  mull:  his  Lieutenant  be, 

And  I,  Sir,  blefs  the  mark,  his  Moor-mip's  Ancient. 

Rod.  By  Heav'n,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  Hangman, 

Jago.  Why  there's  no  remedy,  'tis  the  curfe  of  Service  \ 
Preferment  goes  by  Letter,  and  Affection, 
And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  Heir  toth*  firft.  Now,  Sir,  be  Judge  your  felf, 
Whether  I  in  any  juft  term  am  Affin'd 
To  love  the  Moor? 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

J  ago.   O,  Sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  hirii. 
We  cannot  all  be  Matters,  nor  all  Mafters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.     You  fhall  mark 
Many  a  dutious  and  knee-crooking  Knave, 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obfequious  Bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  Matter's  Aft, 
For  nought  but  Provender,  and  when  he's  old,  Caflieer'd; 
Whip  me  fuch  honeft  Knaves.     Others  there  are 
Who  trimm'd  in  Forms,  and  Vifages  of  Duty, 
Keep  yet  their  Hearts  attending  on  themfelves; 
And  throwing  but  fliows  of  Service  on  their  Lords, 

Do 
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Do  well  thrive  by  them ;   and  when  they  have  lin'd  their 

(Coats, 
Do  themfelves  Homage.     Thefe  Fellows  have  fome  Sou), 
And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  felf.     For,  Sir, 
It  is  as  Aire  as  you  are  Rodorigof 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  Jago  : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf. 
Heav'n  is  my  Judge,  not  I,  for  Love  and  Duty, 
But  feemiqg  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end: 
For  when  my  outward  Action  doth  demonftra^e 
The  native  A&  and  Figure  of  my  Heart 
In  Complement  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  Heart  upon  my  Sleeve, 
For  Daws  to  peck  at ;  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  full  Fortune  does  the  thick-lips,  owe 
If  he  can  carry \  thus  ? 

Jago.  Call  up  her  Father,  4 

Roufe  him,  make  after  him,  poifon  his  Delight. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  Streets,  incenfe  her  Kinfmen, 
And  tho'  he  in  a  fertile  Climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  Flies :  Tho*  that  his  Joy  be  Joy, 
Yet  throw  fuch  Chances  of  Vexation  on't, 
As  it  may  lofe  fome  Colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  Father's  Houfe,  1*11  call  aloud. 

Jago.  Do,  with  like  timorous  Accent,  and  dire  yell, 
As  when,  by  Night  and  Negligence,  the  Fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod.  What  ho  !  Brabantio  \  Signior  Brabantio  !  ho  I 

Jagom  Awake  !  what  ho  !  Brabantio  !  Thieves,  Thieves? 
Look  to  your  Houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags  ; 
Thieves !  Thieves ! 

E titer  Brabantio  above* 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  Summons  f 
What  is  the  Matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signicr,  is  all  your  Family  within  2 

Jago.  Are  your  Doors  lock'd? 

Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

Jago.  Sir,  you're  robb'd;  for  fhime  put  on  your  Gown, 
Your  Heart  is  burfr,  you  have  loft  half  your  Soul ; 
Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  Ram 
Is  Tupping  your  white  Ewe.     Arife,  arife? 

Ii  I  Awake 
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Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  with  the  Bell, 
Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  make  a  Grandfire  of  you. 
Arife  I  fay. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  Wits  \ 

Rod.  Moft  Reverend  Signior,  do  you  know  my  Voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I ;  what  are  you  ? 

Rod.  My  Name  is  Rodorigo. 

Bra.  The  worfer  welcome; 
I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  Doors  : 
In  honeft  plainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
My  Daughter  is  not  for  thee.    And  now  in  Madnefs, 
Being  full  of  Supper,  and  diftempering  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  Knavery,  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir 

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure, 
My  Spirits  and  my  Place  have  in  their  Power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  teH'ft  thou  me  of  Robbing  ?  This  is  Venice: 
My  Houfe  is  not  a  Grange. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabantio, 
In  fimple  and  pure  Soul,  I  come  to  you. 

Jago.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe  that  will  not  ferve  God, 
if  the  Devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come  to  do  you  Service, 
and  you  think  we  are  Ruffians,  you'll  have  your  Daugh- 
ter cover'd  with  a  Barbary  Horfe,  you'll  have  your  Ne- 
phews neigh  to  you,  you'll  have  Courfers  for  Coufins,  and 
Gen  nets  for  Germans. 

Bra.  What  profane  Wretch  art  thou  ? 

Jago.  I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  Daugh- 
ter and  the  Moor  are  making  the  Beaft  with  two  Backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Jago.  You  are  a  Senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  (hale  anfwer.     I  know  thee,  Rodorigo. 

Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing.     But  I  befeech  you, 
IPt  be  your  pleafure,  and  moft  wife  confent, 
As  partly  I  find  it  is,  that  your  fair  Daughter, 
At  this  odd  Even  and  dull  Watch  o'th'  Night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  or  better  guard, 
But  with  a  Knave  of  common  hire,  a  Gmdalier, 

To 
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To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor: 

If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  Allowance, 

We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  fawcy  Wrongs. 

But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 

We  have  your  wrong  Rebuke.     Do  not  believe 

That  from  the  fenfeof  all  Civility, 

I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence; 

Your  Daughter,  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 

I  fay  again,   hath  made  a  grofs  Revolt, 

Tying  her  Duty,  Beauty,  Wit,  and  Fortunes 

In  an  extravagant,  and  wheeling  Stranger, 

Of  here  and  every  where;  ftraightfatisfie  your  felf. 

If  flie  be  in  your  Chamber,  or  your  Houfe, 

Let  loofe  on  me  the  Juftice  of  the  State 

For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  Tinder,  ho ! 

Give  me  a  Taper call  up  all  my  People,— - 

This  Accident  is  not  unlike  my  Dream, 
Belief  of  it  opprefles  me  already. 
Light,  I  fay,  light  ! 

jago.  Farewel ;  for  I  muft  leave  you. 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfome  to  my  place 
To  be  produc'd,  as  if  I  flay,  I  fhall, 
Againft  the  Moor.     For  I  do  know  the  State, 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  check, 
Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him.     For  he's  embark'd 
With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  Cyprus  Wars, 
Which  even  now  ftands  in  A&,  that  for  their  Souls, 
Another  of  his  fadom,  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  Bufinefs.     In  which  regard, 
Tho'  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  Hell's  Pains, 
Yet,  for  neceffity  of  prefent  Life, 
I  muft  (hew  out  a  Flag,  and  fign  of  Love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  fign  :  that  you  lhall  furely  find  him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  Search  ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So  farewel.  [Exit* 

Enter  Brabantio  in  his  Night-gown,  with  Servants  andTorehes* 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  Evih     Gone  (he  is, 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time, 
Is  naught  but  bitternefs.     Now,  Rodorigo% 
Where  didft  trnu  fee  her?  Oh  unhappy  Girl  ? 

Ii  4-  With 
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With  the  Moor  faift  thou?  Who  would  be  a  Father/ 
How  didft  thou  know  'twas  (he?  Oh  (he  deceives  me 
Paft  thought— —what  (aid  (he  to  you  ?  Get  more  Tapers— 
Raife  all  my  Kindred — Are  they  Married,  think  you? 

Rod.  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  Oh  Heav'n  !  how  got  (he  out  ? 
Oh  Treafon  of  my  Blood  ! 

Fathers,  from  hence  tru ft:  not  your  Daughters  Minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  Act.     Are  there  not  Charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  Youth  and  Maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  Have  you  not  read,  Rodorigo, 
Of  fome  fuch  thing  ? 

Rod.    Yes,  Sir,  I  have  Indeed, 

Bra.  Call  up  my  Brothers ;  oh  would  you  had  had  her  J 
Some  one  way,  fome  another— —Do  yoju  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her*  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  difcovcr  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  Guard,  and.  go  along  with  me. 

Bra,  Pray  you  lead  on.     At  every  Houfe  I'll  call, 
I  may  command  at  moft,  get  Weapons,  hoa ! 
And  raife  fome  fpecial  Officers  of  might  : 
On,  good  Rodorigo*  I  will  deferve  your  Pains.         \Exeum. 

SCENE     II.     The  Street. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Attendants,  with  Torches, 

Jago.  Tho'  in  the  Trade  of  War  I  have  (lain  Men, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it,  very  fluff  o'th'  Confcience 
To  do  no  contrived  Murder :  I  take  iniquity 
Sometime  to  do  me  Service.     Nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  Rib. 

Oth.  aTis  better  as  it  is. 

Jago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 
And  (poke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  Terms 
Againft  your  Honour,  that  with  the  little  Godlinefs  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
Are  you  fart  Married?  Be  affur'd  of  this, 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  beJov'd, 
And  hath  in  his  effect  a  Voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  Duke's :  He  will  divorce  you. 
Or  put  uDon  you,  what  Reftraint  or  Grievance, 

The 
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The  Law,  with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  on, 
WilJ  give  him  Cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  do  his  fpight : 
My  Services,  which  I  have  done  the  Signory,' 
Shall  out-tongue  his  Complaints.     *Tis  yet  to  know. 
Which,  when  I  know  that  boafting  is  an  Honour, 
I  (hall  promulgate.     I  fetch  my  Life  and  Being, 
From  Men  of  Royal  Siege  ;  and  my  Demerits 
May  fpeak,  unbonnetted,  to  as  proud  a  Fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reached.     For  know,  Jago% 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Befdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  Condition 
Put  into  Circumfcription  and  Confine, 
For  the  Seas  worth.     But  look .'  what  Lights  come  yond* 
Enter  Caflio  with  Torches. 

Jago.  Thofe  are  the  raifed  Father,  and  his  Friends : 
You  were  beft  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I ;  I  muft  be  found. 
My  Parts,  my  Title,  and  my  perfect  Soul 
Shall  manifeft  me  rightly,     Is  it  they? 

Jago.  By' J  anus,  I  think  no. 

Oth,  The  Servants  of  the  Duke,  ar  d  my  Lieutenant : 
The  Goodnefs  of  the  Night  upon  you,  Friends, 
What  is  the  News  ? 

Caf.  The  Duke  does  greet  you,  General, 
And  he  requires  your  hafte,  Poft-hafte  appearance, 
Even  on  the  inftant. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Caf.  Something  from  Cyprus,  us  I  may  divines 
It  is  a  Bufinefs  of  fome  hear.     The  Gallics 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  MeiTengers 
This  very  Night,  at  one  anothers  Heels  : 
And  mapy  of  the  ConfuJs,  rais'd  and  met, 
Are  at  the  Duke's  already.     You  have  been  hotly  call'd  for, 
When  being  not  at  your  Lodging  to  be  found, 
The  Senate  hath  fent  about  three  feveral  Qiefts, 
To  fearch  you  out. 

Oth.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you : 
I  will  but  fpend  a  wprd  here  in  the  Houfe, 
And  go  with  you.  [Exit  Othello,, 
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Caf  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

Jago.  Faith,  he  toNight  hathboordedaLandCarrac^ 
If  it  prove  lawful  Prize,  he's  made  for  ever, 

Caf.  I  do  not  underftand. 

J  ago.  He's  married. 

Caf  To  whom  l 

J  ago.  Marry  to Come,  Captain,  will  you  go? 

Enter  Othello. 

Oth.  Have  with  you. 

Caf  Here  comes  another  Troop  to  feek  for  you. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Rodorigo,  with  Officers  and  Torches. 

Jago.  It  is  Brabantio  ;  General  be  advis'd, 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

Oth.  Holla/  ftand  there. 

Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him,  Thief.      [They  draw  on  both  fides. 

Jago.  You  Rodorigo  I  Come,  Sir,  I  am  for  you — 

Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  Swords,  for  the  Dew  willruft  'em. 
Good  Signior,  you  (hall  more  command  with  Years, 
Than  with  your  Weapons. 

Bra.  Oh  thou  foul  Thief !  Where  haft  thou  ftow'd  my 
Daughter? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  enchanted  her, 
For  1*11  refer  me  to  all  things  of  Senfe, 
If  (he  in  Chains  of  Magick  were  not  bound, 
Whether  a  Maid,  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 
So  oppofite  to  Marriage,  that  fhe  fhunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  Darlings  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have,  t'incur  a  general  mock, 
Run  from  her  Guardage  to  the  footy  Bofom, 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou,  to  fear,  not  to  delight  i 
Judge  me  the  World,  if 'tis  not  grofs  in  Senfe, 
That  thou  haft  pra&is'd  on  her  with  foul  Charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  Youth,  with  Drugs  or  Minerals, 
That  weaken  Motion :   I'll  have't  difputed  on, 
'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking  ; 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abufer  of  the  World,  a  pra&icer 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  Warrant ; 
Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  he  do  refift 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril.  ^ 

OfHP 


Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice.      t$6i 

Oth.  Hold  your  Hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft. 
Were  ic  my  Cue  to  fight,  I  mould  have  known  it 
Without  a  Prompter.    Whither  will  you  that  \  go 
To  anfwer  this  your  Charge  ? 

Bra.  To  Prifon,  'till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  Courfe  of  direct  Seffion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Oth.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 
How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 
Whofe  MefTengers  are  here  about  my  fide, 
Upon  fome  prefent  Bufinefs  of  the  State, 
To  bring  mc  to  him. 

Offi.  'Trstruc,  moft  worthy  Signior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  noble  felf 
I  am  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How !  the  Duke  in  Council  ? 
In  this  time  of  the  Night  ?  bring  him  away  ; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  Caufe.   The  Duke  himfelf, 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
Cannot  but  feci  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  ; 
For  if  fuch  Actions  may  have  PafTage  free, 
Bond-flaves  and  Pagans  ftiall  our  Statefmen  be.        [Exeunt* 

|      SCENE    III.     The  Senate  Houfe. 

Enter  Duke>  Senators,  and  Officers. 

Duke.  There  is  no  Compofition  in  this  News, 
That  gives  them  Credit. 

i  Sen.  Indeed,  they  are  difproportioned  ; 
My  Letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Gallies. 

Duke.  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2,  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  ; 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  Account, 
As  in  thefe  Cafes  where  the  aim  reports, 
,'Tis  oft  with  difference,  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkijh  Fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  poffible  enough  to  judgment ; 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  in  the  Error, 
But  the  main  Article  I  do  approve, 
fearful  Senfe. 

Sajlor 
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Say  lor  within. ~]  Whathoa!  Whathoa!  Whathoa! 

Enter  Say  lor. 

Offi.  A  Meffenger  from  the  Gallies. 

Duke.  Now!    "    ■■■  What's  the  Bufinefs? 

Sail.  The  Turkjpj  Preparation  makes  for  Rhodes^ 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  State, 
By  Signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  fay  you  by  this  Change  ? 

i  Sen.  This  cannot  be 
By  no  affay  of  Reafon.    'Tis  a  Pageant 
To  keep  us  in  falfe  Gaze;  when  we  confider 
Th'importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk^ 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underftand, 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  TurJ^  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  Queftion  bear  it, 
For  that  it  (lands  not  in  fuch  warlike  Brace, 
But  altogether  lacks  th'abilities 
That  R  hodes  is  drefs'd  in.  If  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  rnuft  not  think  the  Turk  is  fo  unskilful, 
To  leave  that  lateft,  which  concerns  him  firft, 
Negle&ing  an  Attempt  of  eafe  and  gain, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  Danger  profltlefs. 

puke.  Nay,  in  all  Confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Oft.  Here  is  more  News. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  The  Ottemites,  reverend,  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  Courfe  toward  thelfle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injoin'd  them  with  an  after  Fleet ~ 

i  Sen.  Ay,  fo  I  thought ;  how  many,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Mef.  Of  thirty  Sail ;  and  now  they  do  re-ftem 
This  backward  Courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  toward  Cyprus.  Signior  Montana, 
Your  trufty  and  mod  valiant  Servitor, 
With  his  free  Duty,  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus  : 
Marcus  Luccicos,  is  he  not  in  Town  * 

i  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us, 
To  him,  Poft,  Poft-hafte,  difpatch; 

i  Sen.  Here  comes  Barbantio,  ancl  the  I^oor. 
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Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Caffio,  Jago,  Rodorigo, 

and  Officers* 

Duke*  Valiant  Othello,  we  muff,  llraight  employ  you, 
Againft  the  general  Enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  fee  you  ;  welcome,  gentle  Signior, 
We  lackt  your  Counfel,  and  your  help  to  Night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours;  Good  your  Grace  pardon  me. 
Kcither  my  place,  nor  ought  I  heard  of  Bufinefs, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  Bed ;  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me.  For  my  particular  Grief 
Is  of  fo  Flood-gate,  and  o'er-bearing  Nature, 
That  it  ingluts,  and  (wallows  other  Sorrows, 
And  yet  is  (till  it  felf. 

Duke.  Why  ?  what's  the  matter  .? 

Bra.  My  Daughter  J  ch  my  Daughter  ! 

Sen.  Dead  ! 

Bra.  Ay,  to  me. 
She  is  abused,  ftolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  SpeUs  and  Medicines  bought  of  Mountebanks ; 
For  Nature  fo  prepofterouily  to  err^ 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  Senfe, 
Sans  Witchcraft  could  not 

Duke.  Who  e'er  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceeding. 
Hath  thus  beguiPd  your  Daughter  of  her  felf, 
And  you  of  her ;  the  bloody  Book  of  Law, 
You  (hall  your  felf  read  in  the  bitter  Letter, 
After  your  own  Senfe ;  yea,  though  our  proper  Son 
Stood  in  your  Action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace, 
Here  is  the  Man  ;  this  Moor,  whom  now  it  feems 
Your  fpecial  Mandate,  for  the  State  Affairs, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

All.  We  are  very  forry  for'r. 

Duke.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  / 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo, 

Oth.  Mod  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  Signiors, 
My  very  noble,  and  approv'd  good  Mafters  ; 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  Man's  Daughter, 
It  is  moft  true,  true  I  have  married  her  ; 
The  very  head,  and  front  of  my  offending, 
Hath  this  extent  j  no  more.  Rude  am  I  in  my  fpeech, 

And 
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And  little  blefs'd  with  the  foft  Phrafe  of  Peace  $ 

For  fince  thefe  Arms  of  mine  had  feven  Years  Pith,' 

'Till  now,  fome  nine  Moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 

Their  deareft  A&ion,  in  the  tented  Field  ; 

And  little  of  this  great  World  can  I  fpeak, 

More  than  pertains  to  Feats  of  Broils  and  Battel ; 

And  therefore  little  (hall  I  grace  my  Caufe, 

In  fpeaking  for  my  felf.  Yet,  by  your  gracious  Patience," 

I  will  a  round  unvarnim'd  tale  deliver, 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  Love.  What  Drugs  ?  what  Charms? 

What  Conjuration  ?  and  what  mighty  Magick, 

(Tor  fuch  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal,^ 

I  won  his  Daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  Maiden,  never  bold  ; 
Of  Spirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  Motion 
BluuVd  at  her  felf;  and  ihe,  in  fpight  of  Nature, 
Of  Years,  of  Country,  Credit,  everything, 
To  fall  in  Love  with  what  (he  fear'd  to  look  on  — - 
It  is  a  Judgment  maim'd,  and  moft  imperfeft, 
That  will  confefs  Perfection  fo  could  err, 
Againft  all  Rules  of  Nature,  and  mud  be  driven 
To  find  out  Practices  of  cunning  Hell, 
Why  this  mould  be.  I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with  fome  Mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  Blood, 
Or  with  fome  Dram,  conjur'd  to  this  Effe&, 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  Proof, 
Without  more  wider,  and  more  over  Teft 
Than  thefe  thin  Habits,  and  poor  likelyhoods 
Of  modern  feeming,  do  prefer  againft  him. 

1  Sen.  But,  Othello,  fpeak, 
Did  you,  by  indirect  and  forced  Courfes, 
Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  Maid's  AfFe&ions  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  Queftion, 
As  Soul  to  Soul  affordeth  ? 

Oth.  I  do  befeech  you, 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  Father  ,* 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  Truft,  the  Office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 

JNot 
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Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  Sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  Life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Defdemona  hither, 

Oth.  Ancient,  conduct  them,  you  beft  know  the  Place. 

[Exit  Jago.7 
And  "till  (he  come  as  truly,  as  to  Heav'n 
I  do  confefs  the  Vices  of  my  Blood, 
So  juflly  to  your  grave  Ears,  I'll  prefent 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  Lady's  Love, 
And  (he  in  mine, 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

Oth.  Her  Father  lov'd  me,  oft  invited  me  ; 
Still  queflion'd  me  the  Story  of  my  Life, 
From  Year  to  Year;  the  Battels,  Sieges,  Fortunes, 
That  I  have  paft. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  Boyifti  Days, 
To  th'  very  Moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it  : 
Wherein  I  fpoke  of  moft  difaflrous  Chances, 
Of  moving  Accidents  by  Flood  and  Field  ; 
Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  i'th'imminent  deadly  Breach; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  Foe, 
And  fold  to  Slavery  ;  of  my  Redemption  thence, 
And  Portance  in  my  Travels  Hiftory  ; 
Wherein  of  Antars  vafte,  and  Defarts  idle,  [ven, 

Rough  Quarries,  Rocks  and  Hills,  whofe  Heads  touch  Hea- 
It  was  my  Hint  to  fpeak,  fuch  was  my  Procefs  ; 
And  of  the  Canibals  that  each  other  ear, 
The  Anthropophagi ;  and  Men  whofe  Heads 
Did  grow  beneath  their  Shoulders.   Thefe  to  hear, 
Would  Defdemona  ferioufly  incline  ; 
But  flill  the  Houfe  Affairs  would  draw  her  hence, 
Which  ever  as  (he  could  with  hafte  difpatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  Ear 
Devour  up  my  Difcourfe  :  Which  I  obferving, 
Took  once  a  pliant  Hour,  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  Prayer  of  earneft  Heart, 
That  I  would  all  my  Pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  Parcels  (he  had  fomething  heard, 
But  not  diftin&ively  :  I  did  confent, 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  Tears, 
When  I  did  fpeak  of  fome  diftrefsful  Stroke^ 

That 
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That  my  Youth  fufFer'd  :  My  ftory  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  Pains  a  world  of  KifTes ; 
She  fwore  in  faith,  'twas  ftrange,  'twas  pafling  ftrange, 

•  Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful - . 

She  wiuYd  (he  had  not  heard  it,  - — yet  (he  wifti'd 
That  Heav'nhadmadeherfucha  Man  —  fhethank'd  rae& 
And  bad  me,  if  I  had  a  Friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  fhould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  Story, 
And  that  would  woo  her.   Upon  this  hint  I  fpake, 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  Dangers  I  have  paft, 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  (he  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd. 
Here  comes  the  Lady,  let  her  witnefs  it. 

Enter  Defdemona,  J  ago,  and  Attendants. 
Duke.  I  think  this  Tale  would  win  my  Daughter  too. 
Good  Brabantio,  take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  beftf 
Men  do  their  broken  Weapons  rather  ufe, 
Than  their  bare  Hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak  ; 
If  (he  confefs  that  (he  was  half  the  Wooer, 
Deftru&ion  on  my  Head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  Man.  Come  hither,  gentle  Miftrefs, 
Do  you  perceive,  in  all  this  noble  Company, 
Where  moft  you  owe  Obedience  ? 

Def.  My  noble  Father; 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  Duty, 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  Life,  and  Education  i 
My  Life  and  Education  both  do  learn  me, 
How  to  refped  you.  You  are  the  Lord  of  Dutyi 
I  am  hitherto  your  Daughter.  But  here's  my  Husband, 
And  fo  much  Duty,  as  my  Mother  fliew'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  Father  : 
So  much  I  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  Lord4 

Bra.  God  be  with  you :  I  have  done. 
Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  on  to  the  State  Affairs ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  Child  than  get  it. 
Come  hither,  Moor. 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  Heart, 
Which,  but  thou  haft  already,   with  all  my  Heart^ 
I  would  keep  from  thee.  For  your  fake,  JeweJ, 
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I  am  glad  at  Soul,  I  have  no  other  Child  ; 

For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  Tyranny 

To  hang  Clogs  on  them.   I  have  done,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  felf ;  and  lay  a  Sentence^ 
Which,  like  a  grife,  orftep,  may  help  thefe  Lovers. 
When  Remedies  are  paft,  the  Griefs  are  ended 
By  feeing  the  worii,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  Mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone, 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  Mifchief  on. 
What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  Fortune  takes, 
Patience  her  Injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd  that  rmiles,ftealsfomething  from  theThief, 
Me  robs  himfelf  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  Grief. 
Bra.  So  let  the  Tuy\  of  Cyprus  us  beguile, 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile  ; 
He  bears  the  Sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears, 
But  'the  free  Comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears. 
But  he  hears  both  the  Sentence,  and  the  Sorrow, 
That  to  pay  Grief,  muft  of  poor  Patience  borrow. 
Thefe  Sentences  to  Sugar,  or  to  Gall, 
Being  ftrong  on  both  fides,  are  equivocal. 
But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear, 
That  the  bruiz'd  Heart  was  pierced  through  the  Ear." 
I  Humbly  befeech  you  proceed  to  thAiffairs  of  State. 

Duke.  The  Tur^  with  a  mod  mighty  preparation,  makes 
for  Cyprus :  Othello,  the  Fortitude  of  the  place  is  beft  known 
to  you.  And  though  we  have  there  a  Subftitute  of  mofl 
allowed  fufficiency  ;  yet  Opinion,  a  more  Sovereign  Mi- 
ftrefs  of  EfFc&s,  throws  a  more  fafe  Voice  on  you  ;  you 
muft  therefore  be  content  to  (lubber  the  grofs  of  your  new 
Fortunes,  with  this  more  ft ubborn,  and  bc;rurous  Expedition. 

Oth.  The  Tyrant  Cuftom,  moft  grave  Senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  ftee!  Coach  of  War 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  Down.    I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  Alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardnefs ;  and  do  undertake 
This  prefenr  War  asainft  the  Ottomhes. 
Moft  hurnhly  r'^erefore  bending  to  your  State,  \ 

I  cave  fit  Diipofirionfor  my  Wife, 
Due  Reverence  of  Place  and  exhibition, 
#"ith  <uch  accommodation  and  before 
Vol.  V.  Kk  As 
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As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  Why,  at  her  Father's. 

Bra.  I  will  not  have  it  fo. 

Oth.  Nor  I. 

Def.  Nor  would  I  there  refide, 
To  put  my  Father  in  impatient  Thoughts 
By  being  in  his  Eye.   Moft  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  profperous  Ear, 
And  let  me  find  a  Character  in  your  Voice 
T 'a ffitt  my  fimplenefs. 

Dukf.  What  would  you,  Defdemona  ? 

Def  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him^ 
•My  down-right  Violence,  and  rtorm  of  Fortunes, 
May  trumpet  to  the  World.    My  Heart's  fubdu'cl 
Even  to  the  very  Quality  of  my  Lord  ; 
I  fdW  Othello's  Vifage  in  his  Mind, 
A i id  to  his  Honours  and  his  valiant  Parts, 
Did  I  my  Soul  and  Fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that,  dear  Lords,  if  I  be  left  behind 
A  Moth  of  Peace,  and  he  go  to  the  War, 
The  Rites  for  why  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me  .* 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  fhall  fupport 
By  his  dear  Abfence.   Let  me  go  with  him. 

Oth.  Your  Voices,  Lords;  befeech  you,  bt  her  Will 
Have  a,  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me  Heav'n,  I  therefore  beg  it  not 
To  pleafe  the  Palate  of  my  Appetite  ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  Heat  the  young  affe&s 
In-  my  defunct,  and  proper  Satisfaction  ; 
But  to  be  free,  and  bounteous  to  her  Mind. 
And  Heav'n  defend  your  good  Souls,  that  you  think 
I  will  yourferious  and  great  Bufinefs  fcant 
Whenfheis  with  me  —  No,  when  light-wing'd  Toys 
Of  Feather 'd  Cupid>  feel  with  wanton  dulnefs 
My  fpeculative  and  offie'd  Instrument, 
That  my  Difports  corrupt  and  taint  my  Bufinefs  ; 
Let  Hoijfewiyes  make  a  Skillet  of  my  Helm, 
And  all  indign  and  bafe  Adverfities, 
Mike  head  againit  my  Eftimation. 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  (hall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  ftay  or  going  $  th' Affair  cries  hafte; 
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And  fpeed  muft  anfwer  it. 

Sen.  You  muft  away  to  Night. 

Oth.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Duke.  At  nine  i'th'  Morning  here  we'll  meet  again. 
Othello^  leave  fome  Offu.  r  behind, 
And  he  fhall  our  Comroiffiori  bring  to  you  ; 
And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpedfc 
As  doth  import  to  you. 

Oth.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient ; 
A  Man  he  is  of  haneftv  and  truft, 
To  his  Conveyance  I  aflign  my  Wife. 
With  what  elfe  needful,  your  good  Grace  fhall  think 
To  be  fent  after  fhe. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  (o  ; 
Good  Night  to  every  one.    And  Noble  Signior, 
If  Virtue  no.  delighted  Beauty  lack, 
Your  Son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than   b^ack. 

Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 

Bra.  Looktoher,  M)or,  if  thou  halt  Byes  to  fee; 
She  has  dcceiv'd  her  Father,  and  may  thee.  [Exit* 

Oth.  My  Life  upon  her  faith.    Honeft  J  ago* 
My  Defdemona  muft  I  leave  to  thee  ,• 
I  prethee  let  thy  Wife  attend  on  her. 
And  bring  them  after  in  their  be  ft  Advantage. 
Come,  Defdemona,  I  have  but  an  Hour 
Of  Love,  of  worldly  matter,  and  direction 
To  fpeak  with  thee.    We  muft  obey  the  time.  [Exit. 

Rod.  J  ago. 

J  ago.  What  fay  eft  thou,  noble  Heart  ? 

Rod.  Whn  will  I  do,  thinkeft  thou  ? 

Jago.  Why,  go  to  bed  and  deep. 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  my  k\h 

Jago.  If  th  >u  doft,  I  (hall  never  love  thee  after.  Why, 
thou  (illy  Gentleman  I 

Rod.  It  is  fillinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment;  and 
then  have  we  a  prefcription  to  djcy  when  Death  is  our 
Phyfician. 

Jago.  Oh  viilarous  I  I  have  Iook'd  upon  the  World  for 
four  irnes  Oven  Years,  and  ftnee  I  couM  diftinguifh  be- 
twixt a  Benefit  and  an  Injury,  I  never  found  Man  that 
knew  how  to  love  himfelf*  E'er  I  would  fay,  I  would  drown 
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my  felf  for  the  love  of  a  Gttinney-Wen,  I  would  change  my* 
Humanity  with  a  Baboon. 

Rod.  What  fhould  I  do,  I  confefs  it  is  my  fliame  to  be 
fo  fond,  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

J  ago.  Virtue  ?  a  Fig,  'tis  in  our  felves  that  we  are  thus 
or  thus.  Our  Bodies  are  our  Gardens,  to  the  which  our 
Wills  are  Gardiners.  So  that  if  we  will  plant  Nettles,  or 
fow  Lettice ;  fet  Hyflbp,  and  weed  up  Time ;  fupply  it 
with  one  gender  of  Herbs,  or  diftrad  it  with  many  ;  ei- 
ther have  it  fteril  with  Idlenefs,  or  manured  with  Induftry, 
why  the  Power  and  corrigible  Authority  of  this  lyes  in  our 
Wills.  If  the  Ballance  of  our  Lives  had  not  one  kale  of 
Reafon  to  poife  another  of  Senfuality,  the  blood  and  bafe- 
nefs  of  our  Natures  would  conduct  us  to  moft  prepofterous 
Conclufions.  But  we  have  Reafon,  to  cool  our  raging  Mo- 
tions, our  carnal  Stings,  our  unbitted  Lufts  ;  whereof  I  take 
this,  that  you  call  Love,  to  be  a  Seel;,  or  Syen. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Jago.  It  is  meerly  a  Luft  of  the  Blood,  and  a  Permiffion 
of  the  Will.  Come,  be  a  Man  :  Drown  thy  felf  ?  drown 
Cats  and  blind  Puppies.  I  have  profeft  me  thy  Friend, 
and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving,  with  Cables  of  per- 
durable tou->hnefs.  I  could  never  better  fteed  thee  than 
now.  Put  Mony  in  thy  Purfe ;  follow  thou  thefe  Wars, 
defeat  thy  Favour,  with  an  ufurped  Beard  ;  I  fay,  put 
Mony  in  thy  Purfe.  It  cannot  be  long  that  DefUemona 
fhould  continue  her  Love  to  the  Moor.  Put  Mony  in  thy 
Purfe  ■  nor  he  his  to  her.  It  was  a  violent  Commence- 

ment in  her,  and  thou  ill  alt  fee  an  anfwerable  Sequeftration, 
but  put  Mony  in  thy  Purfe.  Thefe  Moors  are  changeable  in  their 
Wills;  fill  thy  Purfe  with  Mony.  The  Food  that  to  him, 
now,  is  as  lufcious  as  Locufts,  (hall  to  him  fhortly  be  as  bit- 
ter as  Colcquintida.  She  muft  change  for  Youth  ;  when  (he 
is  fated  with  his  Body,  (he  will  find  the  Errors  of  her 
Choice.  Therefore  put  Mony  in  thy  Purfe.  If  thou  wilt 
needs  damn  thy  felf,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than  drown- 
ing. Mdke  all  the  Mony  chou  canft.  If  Sandimony  and 
a  frail  Vow  betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian  and  fuper-fubtle 
Venetian  be  not  too  hard  for  my  Wits,  and  all  the  Tribe  of 
Hi-li,  thoufhalt  enjoy  her ;  therefore  make  Mony.  A  pox  of 
drowning  thy  felf,  it  is  clean  out  of  the  way.  Seek  thou  rather 
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to  be  hang'd  in  compaffing  thy  Joy,   than  to  be  drown'd, 
and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  faft  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the 
Iflue  ? 

Jago.  Thou  art  fure  of  me  :  Go  make  Mony.  I  have 
told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again,  I  hate  the 
Moor.  My  Caufe  is  hearted ;  thine  hath  no  lefs  reafon. 
Let  us  be  conjunctive  hi  our  revenge  againft  him.  If  thou 
canft  cuckold  him,  thou  doft  thy  felf  a  Pieafure,  me  a  Sport. 
There  are  many  Events  in  the  womb  of  Time,  which  will 
be  delivered,  Traverfe,  go,  provide  thy  Mony.  We  will 
have  more  of  this  to  morrow.    Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  mall  we  meet  i'ttV  Morning  * 

Jago.  At  my  Lodging. 

Rod*  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes, 

Jago.  Go  to,  farewcl.    Do  you  hear,  Rodorigo  ? 

Rod.  I'll  fell  all  my  Land.  [£#/& 

Jago.  Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  Fool  my  Purfe ; 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  Knowledge  mould  profane, 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  fuch  a  Swain, 
But  for  my  Sport  and  Profit  :    I  hate  the  Moor, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  Sheets 
He  has  done  my  Office.  I  know  notif't  be  true  — 
But  I,  for  meer  fufpicion  in  that  kind, 

Will  do,  as  if  for  furety.  He  holds  me  well — 

The  better  fhall  my  Purpofe  v/ork  on  him  : 

CaJJio\  a  proper  Man  :  Let  me  fee  now, 

To  get  this  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  Will 

In  double  Knavery  - —  How  ?  how  ?  —  Let's  fee  — 

After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello's  Ears, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  Wife- . 

He  hath  a  Perfon,  and  a  fmooth  Difpofe 

To  be  fufpe&ed  ;  fram'd  to  make  Women  falfe. 

The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  Nature, 

That  thinks  Men  honeft,  that  but  feem  to  be  fo^ 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th*  Nofe 

As  AfTes  are  : 

I  have't —  it  isengendred —  Hell  and  Night 

Muft  bring  this  monflrous  Birth  to  the  World's  light. 

Kk  3  ACT* 
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ACT     II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE   The  Capital  City  of  Cyprus. 

Enter  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 
Mont.   \T7HAT  from  the  Cape,  can  youdifcernat  Sea! 
VV     i  Gent.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high  wrought 
Fiood ; 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  Heav'n  and  the  Main, 
Defcry  a  Sail. 

Mont.  Methinks  the  Wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  Land, 
A  fuller blaft  ne'er  (hook our  Battlements; 
If  it  hath  ruffhnd  fo  upon  the  Sea, 
What  Ribs  of  Oak,  when  Mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  Monies.  Whatfhallwe  hear  of  this? 

z  Gent.  A  Segregation  of  the  Turkifh  Fleet  ; 
For  do  hut  ftand  upon  the  foaming  Snore, 
The  chidden  Billow  feems  to  pelt  the  Clouds, 
The  wind-fhak'd  Surge,  with  high  and  monftrous  Main, 
Seems  to  caft  Water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  Guards  of  th'ever  fixed  Pole  ; 
I  never  did  like  moleftation  view 
On  the  enchafed  Flood. 

Mont.  If  that  the  Turkijb  Fleet, 
Be  not  iufbelter'd  and  embay "d,  they  are  drown'd  ; 
It  is  impoffible  to  bear  it  our. 

Enter  a  Gentleman* 

3  Gent.  New^,  Lads;  our  Wars  are  done  : 
The  defpe<ate  Tempeft  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  defignment  halts.  A  noble  Ship  of  Fernet 
FL'h  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fufferance 
On  mod  part  of  their  Fleet. 

Mont.  How  /  is  this  true  ? 

3  Gent.  TheShipisputin;  a  Feronejfo, Michael Cajfit, 
Lieutenant  of  the  Warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  fhore;  'he  Moor  himfeif's  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  full  Commiflion  here  for  Cyprus. 

Alont.  I  am  glad  on't;  'Tis  a  worthy  Governor. 

3  Gent.  Bur  this  hmtCaJJio,  though  he  fpeak  of  Comfort, 
Touch;nj  the  Turkifo  Lofs,  yet  he  looks  /adly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe;  for  they  were  parted 
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With  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

Mont.  Pray  Heav'ns  be  be  : 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  Man  commands 
Like  a  full  Soldier.  Let's  to  the  Sea-fide,  hoa, 
As  well  to  fee  the  VeiTel  that  comes  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  Eyes  for  brave  Othello, 
Even  'till  we  make  the  Main  and  th'  Erial  blue, 
An  indiftincl:  regard. 

Gent.  Come,  let's  do  fo  ; 
For  every  Minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  Arrivancr. 

Enter  Caffio. 
Caf.  Thanks  ycu,  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  IH?, 
That  fo  approve   the  Moor :    Oh  let  the  Heav'ns 
Give  him  Defence  againft  the  Elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  Sea. 
Mont.  Is  h.2  well  (hipp'd  f 
Caf.  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  timbered,  and  his  Pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  Allowance  , 
Therefore  my  hopef,  not  furfeited  to  Death, 
Stand  in  bold  Cure. 
JVithin.~]  A  Sail,  a  Sail,  a  Sail. 
Caf.  What  Noife  ? 

Gent.  The  Town  is  empty;  on  the  brow  o'th*  Sea 
Stand  ranks  of  People,  and  they  cry,   a  Sail. 

Caf.  My  hopes  do  fhape  him  for  the  Governor. 
Gent.  They  do  difcliarge  their  fhot  of  courtefie. 
Our  Friends  at  Ieaft. 

Caf,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  go  fonh, 
And  give  us  truth  who  'th  that  is  arrived. 

Gent.  I  (hall.  [£,v/>. 

Mont.  But,good  Lieutenant  Js your  General  wiv'd  ? 
Caf.  Moft  jortu  lately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  Maid 
That  paragons  D.  fcription,  and  wild  Fame  : 
One  that  excels  the  Quirks  cf  blazoning  Pens, 
And  in  thVffential  Vefture  of  Creation, 

Dj's  bear  an  Excellency 

Enter  Gentleman. 
How  now  f  who  has  put  in  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  antjajro,  Ancient  to  the  General. 

K  k  4  CaJ 
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Caf  H 'as  had  moft  favourable  and  happy  fpeed; 
Tempefts  themfelves,  high  Seas,  and  howling  Winds* 
The  gutter'd  Rocks,  and  congregated  Sands, 
Traitors  enfteep'd,  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  Keel, 
As  having  Senfe  of  Beauty  do  omit 
Their  mortal  Natures,  letting  go  fafely  by 
The  divine  Defdemona. 
Mont*  What  is  (he  ? 

Caf.  She  that  I  fpake  of,  our  great  Captain's  Captain  £ 
Left  in  the  Conduct  of  the  bold  Jago, 
Whofe  Footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  Sennight's  fpeed.   Great  Jove,  Othello  guard, 
,  And  fweli  his  Sail  with  thine  own  powerful  Breath, 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  Ship, 
Make  loves  quick  pants  in  Defdemonds  Arms, 
Give  renew'd  Fire  to  our  extinguifh'd  Spirits, 

And  give  all  Cyprus  comfort  •— •. — I 

Enter  Defdemona,  Jago,  Rodorigo,  and  iEmilia. 
Oh  behold  I 

The  Riches  of  the  Ship  is  come  on  more  : 
You  Men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  Knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  Lady  !  and  the  grace  of  Meav'n, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  Hand 
Enwheel  thee  round. 

Def  I  thank  you,  valiant  CaJ/to9 
What  Tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord? 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arriv'd,  nor  know  I  ought 
But  thit  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def  Oh  but  I  fear  - — -  how  loft  you  Company  ? 
Caf  Tiie  great  Contention  of  the  Sea  and  Skies 
Parted  our  Fellowlhip.    But  hark,  a  Sail  ! 
WithinJ]  A  Sail,  a  Sail. 

Gent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  Cittadel : 
This  iikewife  is  a  Friend. 

Caf  See  for  the  News  : 
Good  Ancient,    you  are  welcome.   Welcome,  Miflrefs 

\Jo  JEmilh. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  Patience,  good  Jago> 
That  I  extend  my  Manners.   'Tis  my  Breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  Shew  of  Courte/ie* 
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J  ago.  Sir,  would  fhe  give  you  fo  much  of  her  Lips, 
As  or  her  Tongue  fhe  oft  beftows  of  me, 
You  would  have  enough, 

Def.  Alas!  fhe  has  no  Speech. 

Jago.  In  faith,  too  much  ; 
I  find  it  ftill,  when  I  have  lilt  to  fleep  ; 
Marry  before  your  Ladifhip,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  Tongue  a  little  in  her  Heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

ts£mil.  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 

Jago.  Come  on,  come  on  ;  you  are  Pictures  out  of  Doors, 
Bells  in  your  Parlors,  Wild-Cats  in  your  Kitchens, 
Saints  in  your  Injuries,  Devils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  Hufwifery,  and  Hufwives  in  your  Beds. 

Def.  Oh,  fie  upon  thee,  Slanderer. 

J  Ago.  Nay,  it  is  true;  or  elfe  I  am  a  Turkj 
You  rife  to  play,  and  go  to  Bed  to  work. 

v£mil.  You  fhall  not  write  my  praife. 

Jago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Def.  What  wouldft  write  of  me,  if  thou  fhouldft  praifeme? 

Jago.  Oh  gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  to'r, 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  Critical. 

Def.  Come  on,  aiTay.     There's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour— 

J  ago.  Ay,  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry  ;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife ; 
Come,  how  wouldft  thou  praife  me? 

Jago.  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  Invention  comes 
from  my  Pate,  as  Birdlime  does  from  Freeze,  it  plucks 
out  Brains  and  all.  But  my  Mufe  labours,  and  thus  fhe  is 
delivered. 

//  floe  be  fair  and  wife^  fairnefs  and  wity 
The  one's  for  ufe,  the  other  ufeth  it. 

Def.  Well  prais'd  ;  how  if  fhe  be  black  and  witty? 

Jago.  If  floe  be  blacky  and  thereto  have  a  Wit, 
Shell  find  a  white  that  jhall  her  blacknefs  fit* 

Def.  Worfe  and  worfe. 

•s$mil.  How  if  fair  and  fbolilh  f 
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J  ago.  She  never  jet  was  foolifi  that  was  fair. 
For  even  her  Folly  helpt  her  to  an  Heir* 

Def.  Thefe  are  old  fond  Paradoxes,  to  make  Fools  laugh 
i'th'  Alehoufe.  What  miferable  Praife  haft  thou  for  her 
that's  foul  and  foolifh  ? 

J  ago.  There's  none  fo  foul  and  foolifo  thereunto, 
But  does  foul  Pranks,  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do. 

Def.  Oh  heavy  Ignorance  I  thou  praifeft  the  worft  befh 
But  what  Praife  couldft  thou  beftow  on  a  deferring  Wo- 
man indeed  \  One,  that  in  the  authority  of  her  Merit,  did 
juftly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  Malice  it  felk 

J  ago.   She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud, 
Had  Tongue  at  will,  and  jet  was  never  loud ; 
Never  lackt  Gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay, 
Fled  from  her  wifi,  and  yet  f aid  now  I  may ; 
She  that  being  anger  d,  her  Revenge  being  nigh, 
Bad  her  wrong  flay,  and  her  difpleafure  fly; 
She  that  in  Wifdom  never  was  Jo  frail 
To  change  the  Cod's  Head  for  the  Salmon's  Tail ; 
She  that  could  thinly  and  neer  difclofe  her  Mind, 
See  Suitors  following,  and  not  look,  behind', 
She  was  a  Wight,  (tf  ever  fuch  Wight  were,) 

Def  To  do  what? 

Jago,  Tofuckle  Fools,  and  Chronicle  fmall  Beer. 

Def  Oh  moft  lame  and  impotent  Conclufion.  Do  not 
learn  of  him,  Emilia,  tho5  he  be  thy  Husband.  How 
fay  you,  Caffio,  is  he  not  a  moft  profane  and  liberal  Coun- 
felior  ? 

Caf  He  fpeaks  home,  Madam,  you  may  re li ill  him  more 
in  the  Soldier,  than  in  the  Scholar. 

Jago.  Afide^\  He  takes  her  by  the  Palm ;  ay,  well  faid-— 
whifper— With  as  little  a  Web  as  thi>,  will  I  enfnare  as  great 
a  Fly  as  Caffio.  Ay,  fmile  upon  her,  do — I  will  gyve  thee  in 
thine  own  Courtfhip.  You  fay  true,  'tis  fo  indeed— If  fuch 
Tricks  as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenancy,  it  had 
been  better  you  bad  not  kifs'd  your  three  Fingers  fo  oft, 
which  now  a^ain  you  are  moft  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in.  Very 
good — well  kifs'd,  and  excellent  Curtefie — 'tis  fo  indeed-— 
Vet  a°ain- — your  Fingers  to  your  Lips?  Would  they  were 

Clifter- 
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Clifter-pipes  for  your  fake.  \Trumpet» 

The  Moor,  I  know  his  Trumpet, 

Caf.  'Tis  truly  fo. 

Def.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

Caf  Lo,  where  he  comes ! 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  O  my  fair  Warrior! 

Def.  My  dear  Othello. 

Oth.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  Content, 
To  fee  you  here  before  me.     Oh  my  Soul's  Joy ! 
If  after  every  Tempeft  come  fuch  Calms, 
May  the  Winds  blow,  'till  they  have  waken'd  Death : 
And  let  the  labouring  Bark  climb  Hills  of  Seas 
Olympus  high;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  Hell's  from  Heav'n.     If  it  were  now  to  dye, 
'Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy  ;  for  I  fear 
My  Soul  hath  her  Coarent  fo  abfolute, 
That  not  another  Comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate, 

Def.  The  Heav'ns  forbid, 
But  that  our  Loves  and  Comforts  fhould  increafe, 
Even  as  our  D^ys  do  grow. 

Oth.  Amen  to  that,  fweet  Powers! 
I  cannot  fpcak  enough  of  this  Content, 
It  flops  me  here  :  It  is  too  much  of  Joy, 
And  this  and  this  the  greateft  Difcords  be  \K*$>ng  her* 

That  e'er  our  Hearts  fhall  make, 

Jaqjo.  Oh  you  are  well  tun'd  now ;  but  I'll  fet  down  the 
Pegs  that  make  this  Mufick,  as  honeft  as  I  ani.  [Afidc. 

Oth.  Come,  let  us  to  the  Cattle. 
News,  Friends,  our  Wars  are  done  ;  the  Turks  are  drown 'd. 
How  does  my  old  Acquaintance  of  this  Ifle? 
Honey,  you  (hall  ke  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus, 
I  have  found  great  Love  amongft  them.  O  my  Sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fafliion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  Comforts.     I  prethee,  good  Jago, 
Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difembark  my  Coffers: 
Bring  thou  the  Mafter  to  the  Cittadel, 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinefs 
Does  challenge  much  refpeft.    Come,  Defdemona, 

Once 
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Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Exeunt  Othello  and  Defdemona^ 

Jago.  Do  you  meet  me  prefently  at  the  Harbour.  Come 
thither,  if  thou  be'ft  valiant ;  as  they  fay,  bafe  Men  being 
in  Love,  have  then  a  Nobility  in  their  Natures,  more  than 
is  native  to  them — lift  me;  the  Lieutenant  to  Night  watches 
on  the  Court  of  Guard.  Firft,  I  rnuft  tell  thee  this :  Def- 
demona  is  directly  in  Love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him?  why,  'tis  not  poflible. 

Jago.  Lay  thy  Fingers  thus;  and  let  thy  Soul  be  inftruft- 
ed.  Mark  me  with  what  Violence  ihe  lov'd  the  Moor,  but 
for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantaftical  Lies.  To  love 
him  ftill  for  prating,  let  not  thy  difcreet  Heart  think  it. 
Her  Eye  muft  be  fed.  And  what  Delight  (hall  ihe  have  to 
look  on  the  Devil  f  When  the  Blood  is  made  dull  with 
the  Aft  of  Sport,  there  fliould  be  a  game  to  inflame  it, 
and  to  give  fatiety  a  frefh  Appetite  ;  Lovelinefs  in  favour, 
Sympathy  in  Years,  Manners,  and  Beauties :  All  which 
the  Moor  is  defective  in.  Now  for  want  of  thefe  re- 
quir'd  Conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs  will  find  it 
felf  abus'd,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  difrelifh  and  abhor 
the  Moor  ;  very  Nature  will  inftruft  her  in  it,  and  com- 
pel  her  to  fome  fecond  choice.  Now,  Sir,  this  granted, 
(as  it  is  a  mod  pregnant  and  unforc'd  Pofition)  who  (lands 
fo  eminent  in  the  degree  of  this  Fortune,  as  CaJJio  does  :  A 
Knave  very  voluble  ;  no  further  Confcionable,  than  in 
putting  on  the  meer  form  of  Civil  and  Human  feeming, 
for  the  better  cornpafs  of  his  Salt,  and  moft  hidden  loofe 
AfFeftion  ?  Why  none,  why  none.  A  flippery  and  fubtle 
Knave,  a  finder  of  Occafions;  that  has  an  Eye  can  fhmp 
and  counterfeit  Advantages,  though  true  Advantage  never 
prefent  it  felf.  A  Devilifti  Knave  !  befides,  the  Knave  is 
handfom,  young,  and  hath  aH  thofe  Rcquifites  in  him,  that 
folly  and  green  Minds  look  after.  A  peftilent  compleat 
Knave !  and  the  Woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  flie'sfull  of  moftblefsM 
Condition. 

Jago.  Blefs'd  Figs  end.  The  Wine  fhe  drinks  is  made 
of  Grapes.  If  fhe  had  been  blefs'd,  (he  would  never  have 
lov'd  the  Moor  :   Blefs'd  pudding.     Didft  thou  not  fee 

her 
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her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  Hand  ?    Didft  not  mark 
that  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did  ;  but  that  was  but  Courtefie. 

Jago.  Letchery  by  this  Hand  :  An  Index,  and  obfcure 
Prologue  to  the  Hiftory  of  Luft,  and  foul  Thoughts.  They 
met  fo  near  with  their  Lips,  that  their  Breaths  embrac'd 
together.  Villanous  Thoughts,  Rodorigo,  when  thefe  Mu- 
tabilities fo  marfhal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  Ma- 
fter,  and  main  Ex^rcife,  th*  incorporate  Conclufion  :  Pifti— 
But,  Sir,  be  you  rul'd  by  me.  I  have  brought  you  from 
Venice.  Watch  you  to  Night;  for  the  Command,  I'lllay'c 
upon  you.  CaJJio  knows  you  not ;  I'll  not  be  far  from  you. 
Do  you  find  fome  Occafion  to  anger  CaJJioy  either  by  fpeak- 
ing  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  Difcipline,  or  from  what  o~ 
ther  courfe  you  pleafe,  which  the  time  ihall  more  favourably 
minifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

Jago.  Sir,  he's  Rafh,  and  very  fudden  in  Choler:  And 
happily  may  ftrike  at  you,  provoke  him  that  he  may  ;  for 
even  out  of  that  will  I  caufe  thefe  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny. 
Whofe  Qualification  (hall  come  into  no  true  tafte  again, 
but  by  difplanting  of  CaJJio.  So  (hall  you  have  a  fhorter 
journey  to  your  Defires,  by  the  means  I  fhall  then  have 
to  prefer  them.  And  the  Impediment  moft  profitably  re- 
moved, without  the  which  there  were  no  expectation  of 
our  Profperity. 

Rod.  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  Oppor- 
tunity. 

Jago.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Citta- 
del.   I  muft  fetch  his  NecefTaries  alhore.     Farewel. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Jago.  That  CaJJio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe't : 
That  me  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  Credit. 
The  Moor,  howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, 
Is  of  a  conftant,  loving,  noble  Nature, 
And  I  dare  think,  hell  prove  to  Defdemona, 
A  moft  dear  Husband.     Now  I  do  love  her  too, 
Not  out  of  abfolute  Luft,  though  peradventure 
I  Hand  accountant  for  as  great  a  Sin, 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  Revenge, 

For 
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For  that  I  do  fufpe&  the  lufty  Moor 

Hath  leapt  into  my  Seat.     The  Thoughts  whereofj 

Doth,  like  a  poifonous  Mineral,  gnaw  my  Inwards; 

And  nothing  can,  or  (hall  content  my  Soul 

Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  Wife  for  Wife : 

Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor, 

At  lead  into  a  Jealoufie  fo  ftron#, 

That  Judgment  cannot  cure.     Which  thing  to  do, 

If  this  poor  Traill  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace 

For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on, 

I'll  have  our  Michael  Cajjio  on  the  hip, 

Abufe  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  right  garb, 

For  I  fear  Cajjio  with  my  Night  Cap  too, 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me$ 

For  making  him  egregioufly  an  Afs, 

And  pra&ifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

Even  to  madnefr.     'Tis  here but  yet  confus'd, 

Knaveries  plain  Face,  is  never  feen,  'till  us'd.  [Exit* 

Enter  Herald,  with  a  Proclamation, 

Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  Noble  and  Valiant  Ge- 
neral; that  upon  certain  Tidings  now  arriv'd,  importing  the 
meer  Perdition  of  the  Turkift  Fleet,  every  Man  put  him- 
felf  into  triumph.  Some  to  dance,  fome  to  make  Bone- 
fires,  each  Man  to  what  Sport  and  Revels  his  addiction 
leads  him.  For  befides  thefe  beneficial  News,  it  is  the  Ce- 
lebration of  his  Nuptial.  So  much  was  his  pleafure  mould 
be  proclaimed.  AH  Offices  are  open,  and  there  is  full  liber- 
ty of  Feafting,  from  this  prefent  hour  of  five,  'till  the  Bell 
have  toll'd  eleven. 

Blefs  the  Ifle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  Noble  General  Othello. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Caflio,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  Guard  to  Night* 
Let's  teach  our  felves  that  honourable  flop, 
Not  to  out-fport  Difcretion. 

Caf.  Jago  hath  direction  what  to  do. 
But  notwithstanding  with  my  perfonal  Eye^ 
Will  I  look  to't. 

Oth.  J  ago  is  mod  honell: : 
Michael,  good  Night.     To  Morrow  with  your  earliefr, 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you.     Come,  my  dear  Love, 

The 
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The  Purchace  made,  the  Fruits  are  to  enfue, 
That  Profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. 
Good  Night.  [Exit. 

Enter  Jago. 

Caf.  Welcome,  Jago  ;  we  muft  to  the  Watch. 

Jago.  Not  this  hour,  Lieutenant:  'Tis  not  yet  ten  o'th' 
Clock.  Our  General  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his 
Defdemona  :  Whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame  ;  he  hath 
not  yet  made  wanton  the  Night  with  her  :  And  (he  is  fport 
for  Jove. 

Caf.  She's  a  moft  exquifite  Lady. 

Jago.  And  I'll  warrant  her  full  of  Game. 

Caf.  Indeed  (he's  a  mod  frefti  and  delicate  Creature. 

Jago.  What  an  Eye  me  has  f 
Methinks  it  founds  a  Parley  to  Provocation. 

Caf.  An  inviting  Eye  ; 
And  yet  methinks  right  modefr. 

Jago.  And  when  fhe  fpeaks, 
Is  it  not  an  Alarum  to  Love  ? 

Caf  She  is  indeed  Perfection. 

Jago.  Well,  Happioefs  to  their  Sheets :  Come,  Lieutenant, 
I  have  a  ftoop  of  Wine,  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of 
Cyprus  Gallants,  that  would  fain  have  a  meafure  to  the  Health 
of  black  Othello. 

Caf.  Not  to  Night,  good  Jago  :  I  have  very  poor  and 
unhappy  Brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wifh  Courtefie 
would  invent  fame  other  cuftom  of  Entertainment. 

Jago.  Oh,  they  are  our  Friends:  But  one  Cup  I'll  drink 
for  you. 

Caf  I  have  drunk  but  one  Cup  to  Night,  and  that  was 
craftily  qualified  too:  And  behold  what  Innovation  it  makes 
here.  I  am  infortunate  in  the  Infirmity,  and  dare  not  task 
my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

Jago.  What,  Man  ?  'tis  a  Night  of  Revels,  the  Gallants 
defire  it. 

Caf  Where  are  they  ? 

Jago.  Here,  at  the  Door ;  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 
Caf  Pll  do'r,  but  it  diflikes  me.  [Exit  Caflio. 

Jago.  If  I  can  faften  but  one  Cup  upon  him, 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  Night  already, 
He'll  be  as  full  of  Quarrel,  and  Offence, 

As 
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As  my  young  Miftrefs's  Dog. 
Now,  my  fick  Fool,  Rodorigo, 
Whom  Love  hath  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out, 
To  Defdemona  hath  to  Night  carouz'd, 
Potations,  pottle-deep  ;  and  he's  to  watch. 
Three  elfe  of  Cyprus,  Noble  fwelling  Spirits, 
That  hold  their  Honours' in  a  wary  diftance, 
The  very  Elements  of  this  warlike  Ifle, 
Have  I  to  Night  flufter'd  with  flowing  Cups, 
And  they  watch  too.     Now  'mongft  this  flock  of  Drunkards, 
Am  I  to  put  our  CaJJio  in  fome  Action 
That  may  offend  the  Ifle.     But  here  they  come. 
Enter  Caflio,  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 
If  Confequence  do  but  approve  my  Dream, 
My  Boat  fails  freely,  both  with  Wind  and  Stream.1 

Caf  Tore  Heav'n,  they  have  given  me  a  rowfe  already. 

Mon.  Good  faith  a  little  one  :  Not  paft  a  Pint,  as  I  am  a 
Soldier. 

Jago*  Some  Wine  ho  I  [Jag°  ,/%£'• 

And  let  me  the  Cannakjn  clinks  clinks 

And  let  me  the  Cannakjn  clink. 

A  Soldier's  a  Man  ;  Oh,  Man's  Life's  bm  a  Span} 

Why  then  let  a  Soldier  drink. 

Some  Wine,  Boys. 

pi  Caf,  'Fore  Heav'n,  an  excellent  Song, 

Jago.  I  learn'd  it  in  England :  Where  indeed  they  are 
mod  potent  in  Potting.  Your  Dane,  your  German,  and 
your  fwag-belly'd  Hollander, — drink  ho — are  nothing  to  your 
Engli/b. 

Caf  Is  your  Englifhman  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking  ? 

Jago,  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility,  your  Dane 
dead  Drunk.  He  fwears  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain. 
He  gives  your  Hollander  a  Vomit,  e'er  the  next  Pottle  can 
be  fill'd. 

Caf  To  the  Health  of  our  General. 

Mon,  lam  for  it,  Lieutenant:  And  Til  do  you  Juftice. 

J lago.  Oh  fweet  England. 

King  Stephen  was  and-*  worthy  Peer, 

His  Breeches  cofl  him  bm  a  Crown, 

He  held  them  fix  Pence  all  too  dear, 

With  that  he  calld  the  Tailor  Lown  s  tie 
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He  was  a  Wight  of  high  Renown^ 
And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree  : 
}Tts  Pride  that  fulls  the  Country  down. 
And  take  thy  awCd  Cloak^about  thee* 

Some  Wine  ho. 

Caf.  Why  this  is  a  more  exquifite  Song  than  the 
other. 

Jago.  Will  you  hear't  again  ? 

Caf  No  ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  Place, 
that  does  thofe  things.  Well-— Heaven's  above  all ;  and 
there  be  Souls  muft  be  faved,  and  there  be  Souls  muft  not 
be  faved. 

Jago.  Ic's  true,  good  Lieutenant. 

Caf.  For  mine  own  part,  no  offence  to  the  General,  nor 
any  Man  of  Quality ;  I  hope  to  be  faved. 

Jago.  And  fo  do  I  too,  Lieutenant. 

Caf.  Ay,  but  by  your  leave,  not  before  me.  The  Lieu- 
tenant is  to  be  faved  before  the  Ancient.  Let's  have  no  more 
of  this;  let's  to  our  Affairs.  Forgive  our  Sins— -Gentlemen, 
let's  look  to  our  Bufinefs.  Do  not  think,  Gentlemen,  I  am 
Drunk  :  This  is  my  Ancient,  this  is  my  right  Hand,  and 
this  is  my  left.  I  am  not  drunk  now ;  I  can  ftand  well  e- 
nough,  and  I  (peak  well  enough. 

Gent.  Excellent  well. 

Caf.  Why  very  well  then ;  you  muft  not  think  then,  that 
I  am  drunk. 

Mon.  To  the  Platform,  Mafters,  come,  let's  fee  the 
Watch. 

Jago.  You  fee  this  Fellow  that  is  gone  before, 
He  is  a  Soldier,  fit  to  ftand  by  C<tfary 
And  give  direction.     And  do  but  fee  his  Vice, 
*Tis  to  his  Virtues  a  juft  Equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th*  other.     'Tis  pity  of  him; 
I  fear  the  Truft  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  fome  odd  time  of  his  Infirmity, 
Will  fhake  this  Ifland. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus. 

Jago.  'Tis  evermore  his  Prologue  to  his  Sleep, 
He'll  watch  the  Horologue  a  double  Set, 

Vo l.  V.  LI  If 
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If  drink  rock  not  his  Cradle. 

Mom.  It  were  well 
The  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it  : 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  Nature 
Prizes  the  Virtue  that  appears  in  Caffio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  Evils:   Is  not  this  true? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 
Jago.  How  now,  Rodorigo  ! 
I  pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant,  go. 

Mont.  And  'tis  great  pky  that  the  Noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  own  Second, 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  Infirmity; 
It  were  an  honeft  Action,  to  fay  fo 
To  the  Moor. 

Jago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  Ifland; 
I  do  love  Caffio  well,  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  Evil.     But  hark,  what  Noife? 
Enter  Caffio  purfuing  Rodorigo. 
Caf.  You  Rogue !  you  Rafcal  ? 
Mon.  What's  the  Matter,  Lieutenant? 
Caf.  A  Knave  teach  me  my  Duty  ?  Ill  beat  the 
Knave  into  a  Twiggen  Bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me« 

Caf  Doft  thou  prate,  Rogue  ? 

Mon.  Nay,  good  Lieutenant ;  [Staying  him. 

I  pray  you,  Sir,  hold  your  Hand. 

Caf.  Let  me  go,  Sir,  or  111  know  you  o'er  the  Mazzard. 
Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Caf  Drunk? [They fight. 

J  ago.   Away  I  fay,  go  out  and  <ry  a  Mutiny. 

[Exit  Rodorigo. 

Nay,  good  Lieutenant- Alas,  Gentlemen- . 

Help  ho  I—Lieutenant Sir  Montano—— 

Help  Matters !  Here's  a  goodly  Watch  indeed 

Who's  that  which  rings  the  Bell — Diablo,  ho  I 

[Bell  rings* 
The  Town  will  rife.     Fie,  fie,  Lieutenant  I 
You  will  be  fham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 
Oth.  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mon. 
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Mon>  I  bleed  ftilJ,  I  am  hurt,  but  not  to  th*  Death. 

Oth.  Hold  for  your  Lives. 

Jago.  Hold  ho !  Lieutenant—  Sir— Montano— Gentlemen-*- 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  Senfe  and  Duty? 
Hold.     The  General  fpeaks  to  you — hold  for  fhame 

Oth,  Why  how  now  ho?  From  whence  arifeth  this  ? 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks*  and  to  our  felves  do  that 
Which  Heav'n  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites. 
For  Chriftian  fhame,  put  by  this  barbarous  Brawl ; 
He  that  ftirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  Rage, 
Holds  his  Soul  light :  He  dies  upon  his  Motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety.     What  is  the  matter,  Mailers? 
Honefl  Jttgo*  that  looks  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak :  Who  began  this  \  On  thy  Love  I  charge  thee  ? 

Jagp.  I  do  not  know  ;  Friends  all,  but  now,  even  now 
In  Quarter,  and  in  terms  like  Bride  and  Groom 
Devefting  them  for  Bed  ;  and  then,  but  now— • 
As  if  fome  Planet  had  unwitted  Men, 
Sword  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  Breafts, 
In  oppofltion  bloody.     I  cannot  fpeak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevifh  odds. 
And  would  in  Action  glorious,  I  had  loft 
Thofe  Legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

Oth.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot  \ 

Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Oth.  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  to  be  civil: 
The  gravity  and  ftillnefsof  your  Youth, 
The  World  hath  noted.     And  your  Name  is  great 
In  Mouths  of  wifefr.  cenfure.     What's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  Reputation  thus, 
And  fpend  your  rich  Opinion,  for  the  Name 
Of  a  Night-brawler  ?  give  me  anfwer  to  it. 

Mon.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  Danger  5 
Your  Officer,  Jago,  can  inform  you, 
While  I  fpare  Speech,  which  fomethingnow  offeads  me» 
Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  I  ought, 
By  me  that's  faid  or  done  amifs  this  Night, 
Unlefs  Self-charity  be  fometimes  a  Vice, 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  Sin, 

LI  z  When 
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When  Violence  aflails  us. 

Oth.  Now,  by  Heav'n, 
My  Blood  begins  my  fafer  Guides  to  rule, 
And  Paflion,  having  my  bed  Judgment  choler'd, 
Allays  to  fcad  the  way.     If  I  once  ftir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  Arm,  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  Rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  Rout  began  ?  Who  fet  it  on? 
And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  this  Offence, 
Tho'  he  had  twin'd  with  me,  both  at  a  Birth, 
Shall  loofe  me.     What  in  a  Town  of  War, 
Yet  wild,  the  Peoples  Hearts  brim-full  of  fear, 
To  manage  private  and  domeftick  Quarrel? 
In  Night,  and  on  the  Court  and  Guard  of  fafety  ? 
'Tis  monftrous.  Jago,  who  began't? 

Mon.  If  partially  affin'd,  or  league  in  Office, 
Thou  doft  deliver  more  or  lefs  than  Truth, 
Thou  art  no  Soldier. 

Jago.  Touch  me  not  fo  near; 
I  had  rather  have  this  Tongue  cut  from  my  Mouth, 
Than  it  mould  do  offence  to  Michael  Cafflo. 
Yet  I  perfwade  my  felf,  to  fpeak  fo  the  Truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.     This  it  is,  General : 
Montano  and  my  felf  being  in  Speech, 
There  comes  a  Fellow,  crying  out  for  help, 
And  Caffio  following  him  with  determin'd  Sword, 
To  execute  upon  him.     Sir,  this  Gentleman 
Steps  into  Caffio,  and  intreats  his  paufe; 
My  felf  the  crying  Fellow  did  pur  me, 
Left  by  his  Clamour,  as  it  fo  fell  out, 
The  Town  might  fall  in  fright.   He,  fwift  of  Foot, 
Out-ran  my  purpofe:  And  I  return'd  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  clink,  and  fall  of  Swords, 
And  Caffio,  high  in  Oath;  which 'till  to  Night 
I  ne'er  might  fay  before.     When  I  came  back, 
For  this  was  brief,  I  found  them  clofe  together 
At  blow,  and  thruft,  even  as  again  they  were 
When  you  your  felf  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report, 
But  Men  are  Men  ;  the  beft  fometimes  forget; 
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Tho'  CaJJio  did  fome  fome  little  wrong  to  him, 
As  Men  in  rage,  ftrike  thofe  that  wifh  them  befT, 
Yet  Curdy  CaJJio,  I  believe,  receiv'd 
From  him  that  fled,  fome  ftrange  indignity, 
Which  Patience  could  not  pafs. 

Oth.  I  know,   J  ago, 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  Matter, 
Making  it  light  to  CaJJio  :  CaJJio^  I  love  thee, 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 

Enter  Dcfdemona  attended. 
Look  if  my  gentle  Love  be  not  rais'd  up  : 
1*11  mike  thee  an  Example, 

Def.  Whit's  the  matter,  Dear? 

Oth.    All's  well,  Sweeting; 
Come,  a    ay  to  Bed.     Sir,  for  your  hurts 
My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon.     Lead  him  off : 
Jago,  look  with  caie  about  the  Town, 
And  ill  nee  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawl  diffracted. 
Come,  Defdemona,  'tis  the  Soldiers  Life, 
To  have  their  balmy  Slumbers  wak'd  with  Strife.     \Exeunt. 
Manent  Jago  ^WCaflio. 

Jago.  What,  are  you  fiuf,  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  Ay,  part  all  Surgery. 

Jago.  Marry,  Heav\i  forbid. 

Caf.  Reputation,  Reputation,  Reputation  !  Oh  I  have 
loft  my  Reputation  !  I  have  loft  the  immortal  part  of  my 
felf,  and  what  remains  is  b.ftiaU  My  Reputation,  Jago, 
my  Reputation 

Jago.  As  I  am  an  honeft  Man,  I  had  thought  you  had 
received  fome  bodily  wound  ;  there  is  more  Senfe  in  that 
tlun  in  Reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle,  and  moft  falfe 
Impoluion  ;  oft  got  without  merit,  and  loft  without  de- 
ferving.  You  have  loft  no  Reputation  at  all,  unkfs  you 
repute  your  felf  fuch  a  lofer.  What  Man— —there  are 
more  ways  to  recover  the  General  again.  You  are  but  now 
caft  in  his  Mood,  a  punifhment  more  in  Policy,  than  in 
Malice,  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  ofFencelefs  Dog  to 
affright  an  imperious  Lion.  Sue  to  him  again,  and  he's 
yours.  J^ 

LI  5  Caf 
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C*f  I  will  ratber  fue  to  be  defpis'd,  than  to  deceive 
fo  good  a  Commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and 
fo  indifcreet  an  Officer.  Drunk  ?  and  fpeak,  Parrot  ?  And. 
fquabble  ?  Swagger  I  Swear  ?  And  difcourfe  Fuftian  with 
ones  own  Shadow  ?  O  thou  invifible  Spirit  of  Wine  ! 
if  thou  haft  no  Name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee 
Devil. 

Jago.  What  was  he  that  you  folio  w'd  with  your  Sword  ? 
what  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not. 

Jago.  Is't  poffible  ? 

Caf.  I  remember  a  Mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  diftind- 
ly:  A  Quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  Ob,  that  Men  fhould 
put  an  Enemy  in  their  Mouths,  to  fteal  away  their  Brains  I 
That  we  fhould  with  joy,  pleafance,  revel  and  applaufe, 
transform  our  felves  into  Beafb. 

Jago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough :  How  came 
you  thus  recover'd  f 

Caf.  It  hath  pleas'd  the  Devil,  Drunkennefs,  to  give  place 
to  the  Devil,  Wrath  ;  one  unperfe&nefs  Ihews  me  another, 
to  make  me  frankly  defpife  my  felf. 

Jago.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  Moraller.  As  the  Time, 
the  Place,  and  the  Condition  of  this  Country  ftands,  I  could 
heartily  wi(h  this  had  not  befaln:  But  fince.it  is,  as  it  is, 
mend  it  for  your  own  Good. 

Caf  I  will  ask  him  for  my  Place  again,  he  ill  all  tell  me, 
I  am  a  Drunkard  ?  Had  I  as  many  Mouths  as  Hydra,  fuch 
an  anfwer  would  ftop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  fenllble  Man, 
by  and  by  a  Fool,  and  prefently  a  Beaft.  Oh  ftrange  ! 
Every  inordinate  Cup  is  unblefs'd,  and  the  Ingredient  is  a 
Devil. 

Jago.  Come,  come,  good  Wine  is  a  good  familiar 
Creature,  if  it  be  well  us'd  :  Exclaim  no  more  againft 
it.  And,  good  Lieutenant,  I  think,  you  think  I  love 
you. 

Caf.  I  have  well  approv'd  it,  Sir.    I  drunk  ! 

Jago.  You,  or  any  Man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  a  time, 
Man.  I  tell  you  what  you  (hall  do  t^^pur  General's  Wife 
is  now  the  General.  I  may  fay  fo,  in  this  refpect,  for 
that  he  hath  devoted,  and  given  up  himfelf  to  the  Conr 
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templation,  mark,  and  Devotement  of  her  Parts  and 
Graces.  Confefs  your  felf  freely  to  her  :  Importune  her 
help,  to  put  you  in  your  Place  again.  She  is  of  fo  {recy  fo 
kind,  fo  apt,  fo  bleiled  a  Difpofition,  fhe  holds  it  a  Vicq 
in  her  Goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than  flic  is  requefted. 
This  broken  Joint  between  you  and  her  Husband,  intreat 
her  to  fplinter.  And  my  Fortunes  againft  any  lay  worth 
naming,  this  crack  of  your  Love,  lhall  grow  ftronger  than 
it  was  before. 

Caf  You  advife  me  well. 

Jago.  I  proteft  in  the  fincerity  of  Love,  and  honeft 
Kindnefs. 

Caf.  I  think  it  freely  :  And  betimes  in  the  Morning, 
I  will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake  for 
me :  I  am  defperate  of  my  Fortunes  if  they  check  me. 

Jago.  You  are  in  the  right :  Good  Night,  Lieutenant,  I 
muft  to  the  Watch. 

Caf.  Good  Night,  honeft  Jago.  \_Exit  Caffio. 

Jago.  And  what's  he  then,  that  fays  I  play  the  Villain  I 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  givc9  and  honeft, 
Probable  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  again.     For  'tis  moll:  caiie, 
Th'  inclining  Bejdemona  to  fubdue 
In  any  honeft  Suir.     She's  fram'd  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  Elements,     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  were't  to  renounce  his  Baptifm, 
All  Seals  and  Symbols  of  redeemed  Sin, 
His  Soul  is  fo  enfetrer'd  to  her  Love, 
That  flie  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  fhe  lift, 
Even  as  her  Appetite  fhall  play  the  God     < 
With  his  weak  Function.     How  am  I  then  a  Villain, 
To  counfel  Caffio  to  this  parallel  courfe, 
Dire&Iy  to  his  good  ?  Divinity  of  HelJ, 
When  Devils  will  their  blackeft  Sins  put  on, 
They  do  fuggeft  at  firft  with  heav'nly  Shews, 
As  I  do  now.     For  while  this  honeft  Fool 
Plies  Defdcmona,  to  repair  his  Fortune, 
And  fhe  for  him,  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor, 
I'll  pour  this  Peftilence  into  his  Ear  : 
That  flie  repeals  him,  for  her  Body's  Luft, 
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And  by  how  much  fhe  ftrives  to  do  him  good, 

She  fhall  undo  her  Credit  with  the  Moor. 

So  will  I  turn  her  Virtue  into  pitch, 

And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  Net, 

That  (hall  enmafli  them  all. 

How  now,  Rodorigo  f 

Enter  Rodorigo. 
Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  Chace,  not  like  a  Hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  Cry.  My  Mony  is  al- 
moft  fpent ;  I  have  been  to  Night  exceedingly  well  cudgel- 
led ;  and  I  think  the  IfTue  will  be,  I  fhall  have  fo  much  Ex- 
perience for  my  Pains ;  and  fo  with  no  Mony  at  all,  and  a 
little  more  Wit,  return  again  to  Venice. 

Jago.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience? 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  know 'ft  we  work  by  Wit,  and  not  by  Witchcraft ; 
And  Wit  depends  on  dilatory  time : 
Doll:  not  go  well .?  Caffio  hath  beaten  thee, 
And  thou  by  that  fmall  hurt  haft  cafhier'd  Caffio : 
Tho'  other  things  grow  fair  againft  the  Sun, 
Yet  Fruits  thatblofTom  firft,  will  firft  be  ripe: 
Content  thy  felf  a  while.     In  troth  'tis  Morning; 
Pleafure  and  Action  make  the  hours  feem  ftiort. 
Retire  thee;  go  where  thou  art  Billetted  : 
Away,  I  fay,  thou  ihalt  know  more  hereafter: 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.  [Exit  Rodorigo. 

Two  things  are  to  be  done  ; 
My  Wife  muft  move  for  Caffio  to  her  Miftrefs  : 
I'll  fet  her  on  my  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  Caffio  find 
Sollicking  his  Wife  :  Ay,  that's  the  way  : 
Dull  not  Device,  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  [Exit. 
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ACT    III.      SCENE    L 
SCENE  Othello^  Talace. 

Enter  Caflio,  Mtt(icianst  and  Clown, 

Caf  "\ fl"  Afters,  play  here,  I  will  content  your  Pains, 

1VX   Something  that's   brief;    and   bid    good   mor- 
row, General. 

Clown.  Why,   Matters,  have  your  Inftruments  been  in 
JVaples,  that  they  fpeak  i'th'  Nofe  thus  ? 
Muf  How,  Sir,  how  ? 

Clown.  Arc  thefe,  I  pray  you,  wind  Inftruments  ? 
Muf  Ay,  marry  are  they,  Sir. 
Clown.   Oh,  thereby  hangs  a  Tale. 
Muf  Whereby  hangs  a  Tale,  Sir  ? 
Clown.    Marry,    Sir,  by  many  a  wind  Inftrument  that  I 
know.   But,  Matters,  here's  Mony  for  you  :   And  the  Ge- 
neral fo  likes  your  Mufick,  that  he  defires  you  for  loves 
Sake  to  make  no  Noife  with  it. 
Muf  Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clown.  If  you  have  any  Mufick  that  may  not  be  heard, 
to't  again.  Bur,  as  they  fay,  to  hear  Mufick,  the  Gene- 
ral does  not  greatly  care. 

Muf.  We  have  none  fuch,  Sir. 

Clown*  Then  put  up  your  Pipes  in  your  Bag,  for  I'll  away. 
Go,  vanifh  into  Air,  away.  [Exit  Muf. 

Caf.  Doft  thou  hear  me,  mine  honeft  Friend  f 
Clown,  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  Friend  ;  I  hear  you. 
Caf  Prethee,  keep  up  thy  Quillets,  there's  a  poor  piece 
of  Gold  for  thee  :    If  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the 
General's  Wife  be  ftirring,  tell  her  there's  one  CaJJio  entreats 
of  her  a  little  Favour  of  Speech.    Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clown.  She  is  ftirring,  Sir,  if  ftie  will  ftir  hither,  I  (hall 
feem  to  notifie  unto  her.  [Exit  Clown. 

Caf  Do  my  good  Friend. 

Enter  Jago. 
In  happy  time,  Jago. 

J*gQ*  You  have  not  been  a-bed  then  ? 

Caf 
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Caf.  Why,  no  >  the  day  had  broke  before  we  parted. 
I  have  made  bold,  Jago9  to  fend  in  to  your  Wife ; 
My  fuit  to  her  is,  that  (he  will  to  virtuous  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fome  accefs. 

Jago.  I'll  fend  her  to  you  prefently  : 
And  I'll  devife  a  Mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  Converfe  and  Bufinefs 
May  be  more  free.  [Exit. 

Caf  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.     I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  hone  ft. 

Enter  Emilia. 

<ls£mU.  Good  morrow,  good  Lieutenant,  I  am  forry 
For  your  Difpleafure  ;  but  all  will  fure  be  well. 
The  General  and  his  Wife  are  talking  of  it ; 
And  (he  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly.   The  Moof  replies  ,• 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  Fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  Affinity  ;  and  that  in  wholfom  Wifdom 
He  might  not  but  refufe  you.  But  he  protefts  he  loves  you, 
And  needs  no  other  Suitor  but  his  likings, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf.  Yet,  I  befeech  you, 
If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
Give  me  Advantage  of  fome  brief  Difcourfe 
With  Defdemon  alone. 

lALmiL  Pray,  come  in  ; 
I  will  beftow  you  where  you  (hall  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  Bofom  freely. 

Caf.   I  am  much  bound  to  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello,  J  ago,  and  Gentlemen. 

Oth.  Thefe  Letters  give,  Jago,  to  the  Pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  Duties  to  the  Senate  ; 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  Works, 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Jago.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  do't. 

Oth.  This  Fortification,  Gentlemen,  mail  we  feeh  ? 

Gwu  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfliip.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Defdemona,  Caffio,  and  ^Emilia. 

Def  Be  thou  affur'd,  good  Cajfio.  I  will  do 
All  my  Abilities  m  thy  behalf. 

ts£mil.  Good  Madam,  do  ; 
I  warrant  it  grieves  my  Husband, 
As  if  the  Caufe  were  his, 

Def  Oh  that's  an  honcft  Fellow;  do  not  doubt,  Cajfw* 
But  I  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf  Bounteous  Madam, 
Whatever  (hall  become  of  Michael  CaJJlo, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  Servant. 

Def.  I  know't,  I  thank  you ;  you  do  love  my  Lord, 
Yuu  have  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  alTur'd, 
He  fhall  in  ftrangenefs  ftand  no  farther  off, 
Than  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Caf  Ay,  but  Lady, 
That  Policy  may  either  laft  fo  long, 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  waterifh  Diet, 
Or  breed  it  felf  fo  out  of  Circumftances, 
That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fupply'd, 
My  General  will  forget  my  Love  and  Service. 

Def  Do  not  doubt  that;   before  *ALmilia  here, 
I  give  thee  Warrant  of  thy  place.    Allure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  Friendfhip,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  laft  Article.   My  Lord  fhall  never  reft, 
I'll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  Patience; 
His  Bed  (hall  feem  a  School,  his  Boord  a  Shrift, 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  do's 
With  Cajfios  fuit :  Therefore  be  merry,  Caffto, 
For  thy  Sollicitor  fhall  rather  die, 
.Than  give  thy  Caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello  and  Jago. 

v£mil.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 

Caf  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave, 

J)ef  Why  flay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Caf 
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C*fi  Madam,  not  now ;  I  am  very  ill  at  eafe. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 

Def  Well,  do  your  difcretion.  [Exit  Caffio, 

Jago.  Hah  *  I  like  not  that.  g 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay  ?  * 

Jago.  Nothing,  my  Lord;  or  if  ■  I  know  not  what. 

Oth.  Was  not  that  Caffio  parted  from  my  Wife  t 
Jago.  CaJJioy  my  Lord  I  No  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  fteal  away  fo  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

Oth.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 
Def.  How  now,  my  Lord? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  Suitor  here, 
A  Man  that  languishes  in  your  Difpleafure. 
Oth.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 
Def.  Why  your  Lieutenant  CaJJio,  good  my  Lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take. 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  Ignorance,  and  not  in  Cunning, 
I  hive  no  judgment  in  an  honeft  Face. 
I  prethee  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Went  he  hence  now  ? 
Def.  In  footh,  fo  humbled, 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  Grief  with  me 
To  fufTer  with  him.    Good  Love,  call  him  bade. 
Oth.  Not  now,  (weetDefdemona,  fome  other  time. 
Def.  But  ftiali't  be  fhortly  ? 
Oth.  The  fooner,  Sweet,  for  you. 
Def  Shall't  be  to  Night,  at  Supper  § 
Oth.  No,  not  to  Night. 
Def  To  morrow  Dinner  then  .? 
Oth.  I  fhall  not  dine  at  home  : 
I  meet  the  Captains  at  the  Citadel. 

Def  Why  then  to  morrow  Night,  onTuefday  morn, 
On  Tuefday  noon,  or  night ;  on  Wednefday  morn. 
I  prethee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  Days ;  in  faith  he's  Penitent : 
And  yet  his  Trefpafs,  in  our  common  Reafoni 
Save  that  they  fay  the  Wars  mud  make  Example, 

Out 
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Out  of  their  beft,  is  not  almoft  a  Fault 
T'incur  a  private  check.    When  (hall  he.come  ? 
Tell  me,    Othello.    I  wonder  in  my  Soul 
What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  would  deny, 
Or  (land  fomam'ringon?  What/  MichaelCaJJio  /—  - 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you  ;  and  fo  many  a  time 
When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifingly 
Hath  ta'en  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  ?   Truft  me,  I  could  do  much  — — 

Oth.  Prethee  no  more,  let  him  come  when  he  will) 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Def.  Why,  this  is  not  a  Boon  : 
'Tis  as  I  (hould  entreat  you  wear  your  Gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourifhing  Dimes,  or  keep  you  warm, 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  Prcflt 
To  your  Perfon.     Nay,  when  I  have  fuit, 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  Love  indeed, 
It  (hall  be  full  of  Poize,  and  difficult  weight, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 
Whereon  I  do  befeech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
tTo  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  No:  Farewel,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  Farewel,   my  Defdemona,  I'll  come  to  thee  flraight. 

Def.  *ALmilia>  come  ;  be  as  your  Fancies  teach  you : 
Whate'er  you  be,  I  am  obedient.  [Exit. 

Oth.  Excellent  Wretch!  Perdition  catch  my  Soul, 
But  I  do  love  thee;  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Jago.  My  noble  Lord. 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay,  Jago  f 

J -a go.  Did  Michael  CaJJIo, 
When  you  woo'd  my  Lady,  know  of  your  Love  \ 

Oth.  He  did,  from  firft  to  laft  ; 
Why  doft  thou  askf 

Jago.  But  for  a  Satisfaftion  of  my  Thought, 
No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Jago  f 

Jago.  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  it. 

Oth,  O  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft, 

J*£9. 
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Jago.  Indeed!  ■« 

Oth.  Indeed!  Ay,  indeed.  Difcern'ft  thou  ought  of  that  f 
Is  he  not  honeft  ? 

Jago.  Honeft,  my  Lord  \ 

Oth.  Honeft?  Ay,  Honeft, 

Jago.  My  Lord,  for  ought  I  know, 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 

Jago.  Think,  my  Lord  ! 

Oth.  Think,  my  Lord  !  Alas,  thou  eccho'ft  me ; 
As  if  there  were  fome  Monfter  in  thy  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  fhe  wn.Thou  doft  mean  fomething : 

I  heard  thee  fay  even  now,  thou  lik'ft  not  that.* 

When  Caffio  left  my  Wife.    What  did'ft  not  like  ? 
And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  Counfel, 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing ;  thou  cried'ft,  indeed  ? 
And  didft  contract  and  purfe  thy  Brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  fhut  up  in  thy  Brain 
Some  horrible  Conceit :  If  thou  doft  love  me 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Jago.  My  Lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Oth.  I  think  thou  doft  : 
And  for  I  know  thou'rt  full  of  Love  and  Honefty, 
And  weigh'ft  thy  Words  before  thou  giv'ft  them  Breath, 
Therefore  thefe  flops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more  : 
For  fuch  things,  in  a  falfe  difloyal  Knave, 
Are  tricks  of  Cuftom  ;  but  in  a  Man  that's  juft, 
They're  cold  Dilations  working  from  the  Heart, 
That  Paflion  cannot  rule. 

Jago.  For  Michael  CaJJio, 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think,  that  he  is  honeft. 

Oth.  I  think  fo  too. 

Jago.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem, 
Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none. 

Oth.  Certain,  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem. 

Jago.  Why,  then  I  think  Cajfio's  an  honeft  Man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this. 
I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, 
As  thou  doft  ruminate,  and  give  thy  worft  of  thoughts,' 
The  worft  of  Words. 

Jago. 
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Jago.  Good,  my  Lord,  pardon  me. 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  Ad  of  Duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that,  all  Slaves  are  free  to  ; 
Utter  my  Thoughts !  —  Why  fay  they  are  vild  and  falfe  ? 
As,  where's  that  Palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not?  Who  has  that  Breaftfo  pure, 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  Lcets,  and  Law-days,  and  in  SeiTions  fit 
V/ith  Meditations  lawful  f 

Oth.  Thou  doft  confpire  againft  thy  Friend,  Jago% 
If  thou  but  think'ft  him  wrong'd,  andmak'fthisEar 
A  Stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jago.  I  do  befeech  you, 
Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  Guefs, 
As  I  confefs  it  is  my  Nature's  Plague 
To  fpie  into  abufes,  and  of  my  Jealoufie 
Shapes  Faults  that  are  nor,  that  your  Wifdom, 
From  one  that  fo  imperfe&ly  Conceits, 
Would  take  no  Notice,  nor  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  fcattering,  and  unfure  Obfervance  : 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  Manhood,  Honefty  and  Wifdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  Thoughts. 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Jago.  Good  Name  in  Man  and  Woman,  dear  my  Lord, 
Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  their  Souls ; 
Who    fteals   my  Purfe  fteals  tram,  'tis   fomething,    no* 

thing  ; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  Slave  to  thoufands ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  Name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Oth.  I'll  know  thy  Thoughts  — - 

Jago.  You  cannot,  if  my  Heart  were  in  your  Hand, 
Nor  (hall  not,  whilft  'tis  in  my  Cuftody. 

Oth.  Ha  I 

Jago.  Oh,  beware,  my  Lord,  of  Jealoufiei 
It  is  the  green-ev'd  Monfter,  which  doth  mock 
The  Meat  it  feeds  on.  That  Cuckold  lives  in  Blifs, 
Who,  certain  of  his  Fate,  loves  not  his  wronger  ? 
But  oh,  what  damned  Minutes  tells  he  o'er, 

Who 
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Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  fufpe&s,  yet  flrongly  loves  I 

Oth.  O  Mifery  ! 

Jago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 
But  Riches  rinelefs,  is  as  poor  as  Winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  fhall  be  poor ; 
Good  Heav'n  !  the  Souls  of  all  my  Tribe  defend 
From  Jealoufie. 

Oth.  Why  *  Why  is  this  ? 
Think'fr  thou  Pd  make  a  Life  of  Jealoufie  ? 
To  follow  ftill  the  Changes  of  the  Moon> 
With  frefti  Sufpicions  ?  No  ;  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  once  to  be  refolv'd  :  Exchange  me  for  a  Goat, 
When  I  (hall  turn  the  Bufinefs  of  my  Soul 
To  fuch  exufflicate,  and  blown  Surmifes, 
Matching  thy  inference :  *Tis  not  to  make  me  Jealous, 
1  ofay  my  Wife  is  Fair,  feeds  well,  loves  Company, 
Is  free  of  Speech,  fings,  p]ays,  and  dances  well ; 
Where  Virtue  is,  thefe  are  moft  virtuous. 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  Merits,  will  I  draw 
The  fmalleft  Fear,  or  doubt  of  her  Revolt, 
For  fhe  had  Eyes,  and  chofe  me.   No,  Jago9 
I'll  fee  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  ; 
And  on  the  proof  there  is  no  more  but  this, 
Away  at  once  with  Love,  or  Jealoufie. 

Jago.  I  am  glad  of  this;  fornowlfhallhavereafon 
To  fhew  the  Love  and  Duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  Spirit.   Therefor^;  as  I  am  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me.    I  fpeak  not  yet  of  Proof : 
Look  to  your  Wife,  obferve  her  well  with  Caffio, 
Wear  your  Eyes,  thus ;  not  Jealous,  nor  Secure  ; 
I  would  not  have  your  free,  and  noble  Nature, 
Out  of  Self-bounty  be  abus'd  ;  look  to't. 
I  know  our  Country  difpofition  well ; 
In  Venice,  they  do  let  Heav'n  fee  the  Pranks 
They  dare  not  (hew  their  Husbands,  their  bed  Confcience^ 
Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  but  kept  unknown, 

Oth.  Doft  thou  fay  fo  \ 

Jago.  She  did  deceive  her  Father,  marrying  you, 

And  when  fhefeem'd  to  (hake,  and  fear  your  looks, 

She  lov'd  them  moft. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  And  fo  ihe  did, 
Jago.  Why,  go  to  then; 
She  that  fo  young  could  give  out  fuch  a  Teeming 
To  feal  her  Father's  Eyes  up,  clofe  as  Oak— - 
He  thought  'twas  Witchcraft—- 
But  I  am  much  to  blame  : 
I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 
Jago.  I  fee  this  hath  a  little  dafrYd  your  Spirits* 
Oth.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 
Jago.  Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has : 
I  hope  you  will  confider,  what  is  fpoke 
Com  es  from  my  Love.    But  I  do  fee  you're  mov'd— 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  (train  my  Speech 
To  groffer  IfTues,  nor  to  larger  Reach, 
Than  to  Sufpicion. 
Oth.l  will  not. 

Jago.  Should  you  do  fo,    my  Lord, 
My  Speech  ftiould  fall  into  fuch  vild  Succefs, 
Which  my  Thoughts  aim'd  not  at.  Cajjio's  my  worthy  Friend  % 
My  Lord,  I  fee  you're  mov'd- — 

Oth.  No,  not  much  mov'd  .  -. 

I  do  not  think  but  Defdemonas  honefr. 

Jago.  Long  live  fhe  fo  ;   and  long  live  you  to  think  fo. 
Oth.  And  yet  how  Nature  erring  from  it  feif-— 
Jago.  Ay,  there's  the  point;  — -  as,  to  heboid  with  you  ; 
Not  to  affect  many  propofed  Matches 
Of  her  own  Clime,  Complexion  and  Degree, 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things,  Nature  tends : 
Foh !  one  may  fmell  in  fuch,  a  Will  moll:  rank, 
Foul  Difproportions,  Thoughts  unnatural. 
Bur,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  in  Pofition 
Diftin&ly  fpeak  of  her,  tho'  I  may  fear 
Her  Will,  recoiling  to  her  better  Judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  Country  Forms, 
And  happily  repent. 

Oth.  Farewel,  farewel; 
If  more  thou  doft  perceive,  let  me  know  more  : 
Set  on  thy  Wife  to  obferve.     Leave  me,  Jago. 

Vol.    V.  Mm  Jago. 
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Jago.  My  Lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [Going. 

Oth.  Why  did  £  marry  ? 
This  honeft  Creature,  doubtlefs, 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more  than  he  unfolds, 

Jago.  My  Lord,  I  would  I  might  intreat  your  Honour 
To  lean  this  thing  no  farther  ;  leave  it  to  time  : 
Altho'  'tis  fit  that  Cajjlo  have  his  Place, 
For  fure  he  fills  it  up  with  great  Ability, 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  put  him  off  a  while, 
You  mall  by  that  perceive  him,  and  his  means; 
Note,  if  your  Lady  drain  his  Entertainment 
With  any  ftrong,  or  vehement  importunity, 
M.ich  will  be  feen  in  that.     In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufie  in  my  fears, 
As  worthy  caufe  I  have  to  fear  I  am, 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  Honour, 
Oth.  Fear  not  my  Government. ' 

Jago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Oth.  This  Fellow's  of  exceeding  honeft y, 
And  knows  all  Quantities,  with  a  learn'd  Spirit, 
Of  human  dealings.  -  If  I  do  prove  her  Haggard, 
Tho?  that  her  JtiTes  were  my  dear  Heart- firings,  f  -p 

I'd  wbiftle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
To  p/ey  at  Fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  hive  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  Convention, 
That  Chambertrs  have;  or  for  I  am  declin'd 

Into  the  vale  of  Years,  yet  that's  not  much 

She's  gone,  I  am  abus'd,  and  my  relief 

Mufl:  be  to  loath  her.     Oh  Curie  of  Marriage  ! 

That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  Creatures  ours, 

And  not  their  Appetites  !  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 

And  Jive  upon  the  Vapour  of  a  Dungeon, 

Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love, 

For  others  ufes.     Yet  'tis  the  plague  to  Great-ones, 

Prerog3tiv'd  are  they  lefs  than  the  Bafe, 

Tis  deftir-y  unfh unable  like  Death  ; 

E  en  then,  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 

When  we  do  quicken.     Look  where  (he  comes! 

Enter  Defdemona  and  iEmilia. 
If  me  be  fait,  O  then  Heav'n  mocks  it  f;lf ; 

HI 
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I'll  not  believ't. 

Def  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  f 
Your  Dinner,  and  the  generous  Wanders, 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  pretence. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

Def  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  faintly  } 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth.  I  kave  a  pain  upon  my  Forehead  here. ' 

Def  Why,  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again. 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth.  Your  Napkin  is  too  little  ; 

[_She  drops  her  Handkerchief. 
Let  it  alone  :  Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Def.  I  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well. 

v£mil.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  Napkin  ; 
This  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor; 
My  wayward  Husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  Ileal  it.     But  (lie  10  loves  the  Token, 
For  he  conjur'd  her,  ihc  (hould  ever  keep  it, 
That  (hereferves  it  evermore  about  h£r, 
To  kifs  and  talk  to.     I'll  have  the  woik  ta'en  out, 
And  givztjago  >  what  he  will  do  with  it, 
Heav'n  knows,  not  I : 
I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  Fantafie. 

Enter  Jago. 

Jag:  How  now  ?  What  do  you  here  alone  ? 

*s£mil.  Do  not  you  chide ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

Jago.  You  have  a  thir.g  for  me  ? 
It  is  a  common  thing— 

v£mtl.  Hah  ? 

Jago.  To  have  a  foolifh  Wife. 

ts£mil.  Oh,  is  that  all  ?  what  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  fame  Handkerchief? 

Jago.  What  Handkerchief  ? 

tsEmiL  What  Handkerchief? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona, 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  iteal. 

Jago.  Haft  ftollen  it  from  her? 

ty£mil.  No;  but  (he  let  it  drop  by  Ne^ 'igence, 

Mm  z  And 
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And  to  th'  Advantage,  I  being  here,  took't  up : 
Look,  here  'tis. 

Jago.  A  good  Wench,  give  it  me. 

<u£ml:  What  will  you  do  with'r,  you  have  been  fo  ear- 
ncit  to  have  me  fi'rch  it?  |3W 

Jago.  Why,  what  is  that  to  you  ?  \Snatchingit. 

*s£mil.  If  it  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import, 
Givc't  me  again.     Poor  Lady,  (he'll  run  mad, 
When  (he  (hall  lack  it. 

Jago.  Be  not  acknown  on't : 
I  have  ufe  for  it.     Go,  leave  me-—  [ExitJEmil 

I  will  in  Cajfio's  Lodging  lofe  this  Napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it.     Trifles  light  as  Air 
Are  to  the  jealous,  Confirmatioi  s  ftrong,  .  3(j 

As-pf'oofs  of  holy  Writ.     This  may  do  fomething. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  Poifons, 
Dangerous  Conceits  are  in  their  natures  Poifons* 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  diftafte: 
But  with  a  little  ad:  upon  the  Blood, 
Burn  like  the  Mines  of  Sulphur.     I  did  fay  fo. 

Enter  Othello. 
Look,  where  he  comes !  not  Poppy,  norMandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowfie  Syrups  of  the  World, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fweet  Sleep, 
Which  thou  ow'dft.  yefterday. 

Oth.  Ha !  ha !  falfe  to  me  ! 

Jago*  Why,  how  now,  General ;  no  more  of  that. 

Oth.  Avant,  be  gone  ;  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  Rack  ; 
I  (wear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus*d> 
Than  but  to  know  a  little. 

Jago.  How  now,  my  Lord? 

Oth.  What  fcent  had  I,  in  her  floln  hours  of  Lufl? 
I  faw  it  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me  : 
Iflept  the  next  Night  well,  fed  well,  was  free  and  merry, 
I  found  not  CaJJio%%  KiiTcs  on. her  Lips; 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftoln, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

Jago.  I  am  forry  to  hear.  this. 

Oth.  I  had  been  happy  if  the  general  Camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tafted  her  fweet  Body, 

So 
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So  I  had  nothing  known.     Oh  now,  for  ever 
Farewel  the  tranquil  Mind.     Farewel  Content ; 
Farewel  the  plumed  Troops,  and  the  big  Wars, 
That  make  Ambition  Virtue  !  Oh  farewel, 
Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  fhrill  Trump, 
The  Spirit-ftirring  Drum,  th}  Ear-piercing  Fife, 
The  Royal  Banner,  and  all  Quality, 
Pride,  Pomp,  and  Circumftance  of  glorious  War: 
And  O  you  mortal  Engines,  whofe  rude  Throats 
Th*  immortal  Jove's  dread  Clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewel  I  Othello's  Occupation's  gone. 

Jago.  Is'cpoflible,  my  Lord  ? 

Oth.  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  Whore; 
Be  fure  of  it :    Give  me  the  Ocular  Proof, 

[Catching  hold  on  him. 
Or  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  Soul, 
Thou  hadft  been  better  have  been  born  a  Dog, 
Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

Jago.  Is't  come  to  this  ? 

Oth.  Make  me  to  fee't,  or,  at  the  leaf!,  fo  prove  it, 
That  the  probation  bear  no  Hinge,  nor  Loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  :  Or  woe  upon  thy  Life. 

J  ago.  My  Noble  Lord. 

Oth.  If  thou  doft  flander  her,  and  torture  me, 
Never  pray  more  ;  abandon  all  Remorfe 
On  horrors  Head,  horrors  accumulate, 
Do  Deeds  to  make  Heav'n  weep,  all  Earth  amaz'd; 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  Damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that. 

Jago.  O  Grace !  O  Heav'n  forgive  me ! 
Are  you  a  Man?   Have  you  a  Soul?  OrSenfe? 
God  be  wi'  you  :  Take  mine  Office.     Oh  wretched  Fool, 
That  lov'ft  to  make  thine  Honefty  a  Vice! 
Ohmonftrous  World  I  Take  note,  take  note,  O  World, 
To  be  dired;  and  honeft,  is  notfafe. 
I  thank  you  for  this  Profit,  and  from  hence 
I'll  love  no  Friend,  fith  Love  breeds  fuch  Offence, 

Oth.  Nay  ftay- — thou  fhouldft  be  honeir — 

Jago.  I  fhould  be  wife,  for  honefty's  a  Fool, 
And  lofes  that  it  works  for. 

M  m  3  Otk 
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Oth.  By  the  World, 
I  think  my  Wife  is  honefl,  and  think  (he  is  not; 
I  think  that  thou  art  jcft,  ^and  think  thou  art  not  ; 
I'll  have  fome  proof.     My  Name  that  was  as  frefh 
As  Dians  Vifage,  is  now  bcgrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  Face.     If  there  be  Cords  or  Knive?, 
Poifon,  or  Fire,  or  fuffocating  Stream?, 
Fil  not  endure  ir.     Would  I  were  fatisfied  ! 

Jago.  I  fee  you  are  eaten  up  with  Paffion  : 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you, 
You  would  be  fatisfied  I 

Oth.  Would,  nay,  and  I  will. 

J  ago.  And  may ;  but  now  ?  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord? 
Would  you  the  fuper-vifion  grody  gape  on? 
Behold  i-ier  topp'd? 

Oth.  Death,  and  Damnation!  Oh! ■ 

J  ago*  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think, 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profpeel: :  Damn  them  then, 
If  ever  mortal  Eyes  do  fee  them  bolftcr 
More  than  their  own.     What  then  ?  how  then  I 
What  mall  I  fay?   Where's  Satisfaaion  ? 
It  is  impoilible  you  mould  fte  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  as  hot  as  Monkeys, 
As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pride,  and  Fools  as  grofs 
As  Ignorance,  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  fay, 
If  Imputation  and  flrong  Circumllances, 
Which  lead  diredly  to  the  door  of  Tn  th, 
Will  give  you  Satisfaction,  you  might  have't. 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reafon  fhe's  difloyah 

Jago.  I  do  net  like  the  Office; 
But  hth  I  am  entred  in  this  Caufefo  far, 
Prick'd  tc't  by  fooliih  Honefty  and  Love, 
I  will  go  or.     I  lay  with  Caffio  lately, 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  Tooth, 
I  could  not  deep.     There  are  a  kind  of  Men, 
So  loofe  of  Soul,  that  in  their  S  <  eps  will  mutter 
Their  Affairs  ;  one  of  this  kind  is  CaJJioi 
In  flr.ep  I  heard  him  fay,  fweet  Defdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  Loves 
And  then?  Sir3  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  Hand, 
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Cry-— oh  fweet  Creature- — then  kifs  me  hard, 

As  if  he  pluckt  up  Kiffes  by  the  Roots, 

That  grew  upon  my  Lips,  lay  his  Leg  o'er  my  Thigh, 

And  figh  and  kifs,  and  then  cry  curled  Fate, 

That  gave  thee  to  the  Moor. 

Oth.  O  monftrous  !  monftrous  I 

Jago*  Nay  this  was  but  his  Dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gone  ConcIuGon, 
'Tis  a  fhrewd  doubt,  tho'  it  be  but  a  Dream. 

Jago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  Proofs, 
That  do  demonftrate  thinly. 

Oth.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Jago.  Nay  yet  be  wife,  yet  we  fee  nothing  done; 
She  may  behoneft  yet:  Tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a  Handkerchief 
Spotted  with  Strawberries,  in  youi  Wife's  Hand  ? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one;    'twas  my  firft  Gift. 

Jago.  I  know  not  that ;  but  fuch  a  Handkerchief, 
I  am  lure  it  was  your  Wife's,  did  I  to  Day 
See  Cajjlo  wipe  his  Beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that — 

Jago.  If  it  be  thar,  or  any,  if  'twas  hers, 
It  (peaks  againft  her  with  the  other  Proofs. 

Oth.   O  that  the  Slave  had  forty  thoufand  Lives! 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  Revenge. 
Now  do  I  fee  'tis  true.     Look  here,  Jago, 
All  my  fond  Love  thus  do  I  blow  to  Hezv'n*     3Tis  gone  ; 
Arife  black  Vengeance  from  the  hollow  hldl, 
Yield  up,  O  Love,  thy  Crown  and  hearted  Throne 
To  tyrannous  Hate.     Swell  pofom  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  Afpicks Tongues. 

Jago.  Yet  be  content. 

Oth.  O  Blood,  Blood,  Blood 

Jago.  Patience  I  fay ;  your  Mind  may  change. 

Oth.  Never,  Jago.     Like  to  the  Pontic^  Sea, 
Whofe  Icy  Currenr,  and  compuifiveCourfe, 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  Ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontickj  and  the  Hellefpont  : 
Even  fo  my  bloody  Thoughts,  with  violent  pace 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  tbb  to  humble  Love, 

Mui  4  'Tilf 
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Till  that  a  capable,  and  wide  Revenge  %i  \*w&) 

Swallow  them  up.     Now  by  yond  marble  Heav'n, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  facred  Vow,  [He.  kneels. 

I  here  engage  my  Words —  ym  b'yom 

J  ago.  Do  not  rife  yet:  [Jago  kneels. 

Witnefs  your  ever-burning  Lights  above,  0\3T 

You  Elements  that  clip  us  round  about, 
Witnefs  that  here  Jago  doth  give  up  * 

The  Execution  of  his  Wit,  Hands,  Heart,  ^ 

To  wrong'd  Othello's  Service.     Let  him  command, 
And  to  obey  fhall  be  in  me  remorfe, 
What  bloody  Bufinefs  ever. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  Love,  aA 

Not  with  vainThanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  infhnt  put  thee  toV. 
Within  thefe  three  Djys  let  me  hear  thee  fay, 
That  Caffws  not  alive. 

Jago.  My  Friend  is  dead : 
Tis  done  at  your  requefh     But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her  lewd  Minx!  O  damn  her,  damn  her!  1 
Come  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw 
To  fur  nidi  me  withfpme  fwift  means  of  Death 
For  the  fair  Devil.     Now  art  thou  my  Lieutenanto  woH 
Jago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Defdem©na,   iEmilia,  and  Clown. 
Def.    Do   you  know,    Sirrah,    where   Lieutenant    CaJJIo 
yes  ? 

1     Clown.  I  dare  net  fay  he  lies  any  where. 
Def.  Why  Man  ? 

Clown.  He's  a  Soldier,  and  for  me  to  fay  a  Soldier  lies, 
'tis  (tabbing. 

Def.  Goto;  where  lodges  he  ,p  IT 

Clown.  To  "tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 
I  lie. 

Def.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 
Clown.  I  knew  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  devife 
a  Lodging,  and  fay  he  lyes  here,  or  he  lyes  there,  were  to  lie 
in  mine  own  Throat. 

Def.  Can   you  enquire  him  out  ?    and   be  edified  by 
report  ? 

Clown* 
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Clown.  I  will  Catechize  the  World  for  him,  that  is,  make 
Queftions,  and  by  them  Anfwer. 

Def.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither  ;    tell  him,  I  have 
mov'd  my  Lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 

Clown.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  Compafs  of  Man's  Wit, 
and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  of  it.     [Exit  Clown. 
Def.  Where  ftiould   I  lofe  the    Handkerchief,   *s£mi- 
lia  f 

v£miL  I  know  nor,  Madam. 
Def.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  loft  my  purfe 
Full  of  Cruzadoes.   And  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenefs, 
As  jealous  Creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 
ts£mil.  Is  he  not  Jealous  ? 
Dejl  Who  he?  I  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  fuch  Humors  from  him. 
v£mil.  Look  where  he  comes. 
Def.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  'till  CaJJio  be 
Caird  to  him.  How  is't  with  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Enter  Othello. 
Oth.  Well,  my  good  Lady.   Oh  hardnefs  to  difTemble  ! 
How  do  you,  Defdemona  ? 
Def.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  Hand;  this  Hand  is  moift,  ray  Lady- 
Def  It  yet  hath  felt  no  Age,  nor  known  no  Sorrow. 
Oth.  This  argues  Fruitfulnefs,  and  liberal  Heart; 
Hot,  hot,  and  moift—- this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequefter  from  Liberty  ;   Fatting,  and  Prayer, 
Much  Caftigation,  Exercife  devour, 
For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  Devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels :  'Tis  a  good  Hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Def.  You  may,  indeed,  fay  fo  ; 
For  'twas  that  Hand  that  gave  away  my  Heart. 

Oth.  A  liberal  Hand.  The  hearts  of  old,  gave  hands; 
But  our  new  Heraldry  is  Hands,  not  Hearts. 

Def  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this ;  come,  now  your  Promife. 
Oth.  What  promife,  Chuck  ? 
Def  I  have  fent  to  bid  CaJJio  come  fpeak  with  you. 
Qth.  I  have  a  fait  and  forry  Rheum  offends  me  ; 

Lend 
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Lend  me  thy  Handkerchief. 
Def  Here,  my  Lord. 
Oth.  That  which  I  gave  you. 
Def.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth.  Not  ?  

Def.  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 
Oth.  That's  a  fault.    That  Handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  Mother   give  ; 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  Thoughts  of  People.  She  told  her,  while  (he  kept  ks 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  fubdue  my  Father 
Intirely  to  her  love  ;  but  if  (he  loft  it, 
Or  made  a  Gift  of  it,  my  Father's  Eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  Spirits  fliould  hunt 
After  new  Fancies.    She,  dying,  gave  it  me, 
And  bid  me,  when  my  Fate  would  have  me  wiv'd, 
To  give  it  her.    I  did  fo,  and  take  heed  on't; 
Make  it  a  Darling,  like  your  precious  Eye  ; 
To  loos't,  or  give't  away,  were  ifuch  Perdition, 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

Def.  Is't  poffible  ? 

Oth.  'Tistrue;  there's  Magicfc  in  the  Web  of  it ; 
A  Sjbill  that  had  numbred  in  the  World 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  CompafTes, 
In  her  prophetick  Fury  fow'd  the  work  : 
The  Worms  were  hallowed,  that  did  breed  the  Silk, 
And  it  was  dy'd  in  Mummey,  which  the  skilful 
Conferv'd  of  Maidens  Hearts. 

Def  Indeed  I  is't  true  ? 

Oth.  Mod  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Def  Then  would  to  Heav'n,  that  I  had  never  feenY 

Oth.  Ha  ?  wherefore  ? 

Def  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly,  and  rafh  * 

Oth.  Is't  loft  ?  is't  gone  ?  Speak,  is'c  out  o'th3  wav  ? 

Def  Blefs  us  /  

Oth.  Say  you  ?  M 

Def  It  is  n  t  loft;  but  what  and  if  it  were? 

Oth.  How  ? 

Def  I  fay  it  is  not  loft. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  fee't. 

Def 
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Def.  Why  fo  I  can,  Sir,  but  I  will  not  now  : 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  Suit, 
Pray  you  let  CaJJio  be  receiv'd  again. 

Oth.   Fetch  me  the  Handkerchief  — .  my  mind  mif- 

gives  — 

Def.   Come,  come ;  you'll  never  meet  a  more  fuffieient 
Man. 

Oth.  The  Handkerchief  ■ 

Def.  A  Man  that  all  his  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  Fortunes  on  your  Love  ; 
Shard  Dangers  with  you. 

Oth.  The  Handkerchief  ■  , 

Def.  Infooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away.  [Exit  Othello. 

*s£mil.  Is  not  this  Man  jealous  ? 

Def.  I  never  faw  this  before. 
Sure  there's  fome  v/onder  in  this  Handkerchief, 
I  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

v£mil.  'Tis  not  a  Year  or  two  fhews  us  a  Man: 
They  are  all  but  Stomachs,  and  we  all  but  Food, 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full 
They  belch  us. 

Enter  Jago,  and  Caflio. 
Look  you,  Caffio9  and  my  Husband. 

Jago.  There  is  no  other  way,  'tisflie  muftdo't; 
And  To  the  happinefs ;  go  and  importune  her. 

Def.    How    now,   good  Cajfio,    what's  the  News  with 
you  .? 

Caf  Madam,  my  former  Suit.  I  do  befeech  you, 
That  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exift,  and  be  a  Member  of  his  Love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  Office  of  my  Heart 
Intirely  honour.    I  would  not  be  delay'd  ; 
If  my  Offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind, 
That  not  my  Service  pafr,  nor  prefent  Sorrows, 
Nor  purpos'd  Merit  in  Futurity, 
Can  ranfom  me  into  his  Love  again  ; 
But  to  know  (oy  muft  be  my  Benefit  ; 
So  (hall  I  cloath  me  in  a  fore'd  content, 
And  (hut  my  fdf  up  in  fome  other  Courfe, 
f  o  Fortunes  Alms. 

Def. 
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Def.  AUs  i  thrice  gentle  Caffio, 
My  Advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
My  Lord,  is  not  my  Lord ;  nor  fhould  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  Favour,  as  in  Humour  altered. 
So  help  me  every  Spirit  fan&ified, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  beft, 
And  flood  within  the  blank  of  his  Difpleafure, 
For  my  free  Speech.    You  muft  a  while  be  patient ; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will 
Than  for  my  felf  I  dare.  Let  that  fuffice  you. 

y*go*  Is  my  Lord  angry  ?  £) 

*s£mil.  He  went  hence  but  now  ; 
And  certainly  in  ftrange  unquietnefs. 

Jago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  the  Canon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  Ranks  into  the  Air, 
And  like  the  Devil  from  his  very  Arm 
Puft  his  own  Brother  ;  and  is  he  angry  ? 
Something  of  Moment  then ;  I  will  go  meet  him, 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry.  \Exiu 

Def.  I  prethee  do  fo.   Something  fure  of  State, 
Either  from  Fenice,  or  fome  unhatch'd  Practice, 
Made  demonftrable  here  in  Cyprus,  to  him, 
Hath  pudled  his  clear  Spirit  ;  and  in  fuch  Cafes, 
Mens  Natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Tho'  great  ones  are  their  Obje&\   JTis  even  fo. 
For  let  our  Finger  ake,  and  it  endues 
Our  other  healthful  Members,  even  to  a  Senfe 
Of  pain.     Nay,  we  muft  think  Men  are  not  Gods, 
Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  Obfervance  always, 
As  fits  the  bridal.    Btfhrew  me  much,  ts£milia9 
I  was,  unhandfome  Warrior  as  I  am, 
Arraigning  his  utikindnefs  with  my  Soul  ;     <oii 
But  now  I  find,  I  had  fuhom'd  the  Witnefs, -u  I 


And  he's  indited  falfely.  iW  .«*ifL 

v£mil.  Pray  Heav*n  it  be  ibn  ion  wond  I  :\p 

Sate-matters,  as  you  think,  and  no  Conception,      *A* 

Nor  jealous  Toy  concerning  yoa. 

Def.  AJas-the-day,  I  never  gave  him  Caufe.  »n*  k< 
<L&miL  But  jealous  Souls  will  not  be  anfwer'd  fo ;         *& 

They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  Caufe,  !  I  ^j£ 

But 
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But  jealous,  for  they're  jealous.    It  is  a  Monfter 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  born  on  it  felf. 

Def.  Heav'n  keep  the  Monfter  from  Othello's  mind. 

*y£mil.  Lady,  Amen. 

Def  I  will  go  feek  him.  Caffio,  walk  hereabout ; 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  fuit, 
And  feek  to  efFed  it  to  my  uttermoft.  [Exit. 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyfhip. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  'Save  you,  Friend  Cafji§. 

Caf.  What  makes  you  from  home  ? 
How  is  it  with  you,  my  moft  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  fweet  Love,  I  was  coming  to  your  Houfe. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  Lodging,  Capo. 
What  \  keep  a  Week  away  f  Seven  days  and  nights  ? 
Eightfcore  eight  Hours?  And  Loves  abfent  Hours 
More  tedious  than  the  Dial,   eightfcore  times  § 
Oh  weary  reckoning  I 

Caf.  Pardon  me,  Bianca  : 
I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft, 
But  I  (hall  in  a  more  continuate  time 
Strike  off  this  Score  of  Abfence.     Sweet  Bianca, 

{Giving  her  Defdemona'*  Handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  Oh  Caffio,  whence  came  this  ? 
This  is  fome  Token  from  a  newer  Friend  ; 
To  the  felt-abfence,  now  I  feel  a  Caufe  : 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well. 

Caf  Go  to,  Woman  ; 
Throw  your  vild  guefTes  in  the  Devil's  Teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miftrefs,  fome  remembrance ; 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

.  Bian.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not  neither ;  I  found  it  in  my  Chamber ; 
I  like  the  work  well;  e'er  it  be  demanded, 
As  like  enough  it  will,  I  would  have  it  copied  : 
Take  it,  and  do'r,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you  I  wherefore  ? 

Caf.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 

And 
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And  think  it  no  Addition,  nor  my  wifh 
To  have  him  fee  me  woman'd. ' 

Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Caf.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me  ; 
I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  fay,  if  I  fhall  fee  you  foon  at  Night  ? 

Caf.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
For  I  attend  here.    But  I'll  fee  you  foon. 

Bian.  'Tis  very  good;  I  muft  be  circumftanc'd.  [£#*/«//. 


ACT     IV.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE  A  Room  of  State. 
Enter  Othello,  and  J  ago. 


Jago^V\  7111  you  think  fo  * 


Oth.  Think  fo,  Jago  f 

Jago.  What,  to  kifs  in  private  ? 

Oth.  An  unauthorized  kifs  ? 

Jago.   Or  to  be  naked  with  her  Friend  in  bed, 
An  Hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Oth.  Naked  in  bed,  Jago,  and  not  mean  harm  ,? 
It  is  Hypocrifie  againft  the  Devil  : 
They  that  mean  virtuoufly,  and  yet  do  (oy 
The  Devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  Heav'n.     * 

Jago.  If  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  flip  : 
But  if  I  give  my  Wife  a  Handkerchief  - 

Oth.  What  then  ? 

Jago.  Why  then,  'tis  hers,  my  Lord,  and  being  hers, 
She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  Man. 

Oth.  She  is  Prote&refs  of  her  Honour  too  5 
May  me  give  that  ? 

Jago.  Her  Honour  is  an  EfTence  that's  not  feen, 
They  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not. 
But  for  the  Handkerchief ■ 


A 


Oth.  By  Heav'n  I  would  moft  gladly  have  forgot  it; 


Thou 
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Thou  faidft,  Oh,  it  comes  o'er  my  Memory, 
As  doth  the  Raven  o'er  the  infe&ious  Houfe, 
Boading  to  all,  he  had  my  Handkerchief. 

Jago.  Ay,  what  of  that  f 

Oth.  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

Jago.  What  if  I  had  faid,  I  hadfeenhimdo  you  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  fay,  as  Knaves  be  fiich  abroad, 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuit, 
Or  voluntary  Dotage  of  fome  Miftrefs, 
Convinced  or  fupplied  them,  cannot  chufe 
But  they  muft  blab. 

Oth.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  \ 

Jago.  He  hath  my  Lord,  but  be  you  well  afTur'd, 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  faid  ? 

Jago.  Why,  that  he  did- — I  know  not  what  fee  did •— •  ,• 

Oth.  What  ?  what  ? 

Jago.  Lye  ■ 

Oth.  With  her  ? 

Jago.  With  her  ?  on  her—  whatyou  will— — 

Oth.  Lye  with  her  !  lye  on  her  !  we  fay,  lye  on  her, 
when  they  be-lye  her.  Lye  with  her  !  that's  fulfom:  Hand- 
kerchief—- Confeflions  —  Handkerchief  — —  to  confefs, 
and  be  hang'd  for  his  Labour  —  Firft,  to  be  hang'd,  and. 
then  to  Confefs  — -  I  tremble  at  it — Nature  would  notinvefl: 
her  felf  in  fuch  (hadowing  Paflion,  without  fome  inftru&iv 
on.   It  is  not  words  that  (hake  me  thus  —  pifh  —  Nofes, 

Etrs  and  Lips  -  is't  poflible  1   Confefs !  

Handerchief  /  — — -  O  Devil  —         [Falls  in  a  Trance. 

Jago.  Work  on, 
My  Medicine  works ;  thus  credulous  Fools  are  caught , 
And  many  worthy,  and  chad  Dames  even  thus, 
All  guiltlefs  meet  reproach  ;  what  hoa  !  my  Lord  ! 
My  Lord,  I  fay,  Othello. 

Enter  Caflio. 
How  now,  Caffio  * 

Caf.  What's  the  matter  I 

Jago.  My  Lord  is  fain  into  an  Epilepfie, 
This  is  the  fecond  Fit ;  he  had  one  Yefterday. 

Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  Jemples, 

Jag°- 
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Jago.  The  Lethargy  muft  have  his  quiet  courfe; 
If  not,  he  foams  at  Mouth,  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  tofavage  madnefs;  look,  he  ftirs; 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  ftraight ;  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion  /peak  with  you.        [Exit  Caffio. 
How  is  it,  General  f  Have  you  not  hurt  your  Head. 
Oth.  Doft  thou  mock  me  / 
Jago.  I  mock  you  not,  by  Heav'n  ; 
Would  you  woula  bear  your  Fortune  like  a  Man. 
Oth.  A  horned  Man's  a  Monfter  and  a  Beaft. 
Jago.  There's  many  a  Beaft  then  in  a  populous  City* 
And  many  a  civil  Monfter. 
Oth.  Did  he  confefs  it  ? 
Jago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  Man  : 
Think  every  bearded  Fellow  that's  but  yoak'd 
May  draw  with  you.  There's  Millions  now  alive, 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  unproper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar.  Your  caufe  is  better* 
Oh,  'tis  the  fpight  of  Hell,  the  Fiends  Arch-mcck, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Couch ; 
And  tofuppofe  her  chaft.  No,  let  me  know, 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  fhe  ftialJbe. 
Oth.  Oh,  thou  art  wife  5  'tis  certain. 
Jago.  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 
Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  Lift. 
Whil'ft  you  were  here,  o'er-whelmed  with  your  Grief 
(A  Paflion  moft  refulting  fuch  a  Man^ 
CaJJio  came  hither.    I  fhifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  'Scufes  on  your  Ecftafie, 
Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me, 
The  wh?ch  he  promis'd.  Do  but  encave  your  k\F$ 
And  mark  the  Fleers,  the  Gybes  and  notable  Scorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  Region  of  £is  Face. 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  Tale  anew  ; 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  Wife. 
I  fay,  but  mark  his  Gefture.  Marry  Patience, 
Or  I  mall  fay  y'are  ail  in  all  in  Spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  Man. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  Doft  thou  hear,  Jago, 
I  will  be  found  raoft  cunning  in  my  patience  j 
But,  doft  thou  hear,  moft  bloody. 

Jago.  That's  not  amifs ; 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all.     Will  you  withdraw. 

[Othello  withdraws* 
Now  will  I  quefrion  CaJJio  of  Bianca, 
A  Hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  defires, 
Buys  her  felf  Bread  and  Cloth.     It  is  a  Creature 
That  dotes  on  Ca(Jioy  as  'tis  the  Strumpet's  plague 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one  ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  reftrain 
From  the  excefs  of  Laughter.     Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Caflio. 
As  he  mall  fmile,  Othello  mall  go  mad  ; 
And  his  unbookifh  Jealoufie  muft  conftrue, 
Poor  Cajfio's  Smiles,  Geftures  and  light  Behaviours 
Quite  in  the  wrong.     Kow  do  you,  Lieutenant? 

Caf  The  worfer,  that  you  gave  me  the  Addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

Jago.  Ply  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't : 
Now,    if  this  Sute  lay  in  Blar^a'%  Dower, 

[Speaking  lower. 
How  quickly  fliould  you  fpeed? 
Caf.  Alas  P°°r  Caitiff. 
Oth,  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 
Jago.  I  never  knew  a  Woman  love  Man  fo. 
Caf  Alas,  poor  Rogue,  I  think  indeed  me  loves  me. 
Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 
Jago.  Do  you  hear,  Cajfiol 
Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 
To  tell  it  o'er  :  Go  to,  well  faid,  well  faid. 

Jago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  fhall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 
Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth,  Do  ye  triumph,  Roman?   do  you  triumph? 
Caf  I  marry !—  -What?  a  Cuftomer;  prithee  bear 
Some  Charity  to  my  Wir,  do  not  think  it 
So  unwholfome,     Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  So,  fo  :  They  laugh  that  win. 
Jago.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  thatyou  fhall  marry  her. 
Vol.  V.  Jfp  Caf. 
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Caf  Prithee  fay  true. 

J*go.  I  am  a  very  Villain  elfe. 

Oth.  Have  you  fcoar'd  m<  .?  well. 

Caf  This  is  the  Monkey's  own  giving  out: 
She  is  perfwaded  I  will  marry  her, 
Out  of  her  own  Love  and  Flattery,  not  out  of  my  promife* 

Oth.  Jago  beckons  me:  Now  he  begins  the  Story. 

Caf  She  was  here  even  now  ;  fhe  haunts  me  in  every  place. 
I  was  the  other  Day  talking  on  the  Sea  Bank  with  certain  Pe* 
netiansy  and  thither  comes  the  Bauble,  and  falls  me  thus"  a- 
bjut  my  Neck 

Oth.  Crying,  oh  dear  Caffio,  as  it  were  :  His  gefture  im- 
ports it. 

Caf  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me, 
So  lhakes,  and  pulls  me.     Hs,  ha,  ha — - 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  me  pluckc  him  to  my  Chamber: 
Oh,  I  fee  that  Nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  Dog  I  ill  all 
th  ow  it  to. 

Cif  Well,  I  muft  leave  her  Company. 

Jago.  Before  me;  look  where  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Caf  'Tis  fuch  another  Fitchew  !  marry,  a  perfum'd  one : 
What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

Bian.  Let  the  Devil  and  his  Damn  haunt  you  ;  what  did 
you  mean  by  that  fame  Handkerchief  you  gave  me  even 
now  ?  I  was  a  fine  Foci  to  take  it :  I  muft  take  out  the  work? 
A  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  mould  find  it  in  your 
Chamber,  and  know  not  who  left  it  there.  This  is  fome 
Minxe's  token,  and  I  muft  take  out  the  work?  There,  give 
it  your  Hobbey-Horfe  :  Wherefoever  y«u  had  it,  I'll  take 
out  no  work  on't. 

Caf  How  now,  my  fweet  Bianca  ? 
How  now  ?  How  now  i 

Oth.  By  Heav'n,  that  mould  be  my  Handkerchief.  ybo* 

Bian.  If  you'll  come  to  Supper  to  Night,  you  may ;  if 
you  will  not,  o  me  when  you  are  next  prepaid  for.   [Exit* 

Jago.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf.  I  muft,  fhe'll  rail  in  the  Streets  elfe. 
Jago.  Will  you  Sup  there  ? 
Caf  Yes,  I  intend  fo. 
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jago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  fee  you;  for  I  would  very 
fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Caf.  Prithee,  come,  will  you  ? 

J  ago.  Go  to,  Gy  no  more.  [Exit  Cak 

Oth.  How  (hall  I  murther  him,  J 'ago  ? 

Jago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  Vice  i 

Oth.  Oh,  Jago! 

Jago.  And  did  you  fee  the  Handkerchief? 
Oth.  Was  that  mine  ? 

Jago.  Yours  by  this  Hand  :  And  to  fee  how  he  prtees 
the  foolifti  Woman  your  Wife—She  gave  it  him,  and  he 
hath  given  it  his  Whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  Years  a  killing  : 

A  fine  Woman !  a  fair  Woman!  a  fweet  Woman !- — 

Jago.  Nay,  you  ma  ft  forget  that. 
Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot  and  peri(h,  and  be  damn'd  to  Nighr, 
for  (lie  (hall  not  live.  No,  my  Heart  is  turn'd  to  Stone  :  I 
ftrike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  Hand.  Oh,  the  World  huh  not 
a  fweeter  Creature— —She  might  lye  by  an  Emperor's 
fide,  and  command  him  Tasks. 
Jago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her,  I  do  but  fay  what  (he  is— fo  de- 
licate with  her  Needle An  admirable  Mufician.  Oh^ 

fhe  will  fing  the  Savagenefs  out  of  a  Bear:  Of  fo  high  a 

plenteous  Wit,  and  Invention! — . 

Jago.  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 
Oth.  Oh,  a  thoufand,  a  thoufand  times : 

And  then  of  fo  gentle  a  Condition  ! 

Jago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 
Oth.  Nay  that's  certain. 
But  yet  the  pity  of  ir,  Jago-~Oh,  Jago\  the  pity  of  ir,  Jago  — " 
Jago.    If  you  are  fo  tond  over  her  Iniquity  :    Give  her 
patent  to  offend,  for  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near  no 
Body. 

Oth.  1  will  chop  her  into  Meffes :  Cuckold  me  ! 
Jago.  Oh,  'tis  foul  in  he*. 
Oth.  With  mine  Officer! 
Jago.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  Jfoms  Poifori,  Jago>  this  Night,  f'll  not 
expoftulate  with  her,  left  her  Body  and  her  Beauty  un- 
provide  my  Mind  again  :  This  Night,  Jago. 

Nn  z  Jago. 
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Jago.  Do  it  not  with  Poifon,  ftrangle  her  in  her  Bed.' 
Even  the  Bed  (he  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good: 
The  Juftice  of  it  pleafes  ;  very  good. 

Jago.  And  for  CaJJio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker : 
You  (hall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

Enter  Lodovicc,  Defdemona,  and  ^Attendants. 

X)th*  Excellent  good — «,  hat  Trumpet  is  that  fame  ? 

Jago.  I  warrant  fomething  from  Venice. 
'Tis  Lodovico.  this  comes  from  the  Duke. 
See,  your  Wife's  with  him. 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  General. 

Oth.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke,  and  the  Senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter* 

Oth.  I  kifs  the  Inftrument  of  their  Pleafures. 

Def  And  what's  the  News,  good  Coufin  Lodovico  f 

Jago.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  Signior. 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you  ;  how  does  Lieutenant  CaJJio  t 

Jago*  Lives,  Sir. 

Def,  Coufin,  there's  fain  between  him  and  my  Lord 
An  unkind  Breach:  But  you  mail  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Def.  My  Lord  ? 

Oth*  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will 

Lod.  He  did  not  call ;  he's  bufie  in  the  Paper, 
Is  there  divifion  'twixt  my  Lord  and  CaJJio  \ 

Def  A  moft   unhappy  one;  I  would  do  much 
T'atone  them,  for  the  Love  I  bear  to  CaJJio* 

Oth.  Fire  and  Brimftone  / 

Def  My  Lord. 

Oth*  Are  you  wife  I 

Def  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod*  May  be  the  Letter  mov'd  him. 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  CaJJio  in  his  Government. 

Def  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth*  Indeed  ! 

Def.  My  Lord  ! 

Oth%  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad* 

Def 
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Def.  Why,  fweet  Othello  ? 

Oth.  Devil ! 

Def.  I  have  not  deferv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  believed  in  Venice , 
Though  I  mould  fwear  I  faw't.  Tis  very  much, 
Make  her  amends,  (he  weeps. 

Oth.  Oh  Devil,  Devil  ! 
If  that  the  Earth  could  teem  with  Woman's  Tears, 
Eacn  Drop  fhe  falls  would  prove  a  Crocodile : 
Out  of  my  Sight 

Def.  I  will  not  (lay  to  offend  you.  [Going* 

Lod.  Truly  obedient  Lady: 
I  do  befeech  your  Lordfhip  call  her  back. 

Oth.  Miftrefs. 

Def.  My  Lord. 

Oth.   What  would  you  with  her,  Sir? 

Lod.  Who  I,  my  Lord  ? 

Oth.  I  !  y  oud  id  wi(h  that  I  would  make  her  turn: 
Sir,  (he  can  turn  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again.     And  (he  can  weep,  Sir,  weep. 
And  (he's  Obedient:  As  you  fay  Obedient. 

Very  Obedient proceed  you  in  your  Tears 

Concerning  this,  Sir—  oh  well  painted  Paffion! — 

I  am  commanded  Home get  you  away  ! 

Til  fend  for  you  anon — -Sir,  I  obey  the  Mandate. 

And  will  return  to  Venice — Hence,  avant  J —        [Exit  jytf. 

Caffto  fhall  have  my  place.     And,  Sir,   to  night 

I  do  entreat,  that  we  may  Sup  together. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  Cyprus-" 

Goats  and  JUonkiesl  [Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  Noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fufficient?  Is  this  the  Nature 
Whom  Paffion  could  not  (hake?  Whofefolid  Virtue 
The  Shot  of  Accident,   nor  Dart  of  Chance 
Could  neither  graze,   nor  pierce/* 

Jago.  He  is  much  chang'd. 

Lod.  Are  his  Wits  fafe?  Is  he  not  of  light  Brain  \ 

J  ago.  He's  that  he  is;  I  may  not  breath  my  Cenfure. 
What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might,  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  Heav'n  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  Wife! 

Nn  3  J  ago. 
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J  ago.  'Faith  that  was  not  fo  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  Uroke  would  prove  the  worft. 

Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 
Or  did  the  Letters  work  upon  his  Blood, 
And  new  create  his  Fault  ? 

J*go.  Alas,  alas  I 
It  is  not  honeity  in  me  to  fpeak 
What  I  have  feen  and  known.  Youfhallobferve  him> 
And  his  own  Courfes  will  denote  him  fo, 
That  I  may  faye  my  Speech  ;  do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

JLod.  I  am  forry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE   II.    An  Apartment. 

Enter  Othello  and  iEmilia. 

Oth.  You  have  feen  nothing  then  ? 

*y£miL  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufpe<5h 

Oth.  Ye*,  you  have  feen  Cajjio  and  fhe  together. 

is£mil.  But  then  I  faw  no  harm ;  and  then  I  heard 
Each  Syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.  What  ?  Did  they  never  whifper  .? 

*s£mil.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  Nor  fend  you  out  o'th*  way  ? 

<y£mil.  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Gloves,  her  Mask,  nor  nothing  ^ 

ts£mil.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  That's  Arrange  I 

*s£miL  I  durft,  my  Lord,  towagerflieishoneft, 
Lay  down  my  Soul  at  Stake  ;   if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thought,  it  doth  abufe  your  Bofom, 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  Head, 
Let  Heav'n  require  it  with  the  Serpent's  Curfe, 
For  if  (he  be  not  honeft,  chad  and  true, 
There's  no  Man  happy,   the  pureft  of  their  Wives, 
}s  foul  as  Slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither,  go  ;  {Exit  -/Emilia. 

She  fays  enough  ;  yet  file's  a  fimple  Bawd 
That  cannot  fay  as  much.    This  is  a  fubtle  Whore, 
A  ClofTet-lock  and  Key  of  villanous  Secrets  ; 
And  yet  (he'll  kneelj,  and  pray ;  I  have  feen  her  doV 

Enter 
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Ewer  Defdemona  and  Emilia. 
Def.  My  Lord,  what  is  your  Will  ? 
Oth.  Pray  you,  Chuck,  come  hither. 
Def  What  is  your  Pleafure  .? 

Oth.  Let  me  fee  your  Eyes  ;  look  in  my  Face. 

Def.  What  horrible  Fancy's  this  / 

Oth.   Some  of  your  Function,  Miftreft, 
Leave  Procreants  alone,  and  fhut  the  Door, 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come, 
Your  Myftery,  your  Myftery ;  nay  difpatch.  [Exit  JEtniL 

Def  Upon  my  Knee,  what  doth  your  Speech  import  .<* 
I  underftand  a  Fury  in  your  Words. 

Oth.  Why  ?  What  art  thou  ? 

Def  Your  Wife,  my  Lord  ;  your  true  and  loyal  Wife. 

Oth.  Come  fwear  it  ;  damn  thy  fc\f9  being  like  one 
Of  Hea'/n,  the  Devils  thcmfelves  mould  fear  to  feize  thee. 
Therefore  be  double  damn'd  ;  fwear  thou  art  honeff, 

Def.  Heav'n  doth  truly  know  it. 

Oth.  Heav'n  truly  knows, 
That  thou  ast  falfe  as  Hell. 

Def,  To  whem,  my  Lord  ? 
With  whom  ?  How  am  I  falfe  ? 

Oth.  Ah,  Defiemofjj  away,  away,  away  -  .   ■  — 

Def  Aids  the  heavy  day  !  Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Ami  the  Motive  of  thefe  Tears,  my  Lord  Y 
If  happily  you  my  Father  do  fufpedy 
An  Inflrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  Bhme  on  me  ;  if  you  have  left  him, 
Why  I  have  luft  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  plea^d  Heav'n, 
To  try  me  with  Affliction,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kind  of  Sores,  and  fhames  on  my  bare  Head, 
Steep'd  me  in  Poverty  to  the  very  Lips, 
Given  to  Captivity  me  and  my  utmoft  hopes  ; 
I  fhould  have  found  in  fome  place  of  my  Soul 
A  drop  of  Patience.    But  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixed  Figure  for  the  hand  of  Scorn 
To  point  his  flow   and  moving  Finger  at  -  * 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well  : 
But  there  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  Heart, 
Where  either  I  muft  Jivea  or  bear  no  Life, 
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The  Fountain  from  the  which  my  Current  runs, 
Or  elfe  dries  up,   to  be  difcarded  thence  ;■  ■■ 

Or  keep  it  as  aCiftern,  for  foul  Toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in.  Turn  thy  Complexion  there, 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lipp*d  Cherubin, 
I  here  look  Grim  as  Hell, 

Def  I  hope  my  noble  Lord  efteems  me  Honeft. 

Oth.  O  ay,  as  Summer-Flies  are  in  the  Shambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     Oh  thou  Weed ! 
Who  art  fo  lovely,  fair,  and  fmelPft  fo  fweet, 
That  the  Sen fe  asks  at  thee; 
Would  thou'dft  never  been  born ! 

Def  Alas,  what  ignorant  Sin  have  I  committed  ? 

Oth.  Was  this  fair  Paper,  this  moft  goodly  Book, 
Made  to  write  Whore  upon?  What  commuted, 
Committed?  Oh,  thou  publick  Commoner, 
I  mould  make  very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 
That  would  to  Cynders  burn  up  Modefty, 
Did  but  I  fpeak  thy  Deeds.     Wha^,  committed? 
Heav'n  flops  the  Nofe  at  it,   and  the  Moon  winks; 
The  bawdy  Wind,  that  kifles  all  it  meets, 
Is  hufh'd  within  the  hollow  Mine  of  Earth 
And  will  not  hear'r.     What,  committed? * 

Def  By  Heav'n,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Oth.  Are  not  you  a  Strumpet  ? 

Def  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian. 
If  to  preferve  this  VeiTel  for  my  Lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be,  not  to  be  a  Strumpet,  I  am  none, 

Oth.  What,   not  a  Whore? 

Def.  No,  as  I  fhall  be  fav'd. 

Oth.  Is'tpoflible? 

Def.  Oh  Heav'n  forgive  us. 

Oth.  I  cry  you  Mercy,  then. 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  Whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello.     You,   Miftrefr, 

Enter  iEmilia. 
That  have  the  Office  oppofite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  Gate  of  Hell.     You,  you  I  Ay  you  f 

ive  done  our  courfe,  there's  Mony  for  your  Pains; 
, .  •  u ,  turn  the  K;.y,  and  keep  our  Counfel.        [Exit. 
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oEmil.  Alas,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive  ? 
How  do  you,  Madam  f  How  do  you,  my  good  Lady  ? 

Def  Faith,  half  afleep. 

%4E.miL  Good  Madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  Lord? 

Def.  With  whom  ? 

t^mil.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Madam  .? 

Def.  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 

v£mil.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 

Def  I  have  none,  do  not  talk  to  me,  v£milia, 
I  cannot  weep  ;  nor  anfwers  have  I  none, 
But  what  mould  go  by  Water.   Prethee  to  night, 
Lay  on  my  Bed  my  wedding  Sheets,  remember, 
And  call  thy  Husband  hither. 

ts£mil.  Here's  a  change  indeed,  [Exit. 

Def.  Tis  meet  I  fhou!d  be  us'd  fo9  very  meet 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,   that  he  might  ftick 
The  fmalleft  Opinion  on  my  leaft  mifufe  ? 
Enter  Jago,  and  ^Emilia. 

Jago.  What  is  your  Pleafure,  Madam  /* 
How  is't  with  you  ? 

Def  I  cannot  tell;  thofe  that  do  teach  your  Babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  Means,  and  eafie  Tasks  ; 
He  might  have  chid  me  fo;  For  in  good  Faith, 
I  am  a  Child  to  chiding. 

Jago.  What's  the  Matter,  Lady  ? 

*ALmil.  Alas,  Jago,  my  Lord  hath  fobewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  fuch  defpighr,  and  heavy  Terms  upon  her, 
That  true  Hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Def.  Am  I  that  Name,  Jago  f 

Jago.  What  Name,  fair  Lady  ? 

Def  Such  as  fhe  faid  my  Lord  did  fay  I  was. 

is£mil.  He  call'd  her  Whore;  a  Beggar,  in  his  drink, 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  Terms  upon  his  Calltt. 

Jago.  Why  did  he  fo  ? 

Def  I  do  not  know ;  I  am  fure  I  am  none  fuch. 

Jago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep;  alas  the  Day  I 

v£mil.  Hath  (he  forfook  fo  many  noble  Matches  ? 
Her  Father  ?  And  her  Country?  And  her  Friends  ? 
To  be  call'd  Whore  ?  Would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 

Def  It  is  my  wretched  Fortune. 

Jap. 
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Jago.    Belhrew   him  for't ;   how  comes  this  trick  upon 
him  ? 

Def  Nay,  Heav'n  doth  know. 

*s£tnil.  I  will  be  hang'd  if  fome  eternal  Villain, 
Some  bufie  and  infinuating  Rogue, 
Some  cogging,  cozening  Slave,  to  get  fome  Office, 
Has  not  devis'd  this  (lander:  I  will  be  hang'd  elk. 

Jago.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  Man  ;  kisimpoflible. 

'Def.  If  any  fuch  there  be,  Heav'n  pardon  him. 

*s£miL  A  Halter  pardon  him,  and  Hdl  gnaw  his  Bones. 
Why  mould  he  call  her  Whore  ?   Who  keeps  her  Com- 
pany ? 
What  Place  f    what  Time  *    what  Form  ?    what  Likely- 
hood  ? 
The  Moor's  abus'd  by  fome  rnoft  villanous  Knave, 
Some  bafe  notorious  Knave,  fome  fcurvy  Fellow. 
Oh  Heav'ns,  that  fuch  Companions  thoud'ft  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honeft  Hand  a  Whip, 
To  lafh  the   Rafcal  naked  through  the  World, 
Even  from  the  Eaft  to  th'  Weft. 

Jago.  Speak  within  Door. 

ty£miL  Oh  fie  upon  them !  Some  fuch  'Squire  he  was 
That  turn'd  your  Wit,  the  feamy  fide  without, 
And  made  you  to  fufpe&  me  with  the  Moor. 

J  ago.  You  are  a  Fool ;  go  to. 

Def  Alas,  J<*go, 
What  (hall  I  do  to  win  my  Lord  again  / 
Good  Friend,  go  to  him ;  for  by  th  i  s  light  of  Heav'n, 
I  know  not  how  I  loft  him.  Here  I  kneel ;  \KnctUng. 

If  e'er  my  will  did  trefpafs  'gainft  his  Love, 
Either  in  D.fcourfe  of  thought,  or  a&ual  deed, 
Or  that  mine  Eyes,  mine  Ears,  or  any  Senfe 
Delighted  them  on  any  other  Form  ; 
Or  that   I  do  not  yer,  and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will,  though  he  do  fhake  me  off 
To  beggarly  Divorcement,  love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forfwear  me.    Unkindnefs  may  do  much, 
4-nd  his  Unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  Life, 
But  never  taint  my  Love.    I  cannot  fay  Whore, 
It  do's  abhor  me  now  I  fpeak  the  Word, 
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To  do  the  A&,  that  might  the  Addition  earn, 
Not  the  World's  Mafs  of  Vanity  could  make  me. 

Jago.  I  pray  you  be  content;  'tis  but  his  Humour; 
The  13ufinefs  of  the  State  do's  him  offence. 

Def.  If  'twere  no  other. 

Jago.  It  is  but  {cy  I  warrant. 
Hark  how  thefe  Inftruments  fummon  to  fupper ;  [Trumpets. 
The  Meffe  nger  of  Venice  ftays  the  Meat ; 
jGo  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  (hall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Defdemona  and  Emilia. 
Enter  Rodorigo, 
How  now,  Rodorigo  \ 

Rod.  I  do  not  rind 
That  thou  deal'ft  juftly  with  mr. 

Jago.  What  in  the  contrary  t 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  dofc'ft  me  with  fome  device,  Jagoy 
and  rather  as  it  feems  to  me  now,  keep'ft  from  me  all 
conveniency,  than  fupplieft  me  with  the  ieaft  Advantage 
of  hope  ;  I  will  indeed  no  longer  endure  it.  Nor  am  I  yet 
perfwaded  to  put  up  in  Peace,  what  already  I  have  fool- 
iflily  fuffer'd. 

Jago.  Will  you  hear  me,   Rodorigo  ? 

Rod.  I  have  heard  too  much  ;  and  your  words  and  per- 
formances are  no  kin  together. 

Jago.  You  charge  me  moft  unjuftly. 

Rod.  With  naught  but  Truth  :  I  have  wafted  my  felf  out 
of  my  means.  The  Jewels  you  have  had  from  me  to  de- 
liver Defdemona,  would  half  have  corrupted  a  Votari(L 
you  have  told  me  (he  hath  receiv'd  them,  and  return'd  me 
expectations  and  comforts  of  fudden  rcfpecT,  and  acquain- 
tance, but  I  find  none. 

Jago.  Well,  go  to  ;  very  well, 

Rod.  Very  well,  goto;  I  cannot  go  to,  Man,  nor  \h 
not  very  well;  nay,  I  think  it  is  Scurvy:  and  begin  to  find 
my  felf  fob'd  in  it. 

Jago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well  ;  I  will  make  my  felf 
{mown  to  Defdemona.  If  flie  will  return  me  my  Jewels,  I 
will  give  over  my  Suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  Solicitation* 
If  not,  allure  your  felf3  I  will  feek  Satisfaction  of  you. 
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Jago.  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  faid  nothing  but  what  I  proteft  intend- 
ment of  doing. 

Jago.  Why,  now  I  fee  there's  Mettle  in  thee;  and  even 
from  this  inftant  do  I  build  on  thee  a  better  Opinion  than 
ever  before  ;  give  me  thy  Hand,  Rodorigo,  Thou  haft  taken 
againft  me  a  mod  juft  Exception  ;  but  yet  I  prottft  I  have 
dealt  mod  dire&ly  in  thy  Affair. 

Rod.  ft  hath  not    appear'd. 

Jago,  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appear'd  ;  and  your 
Suspicion  is  not  without  Wit  and  Judgment,  But,  Rodorigo, 
if  thou  haft  that  in  thee  indeed,  which  I  have  greater  reafon 
to  believe  now  than  ever  (I  mean,  Purpofe,  Courage,  and 
Valour,)  this  Night  fhew  it.  If  thou  the  next  Night  fol- 
lowing enjoy  not  Defdemona%  take  me  from  this  World  with 
Treachery,  and  devife  Engines  for  my  Life. 

Rod.  Well;  what  is  it  ?  Is  it  within  reafon  and  com- 
pafs  ? 

Jago.  Sir,  there  is  efpecial  Commiflion  come  from  Venice 
to  depute  Caffio  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  ?  Why  then  Othello  and  Defdemona 
return  again  to  Venice. 

Jago.  Oa  no  ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania^  and  taketh 
away  with  him  the  fair  Defdemona,  unlefs  his  abode  be 
lingred  here  by  fome  accident.  Wherein  none  can  be  fo 
determinate,  as  the  removing  of  Caffio. 

Rod.   How  do  you  mean  removing  him  I 

J  ago*  Why,  by  miking  him  uncapable  of  Othello  s  place; 
knocking  out  his  Brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do. 

Jago.  Ay,  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit,  and  a  right. 
He  fups  to  night  with  a  Harlotry  ;  and  thither  will  I  go  to 
him.  He  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  Fortune,  if  you 
will  watch  his  going  thence  (which  I  will  fafhion  to  fall 
out  between  twelve  and  one)  you  may  take  him  at  your 
Pieafure.  I  will  be  near  to  fecond  your .  Attempt,  and  he 
fhall  fall  between  us.  Come,  ftand  not  amaz'd  at  it,  but 
go  along  with  me  ;  I  will  fhew  you  fuch  a  neceffity  in  his 
Death,  that  you  mail  think  your  felf  bound  to  put  it  on 
him.  It  is  now  high  fupper  ticne  5  and  the  Night  grows; 
to  wafte.    About  it. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this, 

J  ago.  And  you  fhall  be  fatisfied.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello,    Lodovico,  Defdemona,    ^Emilia,  and 

Attendants. 
Lod.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  trouble  your  felf  no  further. 
Oth.  Oh  pardon  ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lod.  Madam,  good  night ;  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladifhip, 
Def.  Your  Honour  is  moft  welcome. 

Oth.  Will  you  walk,  Sir  :  Oh  Defdemona  !  — . 

Def.  My  Lord. 

Oth.   Get   you  to  bed  on  th'inirant,   I  will  be  return'd 
forthwith  ;  difmifs  your  Attendant  there ;    look't  be  done. 

[Exit. 
Def.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

ty£mil.  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did 
Def  He  fays  he  will  return  incomincnt* 
And  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bid  me  to  difmifs  you. 
ts£mil.  Difmifs  me  ? 

Def  It  was  his  bidding  ;  therefore  good  v£wilia9 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  muft  not  now  difpleafe  him. 
*s£mil.  I  would  you  had  never  feen  him. 
Def  So  would  not  I ;  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him, 
That  even  his  Stubbornefs,  his  Checks,  his  Frowns, 
{Prethee  unpin  mej  have  grace  and  favour  in  them* 
c£/w/7.  I  have  laid  thofe  Sheets  you  bad  me  on  the  Bed. 
Def   All's  one  ;    good  Father  /    how    fqolifh  are  our 
Minds  ? 

If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prethee  ihroud  me 
In  one  of  thefe  fame  Sheets. 
*s£mil.  Come,  come  j  you  talk. 
Def  My  Mother  had  a  Maid  call'd  Barbara, 
She  was  in  love  ;   and  he  ftie  lov'd  prov'd  mad, 
And  did  forfake  her.   She  had  a  Song  of  Willow, 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  exprefs'd  her  Fortune, 
And  (he  dy'd  finging  it.  That  Song  to  Night, 
Will  not  grow  from  my  mind  ;  I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  Head  all  at  one  fide 
And  fing  it  like  poor  Barbara ;  prethee  difpatcru 

u£mil. 
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ts£mil.  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  Night-gown  ? 

Def  No,  unpin  me  here  ; 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  Man. 

fLs£mil.  A  very  handfom  Man. 

Def  He  (peaks  well. 

*s£mil.  I  know  a  Lady  in  Venice  would  have  walk'd  bare- 
foot to  Palefiine  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  Lip. 

Def*  The  poor  Soul  fat  Singings  by  a  Sycamore  Tree. 

Sing  all  a  green  Willow  : 

Her  Hand  on  her  Bofom,  her  Head  on  her  Knee, 

Sing  Willow,  Willow*  Willow. 

The  f re fl)ftr  earns  ran  by  her,  and  murmur* d  her  moans ; 

Sing  Willow,  &c. 

Her  j alt  Tears  fell  from  her,  and  foftned  the  Stones ; 

Sing  Willow,  &c.  ( Lay  by  thefe) 

Willow,  Willow.  (Pt  ithee  high  thee,  he'll  come  anon) 

Sing  all  a  green  Willow  mufl  be  my  Garland. 

Let  no  body  blame  him,  his  f corn  I  approve* 

Nay  that's  not  next ' Hark  who  is't  that  knocks  ? 

zALmil  It's  the  Wind. 

Def.  I  called  my  Love  falfe  Love  ;  but  what  faid  he  then  ? 
Sing  Wdlow,   &c 

If  I  court  more  Women,  you'll  Couch  with  more  Men. 
So  get  thee  gone,  good  night;  mine  Eyes  do  itch, 
Doth  that  boad  weeping  f 

9s£mil.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there,  JW 

Def  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo  j  O  thefe  men,  thefe  men  t 
Dofr.  thou  in  Coifcience  think,  tell  me  *s£milia, 
That  there  be  Women  do  abufe  their  Husbands, 
In  fuch  grofs  kind  \ 

*ALmil.  There  be  fome  fuch,  no  Queftion. 
Def.  Would/ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world, 
<s£miL  Why,  would  not  you  ? 
Def  No,  by  this  Heav'nly  Light.      sot 
v£mil.  Nor  I  neither,   by  this  Heav'nly  Light, 
I  might  do't  as  well  i'th'  daik. 

Def  Would'fl:  thou  do  ftich  a  deed  for  all  the  World  r 
<s£miL  The  World's  a  huge  thing  ; 
It  is  a  great  price,  for  a  fmall  Vice. 
Def  In  troth  I  think  thou  would'fl  not. 

m  i&mik 
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^£miL  In  troth  I  think  I  (hould,  and  undo't  when  I 
had  done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a  joint 
Ring,  nor  for  Meafures  of  Lawn,  nor  for  Gowns,  Petti- 
coats, nor  Caps,  nor  any  petty  Exhibition.  But  for  all 
the  whole  World  ;  why,  who  would  not  make  her  Huf- 
band  a  Cuckold,  to  make  him  a  Monarch  ?  I  fhould  ven- 
ture Purgatory  for't. 

Def  Befluew  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  World. 

ts£tnil.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'tiY  World;  and 
having  the  World  for  your  Labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your 
own  World,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Def  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  Woman. 

*s£.mil.  Yes,  a  dozen  ;  and  as   many  to  th*  vantage,  as 
would  flore  the  World  they  plaid  for. 
But  T  do  think  it  is  their  Husbands  Faults 
If  Wives  do  fall  :  Say,  that  they  flack  their  Dutie?, 
And  pour  our  Treafures  into  foreign  Laps,  * 

Or  elfe  break  out  in  peevifh  Jealoufies, 
Throwing  reftraint  upon  us;  or  fay  they  ftrikc  us, 
Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  defpight ; 
Why  we  ha*  e  Galls ;  and  though  we  have  fome  Grace, 
Yet  have  we  fome  Revenge.    Let  Husbands  know» 
Their  Wives  have  Senfe  like  them  ;  they  fee  and  fmell, 
And  have  their  Palats  both  for  fweet  and  fower, 
As  Husbands  have.    What  is  it  that  they  do, 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  Is  it  fport  i 
I  think  it  is;  and  doth  AfFedion  breed  it  ? 
I  think  it  doth :  Is't  frailty  that  thus  errs  ? 
It  is  fo  too.    And  have  not  we  ArTe&ions  ? 
Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty  as  Men  have  ? 
Then  let  them  ufe  us  well ;  elfe  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftrucl:  us  too. 

Def  Goodnight,  goodnight;  Heav'n  me  fuch  ufes  fend* 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad ;  but  by  bad,  mend.  [Exemt. 
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ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE   The  Street. 

Enter  Jago,  and  Rodorigo. 

Jago.Y TERE,  ftand  behind  this  Bulk,  Straight  will  he 

X.  JL         come  : 
Wear  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing  ;   III  be  at  thy  Elbow, 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us,  think  on  that, 
And  fix  moft  firm  thy  Refolution. 
Rod.   Be  near  at  Hand,  I  may  mifcarry  in't. 
Jago.  Here,  at  thy  hand ;  behold,  and  take  thy  (land. 
Rod.  I  have  no  great  Devotion  to  the  Deed, 
And  yet  he  hath  given  me  fatisfying  Reafons ; 
*Tis  but  a  Man  gone.   Forth  my  Sword;  he  dies. 

Jago.  I  have  rub'd  this  young  Quat  almoft  to  the  fenfe, 
And  he  grows  angry.   Now,  whether  he  kill  CaJJio, 
Or  CaJJio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  Gain.    Live  Rodorigo* 
He  calls  me  to  a  reftitution  large 
Of  Gold,  and  Jewels,  that  I  bob'd  from  him, 
As  Gifts  to  Defdemona. 
It  muft  not  be.    If  CaJJio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  Beauty  in  his  Life, 
That  makes  ine  ugly  ;  and  befides  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him;  there  ftand  I  in  much  Peril; 
No,  he  muft  die.    But  fo,  I  hear  him  coming.  [Exit  Jago. 

Enter  Caflio. 
Rod.  I  know  his  Gate;  'tis  he:  Villain  thou  dyeft. 

[He  runs  at  Caflio,  and  wounds  him. 
Caf.  That  thrfcft  had  been  mine  Enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  Coat  is  better  than  thou  know'ft : 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Rod.  Oh,  I  am  flam.  [Fight,  and  both  fall. 

Caf.  I  am  maim'd  for  ever  ; 
Help  hoa  !  Murther,  murther  J 

Enter 
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Enter  Othello,  above  at  a  Window* 
Oth.  The  Voice  of  Caffio,  Jago  keeps  his  word. 
Rod.  O  Villain  that  I  am! 
Oth.  It  is  even  fo. 

Caf  Oh  help  ho!  Light!  A  Surgeon! 

Oth.  'Tis  he!  O  brave  Jago,  honeft  and  juft, 
That  haft  fuch  noble  Senfe  or  thy  Friend's  Wrong, 
Thou  teacheft  me.     Minion,  your  Dear  lies  dead, 
And  your  unbleft  Fate  highes.   Strumpet  I  come: 
For  offmy  Heart,  thofe  Charms  thine  Eyes,  are  blotted. 
Thy  Bed  luft-fhin'd,  (hall  .with  Lull's  blood  be  fpotttd. 

[Exit  Othello. 

Enter  Lodovico,  and  Gratiano. 

Caf  What  ho!  No  Watch?  NoPafTage?   Murther,  Mur- 
ther ! 

Gra.  'Tis  fome  Mifchance,  the  Voice  is  very  direful. 

Caf.  Oh  help! 

Lod.  Hark! 

Rod.  Oh  wretched  Villain! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groan.     'Tis  heavy  Night; 
Thefe  may  be  Counterfeits :  Let's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  Cry,  without  more  help. 

Red.  No  body  come:  Then  fhall  I  bleed  to  death. 
Enter  Jago,  in  his  Shirt. 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  Shirt,  with  Light,  and  Wea- 
pons. 

Jago.  Who's  there  ? 
Whofe  Noife  is  this  that  cries  out  Murther? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

Jago.  Do  not  you  hear  a  Cry  ? 

Caf.  Here,  here:  For Heav'n  fake  help  me. 

Jag*.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.  This  is  Othello 's  Ancient,  as  I  take  if. 

Lod.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  Fellow. 

Jago.  What  are  you  here,  that  cry  fo  grievoufly  ? 

€*/•  Ja&°?  °n  I  am  fpoil'd,  undone  by  Villains? 
Give  me  fome  Help. 

Jago.  O  me,  Lieutenant ! 
What  Villains  have  done  this? 

Vo  l.  V.  O  0  Caf. 
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Caf.  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Jago.  Oh  treacherous  Villains  I 
What  are  you  there?  Come  in,  and  give  fomehelp. 

Rod.  O  help  me  there. 

Caf.  That's  one  of  them. 

Jago.  Oh  murd'rous  Slave  1  O  Villain!     [Jago  fiabs  him. 

Rod.  O  damn'd  Jago  I  O  inhuman  Dog  !  " 

Jago.   Kill   Men    iW   daik?    Where   be  thefe  bloody 
Thieves? 

How  fi lent  is  this  Town  ?  Ho,  Murther!  Murther! 
What  may  you  be  t  Are  you  of  Good  or  Evil? 

Lod.  As  you  fhall  prove  us,  praife  us. 

J  ago*  Signior  Lodovico. 
x    Lod.  He,  Sir. 

Jago.  Icry  you  mercy  .'here's  Caffio  hurt  by  Villains. 

Gra.  Caffio? 

^aao.  How  is't,  Brother? 

Caf.  My  Leg  is  cut  in  two. 

Jago.  Marry  Heav'n  forbid : 
Light  Gentlemen,  I'll  bind  it  with  my  Shirr. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  What  is  the  Matter  hoa  ?  Who  is't  that  cry'd  ? 

Jago.  Who  is't  that  cry'd? 

Bian.  Oh  my  dear  Caffio, 
My  fweet  Caffio :  Oh  Caffio  %  Caffio,  Caffio. 

Jago.  O  notable  Strumpet.  Caffio,  may  you  fufpeft 
Who  they  fhould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Caf.  No. 

Gra.  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus: 
I  have  been  to  feek  you. 

Jago.  Lend  me  a  Garter.  So Oh  for  a  Chair 

To  bear  him  eafily  hence. 

Bian.  Alas  he  faints.  Oh  Caffio,  Caffio,    Caffio. 

Jago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  fufpeft  this  Train 
To  be  a  Party  in  this  Injury. 
Patience  a  while,  goodCaffio%  come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  Light:  Know  we  this  Face,  or  no? 
Alas  my  Friend,  and  my  dear  Country-man 
Rodorigo?  No:  Yes  fure :  Yea,   'tis  Rodorigo. 

Gra.  What,  of  Venice  ? 
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Jago.  Even  he,  Sit :  did  you  know  him? 

Gra.  Know  him?  Ah! 

Jago.  Signior  Gratiano?  I  cry  your  gentle  Pardon : 
Thefe  bloody  Accidents  mull:  excufe  my  Manners, 
That  fo  neglected  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Jago.  How  do  you,  CaJJw?  Oh  a  Chair,  a  Chair. 

Gra.  Rodorigo  ? 

Jago.  He,  he,  'tis  he :  Oh  that's  well  faid,  the  Chair* 
Some  good  Man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 
I'll  fetch  the  General's  Surgeon.    For  you,  Miftrefs, 
Save  you  your  Labour.  He  that  lyes  flam  here,  Cajjio, 
Was  my  dear  Friend.  What  Malice  was  between  you  ? 

Caf.  None  in  the  World;  nor  do  I  know  the  Man, 

Jago.  What  lookyoupale?  Oh  bear  him  out  o'ti/  Air. 
Stay  you  good  Genthmen.     Look  you  pale,  Miftrefs? 
Do  you  perceive  the  Gaftnefs  of  her  Eye?         [76  Bianca* 
Nay,  if  you  flare,  we  (hall  hear  more  anor. 
Behold  her  well,   I  pray  you  look  upon  her, 
Do  yon  fee,  Gentlemen?  Nay,  Guiltinefswillfpeak, 
Though  Tongues  were  out  of  ufe. 

Enter  ^Emilia. 

tAimil.   Alas,  what  is  the  Matter? 
What  is  t^e  Matter,  Husband? 

Jago.  Cajjio  hath  here  been  fet  on  in  the  Dark 
By  Rodorigo,  and  Fellows  that  are  Ycap'd: 
He's  almoft  flain,  and  Rodorigo  quite  dead. 

t/Emil.  Alas,  good  Gentleman  !  Alas,  good  Cajjio! 

Jago.  That  isthe  fruits  of  whoring.  Prithee  *s£milia$ 
Go  know  of  Cajjio  where  he  fupt  to  Night. 
What  do  you  make  at  that? 

Bian.  He  fupt  at  my  Houfc,    but  I  therefore  make  not; 

Jago.  O  did  he  fo?  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 

v£mil.  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  Strumpet. 

Bian.  I  am  no  Strumpet,    but  of  Life  ashoneft, 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 

9s£mil.  As  I  ?  Fie  upon  thee. 

Jago.  Kind  Gentlemen :    Let's  go  fee  poor  Cajjio  drefh 

O  o  a  Come 
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Come  Miftrefs,  you  muft  tell's  another  Tale. 

i&milia,  run  you  to  the  Cittadel, 

And  ceil  my  Lord  and  Lady,  what  hath  hap'd  : 

Will  you  go  on  afore?  This  is  the  Night 

That  either  makes  me,  or  foredoes  me  quite.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  II.     A  Bed-chamber :    Defclemona 
is  dijco<verd  ajleep  in  her  Bed. 

Enter  Othello. 

Oth.    It  is  the  Caufe,  it  is  the  Caufe,  my  SouJ, 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafte  Stars, 
It  is  the  Caufe.     Yet  III  not  (lied  her  Blood, 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  Skin  of  hers  than  Snow, 
And  fmooth  as  Monumental  Alabafter: 
Yet  fhe  muft  die,  elfe  (he'll  betray  more  Men: 
Put  out  the  Light,  and  then  put  out  the  Light, 
If  I  quench  thee,   thou  flaming  Minifter, 
I  can  again  thy  former  Light  reftore, 
Should  I  repent  me.     But  once  put  out  thy  Light, 
Thou  cunning'ft  Pattern  of  excelling  Nature, 
1  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  Heat 
That  can  thy  Light  re-lumine. 
When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  Rofe, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  Growth  again, 

It  needsmuftwither.ril  fmelltheeon  the  Tree;  [Kijfingher* 
O  balmy  Breath,  that  doft  almoft  perfwade 
Juftice  to  break  her  Sword.     One  more,  one  more; 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 
And  love  thee  after.    One  more,  and  that's  the  laft. 
So  i weet,  was  ne'er  fo  fatal.  I  muft  weep, 
But  they  are  cruel  Tears :    This  Sorrow's  heav'nly 
It  ftrikes,  where  it  doth  love.     She  wakes. 

Def.  Who's  there,  Othello  f 

Oth.  Ay,  Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  Bed,  my  Lord  f 

Oth.  Have  you  pray'd  to  Night,  Defdemtn*  ? 

Def.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  Crime 
LJnreconcird  as  yet  to  Heav'n,  and  Grace, 
Solicit  for  it  ftraight. 

Def  Alack,  my  Lord, 
What  may  you  mean  by  that  2 

Oth.  Wtll,  doit,  and  be  brief ;  I  will  walk  by. 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  Spirit, 
No,  Heav'ns  fore-fend,  I  would  not  kill  thy  Soul. 

Def.  Talk  you  of  killing? 

Oth.  Ay,  I  do. 

Def.  ThenHeav'n  have  Mercy  on  me. 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Def  If  you  fay  fo,    I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Hum. 

Def  And  yet  I  fear  you :  For  you're  fatal  then, 
When  your  Eyes  rowl  fo. 
Why  I  mould  fear  I  know,  not, 
Since  Guiltinefs  I  know  not:  But  yet  I  feel  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  Sins. 

Def  They  are  Loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  dy'ft. 

Def  That  Death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  Loving. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  yo:i  fo  your  Nether-lip? 
Some  bloody  Paflion  makes  your  very  Frame; 
Thefe  are  Portents :  But  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  ftill. 

Def  I  will  fo :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  That  Handkerchief 
Which  I  fo  lov'd,  and  gave  thee,  thou  gav'ft  Caffio. 

Def.  No  by  my  Life  and  Soul :  Send  for  the  Man, 
And  ask  him. 

Oth.  SweetSoul,  take  heed,  take  heed  of  Perjury, 
Thou  art  on  thy  Death-bed. 

Def  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Prefently. 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  Sin : 
For  to  deny  each  Article  with  Oach, 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  Conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal.     Thou  art  to  die. 

O  o  5  Def 
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Def  Oh  Heav'n  have  Mercy  on  me* 

Oth.  I  fay,  Amen. 

T>ef.  And  have  you  Mercy  too ;  T  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  Life  ;  never  lov'd  CaJJio, 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  Heav  h , 
As  I  might  love.    I  never  gave  him  Token. 

Oth.  By  Heav'n  Ifaw  my  Handkerchief  in*s  Hand. 

0  perjur'd  Woman  !  thou  doft  ftnne  my  Heart, 
And  mikeft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  Murther,  which  I  thought  a  Sacrifice. 

1  faw  the  Handkerchief, 

Def  He  found  it  then  $ 
I  never  gave  it  him  ;  fend  for  him  hither, 
Let  him  confefs  a  Truth. 

Oth.  He  hath  confeft. 

Def.  What,  my  Lord  ? 

Oth.  That  he  hath  us'd  thee.- 

Def  How  ?  unlawfully  ? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Def.  He  will  not  fry  fo. 

Oth.  No,  his  Mouth  is  ftopp'd  ; 
Honeft  Jago  hath  ta'en  Order  for'r. 

Def  On,  my  fear  interprets.    What  is  he  dead? 

Oth,  Had  ah  his  Hairs  been  Lives,my  great  Revenge 
Had  Stomach  for  them  all. 

Def.  Alas,  he  is  betray'd,  and  I  undone. 

Oth.  Out  Strumpet  J  weep*fl  thou  for  him  to  my  face  ? 

Def  O  banifh  me,  my  Lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

Oth.  Down,  Strumpet. 

Def  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 

Oth.  Nay,  if  you  drive. 

Def  But  half  an  Hour  ^ 

Oih.  Being  done,  there  is  no  Paufe. 

Def  But  while  I  fay  one  Prayer 


Oth.  It  is  too  late.  [Smothers  her.. 

^Emilia  at  the  Door. 

*u£mil.  My  Lord,  my  Lord  !  What  hoa  ! 
Mv  Lord,  my  Lord  I 

Oth.  Whr  NoifeistmV  not  dead/  not  yet  quite  dead? 
I  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 
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I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  Pain, 
So,  fo. 

v£mil.  within^  What  hoa  !  my  Lord,  my  Lord  / 
Oth.  Who's  there  ? 

t/£mil.  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  I  would  fpeak  a  word  with 
you. 

Oth.  Yes,  'tis  v£milia^-  by  and  by  —  flie's  dead, 
'Tis  like  fhe  comes  to  fpeak  of  Caffio's  Death  ; 
The  noife  was  high.     Hah,  no  more  moving  ? 
Still  as  the  Grave.  Shall  fhe  come  in?  were'tgood?  ' 

I  think  fhe  ftirs  attain No  —  what's  beft  to  do  ? 

If  fhe  come  in,  fTie'il  fure  fpeak  to  my  Wife; 
My  Wife!  my  Wife!  what  Wife?  I  have  no  Wife. 
Oh  infupportable  !  Oh  heavy  Hour  ! 
Methinks  it  fhould  be  now  a  huge  Eclipfe 
Of  Sun  and  Moon,  and  that  the  affrighted  Globe 
Did  yawn  at  Alteration  ■ 

<ALmiL  I  do  befeech  you 
That  I  may  fpeak  with  you.  Oh,  good  my  Ldrd  I  - — 

Oth.  I  had  forgot  thee;  Oh  come  in,  zALmilia. 
Soft,  by  and  by,  let  me  the  Curtains  draw, 
Where  art  thou?  what's  the  matter  with  thee  now? 

Enter  Emilia. 

^£mit.    Oh,   my  good  Lord,  yonder 's  foul  Murthers 
done. 

Oth.  What  ?  now  ? 

*s£mil.  But  now,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon, 
She  comes  more  nearer  Earth  than  file  was  wont, 
And  makes  Men  mad, 

*s£mil.  CaJJioy  my  Lord,  hath  kill'd 
A  young  Venetian^  ca'l'd  Rodori^o. 

Oth.  Rodorigo  kill'd  ?  and  CaJJio  kill'd  ? 

tALmil.  No,    Caffio  is  not  kill'd. 

Oth.  Not  C^okiird  ?  Then  M  irther's  o  t  of  tune, 
And  fweet  Revenge  grows  harfli. 

Def.  O  falfely,  falfely  murder'd. 

ts£mil.  Alas !  what  cry  is  that  ? 

Oth.  That  ?  what  ? 

O  o  4  v£mil. 
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zy£mil  Out,  and  alas,  that  was  my  Lady's  Voice, 
B  ;p!  helphoa!  help!  Oh  Lady  fpeak  again, 
Swl'j?  Defdemona,  oh  fweet  Miftrefs,  fpeak. 
JDcf.  A  guiltlefs  Death  I  die. 

±ALwiL  Oh  who  hath  done  this  Deed  ? 

Def.  No  body,  I  my.felf,  farewel; 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord;  oh  farewef.  [Dies, 

Oth.  Why,   how  fhouJd  me  be  Murdcr'd/ 

v£mil.  Alas !  who  knows  ? 

Oth*,  You  hear  her  fay  her  felf,   it  was  not  I. 

zs£wiL  She  faid  fo9  I  muft  needs  report  the  Truth. 

Oth.  She's  like  a  Liar  gone  to  burning  Hell, 
'Twas  I  that  kill'd  her.  * 

*s£miL   Oh  the  more  Angel  fhe,   and  you  the  blacker 
Devil. 

Oth.  She  turn'd  to  Folly*   and  fhe  was  a  Whore. 

i/EfttiL  Thou  do'ft  beiy  her,  and  thou  art  a  Devil. 

Oth.  She  was  falfe  as  Water. 

%/Emil*  Thou  art  ram  as  Fire,  to  fay 
That  fhe  was  falfe.     Oh  (lie  was  heavenly  true. 

Oth.  Cafflio  did  top  her;  ask  thy  Husband  elfe. 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  Hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  this  Extremity.     Thy  Husband  knew  it  all. 

*ALmil.  My  Husband ! 

Oth.  Thy  Husband. 

ts£mil.  That  (he  was  falfe  to  Wedlock? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  CaJJioi  Had  (he  been  true, 
If  Heav'n  would  make  me  fuch  another  World, 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  Chryfolite, 
I'd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

v£miL  My  Husband ? 

Oth.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firft; 
An  honefl:  Man  he  is,  and  hates  the  Slime 
That  flicks  on  filthy  Deeds. 

zs£mil.  My  Husband? 

Oth*  What  needs  this  Iterance,  Woman  f 
I  fay  thy  Husband. 

es£tniL    Oh  Miftrefs!    Villany  has  made  mocks  with 

Love; 

My 
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My  Husband  fays  (he  was  falfe  I 

Oth.  He,  Woman; 
I  fay  thy  Husband;  do'ft  underftand  the  word? 
My  Friend,  thy  Husband,  honeft,  honeft  Jago. 

ty£mil.  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  Soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  Day  ;  he  lies  to  th'  Heart, 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  moll:  filthy  Bargain. 

Oth.  Hah  ? 

ts£miL  Do  thy  worft  : 
This  D  ed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  Heav'n, 
Than  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  beft. 

c/£/#/7.Thou  haft  not  half  that  Power  to  dome  harm 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt,    Oh  Gull  !  oh  Dolt  J 
As  ignorant  as  Dirt  ;  thou  haft  done  a  deed 
I  care  not  for  thy  Sword,  I'll  make  thee  known, 
Though  I  loft  twenty  Lives — Help !  help !  hoa !  help ! 
The  Moor  hath  kill'd  my  Miftrefs.  Murther,murther ! 
jEtf^r  Montano,  Gratiano,  and  [ago. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter?  How  now,  General? 

v£mil.  Oh,  are  you  come,  Jago\  You  have  done  well, 
That  Men  muft  lay  their  Murthers  on  your  Neck. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

*ALmiL  Difprove  this  Villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  Man, 
He  fays  thou  told  ft  him  that  his  Wife  was  falfe  : 
I  know  thou  didft  not,  thou'rt  not  fuch  a  Villain. 
Speak,  for  my  Heart  is  full. 

Jago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

ts£mil.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  fhe  was  falfe? 

Jago.  I  did. 

%/EmiL  You  told  a  Lie,  an  odious  damned  Lie : 
Upon  my  Soul  a  Lie  ;  a  wicked  Lie. 
She  falfe  with  Caffio  ?  did  you  fay  with  Caffio  * 

Jago.  With  Caffio,  Miftrefs,  go  to,  charm  your  Tongue. 

*s£mil.    I  will  not  charm  my  Tongue  ;    I  am  bound 
to  fpeak, 
My  Miftrefs  here  lies  murthered  in  her  Bed. 

All.  Oh  Heav'ns  forefend ! 

v£miL 
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*s£mil.  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  Murther  on, 

Oth.  Nay,  ftare  not,  Mafters,  it  is  true  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Truth. 

Mon.  Oh  monftrous  Aft. 

v£miL  Villany  I  viilany  !  villany ! 

I  think  upon't— «I think —  Ifmell't O  villany! 

I  thought  fo  then;  III  kill  my  felf  for  Grief, 

0  Villany,  Villany  I 

Jago.   What,   are  you  mad  f   I  charge  you,  get  you 
home. 

<ts£miL  Good  Gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak ; 
Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now  : 
Perchance,  Jago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Oth.  Oh !  oh  !  oh  ! 

v£mil.  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar  : 
For  thou  haft  kill'd  the  fvveeteft  Innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  Oh  fhe  was  foul  / 
Ifcarcedidknow  you,  Uncle;  there  lyes  your  Niece, 
Whofe  Breath  indeed,  thefe  Hands  have  newly  ftop'd ; 

1  know  this  Aft  fhews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  VoorDefdemona !  I  am  glad  thy  Father's  dead, 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him  ;  and  pure  Grief 
Shore  his  old  thresd  in  twain.    Did  he  live  now, 
This  fight  would  make  him  do  a  defperate  turn  ; 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Angel  from  his  fide, 
And'jfall  to  Reprobation. 

Oth.  'Tis  pitiful,  but  yet  Jago  knows, 
Th*t  fhe  with  CaJJio  hath  the  aft  of  Shame 
A  thoufand  times  committed.    CaJJio  confeft  it, 
And  fhe  did  gratifie  his  amorous  Works, 
With  that  Recognizance  and  Pledge  of  Love, 
Which  I  firfl  gave  her ;  I  faw  it  in  his  Hand ; 
It  was  a  Handkerchief,  an  antick  Token 
My  Farh?r  g.ive  my  Mother. 

v£mil.  CUH?iv'n  !  Oh  heav'nly  Powers  ! 

Jago.  Cotne,  hold  your  peace. 

<u£mil.  'Twill  out,  'twill  out  *  I  peace  / 

Ko,  I  will  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  North, 

Let 
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Let  Heav'n,  and  Men,  and  Devils,  let  them  all. 
All,  all,  cry  fhame  againft  me,  yet  I'll  fpeak. 

Jago.  Be  wife  and  get  you  home. 

v£mil.  I    will  not.  []ago  offers  to  ftabbisWtfe. 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  Woman  ? 

c/£/»/7.  Oh,  thou  dull  Moor, 
That  Handkerchief  thou  fpeak'ft  of 
I  found  by  Fortune,  and  did  give  my  Husband ; 
For  often,  with  a  folcmn  earneftnefs, 
More  than  indeed  belong'd  to  fuch  a  Trifle, 
He  begg'd  of  me,  to  fteal  ir. 

J  ago.  Villanous  Whore  I 

ts£mil.  She  give  it  Caffio  ?  Alas  I  found  it, 
And  I  did  give't  my  Husband, 

Jago.  Filth,  thou  lieft. 

t^Emil.  By  Heav'n  Idonor,  Idonot,  Gentlemen: 
Oh  murd'rous  Coxcomb,  whatfhou!d  fuch  a  Fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  Wife  ? 

[  J  ago  breahj  through  and  wounds  his  TPife,  then  runs  ont. 

Oth.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  Heav'n, 
But  what  ferve  for  the  Thunder  ?   f  recious  Villain  ! 

Gra.  The  Woman  falls ;  fure  he  hath  kill'd  his  Wife. 

tALm'tl.  Ay,  ay;  Oh  lay  me  by  Miftrefs  fide. 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  Wife's  kiii'd. 

Alon.  'Tis  a  notorious  Villain  ;    take  you  this  Weapon, 
W:;ich  I  have  recover'd  from  the  Moor  : 
Comt;  guard  the  Door  without,  let  him  not  pafs, 
But  kill  him  ratter  ;  I'll  after  chat  fame  Villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  S]a'.  e.  [Exit. 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neither  ; 
But  every  Pu^y  whibOer  get*;  my  Sword. 
But  v  by  fliould  Honour  out-live  Honcfty  ? 
Let  it  go  all, 

<ALmd.     Vhat  did  thy  Song  boad,   Lady  ? 
Hiik,  cinft  thou  hear  mc  ?  I  wlH  play  the  rjwan, 
And  die  i;  Mufick;  Wihow^  JVillow,  WtUov>  — -— 
Moor,  flie  was  chair,  Hie  lov'd  thee>  cruel  Moor, 
So  come  my  Soul  to  Biife,  a>  I  fpeak  true ; 
So  fpeaking  as  I  think,  alas,  I  die,  [^Emilia  Dies. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  I  have  another  Weapon  in  this  Chamber, 
It  was  a  SwOrd  of  Spain,  the  Ice  brooks  temper  ; 
Oh  here  it  is :  Uncle,  I  muft  come  forth. 

Gra.  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear; 
Thou  haft  no  Weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fuffer. 

Oth,  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  me, 
Or  naked  as  I  am  I  will  affault  thee, 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  \ 

Oth.  Behold  I  have  a  Weapon  : 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 
Upon  a  Soldier's  Thigh.  I  have  feen  the  Day, 
That  with  this  little  Arm,  and  this  good  Sword, 
I  have  made  my  way   through  more  impediments, 
Than  twenty  times  your  Hop.  B  it,  oh  vain  Boaft  ! 
Who  can  controul  his  Fate  ?  'Tis  not  fo  now. 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd  ; 
Here  is  my  Journey's  end,  here  is  my  Butt, 
And  very  Sea-mark  of  my  utmoft  Sail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmaid  ?  JTis  a  loft  Fear  : 
Man  but  a  rufh  againft  Othello\  Breaft, 
And  he  retires,    Where  fliould   Othello  go  ? 
Now  — —  how  do  ft  thou  look  now  .<*  Oh  ill-ftar'd  Wench  / 
Pale  as  thy  Smock  !  When  we  mall  meet  at  Compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  Soul  from  Heav'n, 
And  Fiends  will  fnatch  at  it.  Cold,  cold,  my  Girl? 
Even  like  thy  Chiftity.  O  curled,  curfed  Slave  / 
Whip  me,  ye  Devils, 
From  the  Poffeffion  of  this  heav'nly  fight  ; 
Blow  me  aboat  in  Winds,  and  roaft  me  in  Sulphur,  , 

Wafh  me  in  fteep-down  Gulfs  of  liquid  Fire 

Oh  Defdemona !  Dead,  Defdemona  \  Dead,  dead  !  Oh,  oh ! 

Enter  Lodovico,  Caflio  led  in  wounded,  Montano,  and 
J  ago  Pri finer,  with  Officers. 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh,  and  moft  unfortunate  Man  ? 

Oth.  That's  he  rhu  was  Othello:  Mere  I  am. 

Lod.  Where  is  that  Viper  ?  bring  the  Villain  forth. 

Oth.  I  look  down  towards  his  Feet;  but  that's  a  Fable, 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  Devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  wounds  Jago. 
.  Lod.  WretKh  his  Sword  from  him. 
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Jago.  I  bleed,  Sir,  but  not  kill'd. 
Oth.  I  am  not  forry  neither,  I'd  have  thee  live ; 
For  in  my  Senfe,  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod.  Oh  t  ou,  Othello,  that  waft  once  fogood* 
Fain  in  the  Pra&ice  of  a  curfed  Slave, 
What  (hall  be  faid  to  thee  ? 

Oth.  Why  any  thine  ; 
An  Honourable  Murtherer,  if  you  will  : 
For  nought  I  did  hate,  but  all  in  Honour, 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  Villany  : 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  Cajjloi  Death  \ 
Oth.  Ay. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  never  gave  you  Caufe, 
Oth.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  Pardon  : 
WilJ  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  Demy-DeviJ, 
Why  he  hath  thus  enfnar'd  my  Soul  and  Body, 

Jago.  Demand  me  nothing,  what  you  know,  you  know  t 
From  rhis  time  forth,  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 
Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 
Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  Lips, 
Oth.  Well,  thou  doft  belt. 
Lod.  Sir  you  (hall  underftand  what  hath  befaln, 
Which  as  I  think,  you  know  not;  here  is  a  Letter* 
Found  in  the  Pocket  of  the  {lain  Rodorige, 
And  here  another,  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  Dcarh  of  Caffio,  to  be  undertook 
By  Rodorigo. 
Oth.  O  Villain ! 

Caf.  Moft  heathenifh,  and  moft  grofs. 
Lod.  Now,  here's  another  difcontented  Paper 
Found  in  his  Pocket  too  ;  and  this  it  feems. 
Rodorigo  meant  t'have  fent  this  damned  Villain  ; 
But  that  belike  Jago  in  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatisry'd  him. 

Oth.  O  thou  pernicious  Caitiff! 
How  came  you,  Caffio,  by  that  Handkerchief 
LThat  was  my  Wife's  ? 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  Chamber ; 
And  he  himfelf  confeft  it  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropt  it  for  a  fpecial  purpofe 

Which 
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Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 
Oth.  O  Fool,  Fool,  Fool ! 
Caf.  There  is  befldes,  in  Rodorigoh  Letter, 
How  he  upbraids  Jagoy  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  Watch  ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  caft  ;  and  even  but  now  he  fpake 
After  long  feeming  dead,  Jago  hurt  him, 
J  ago  fet  him  on. 

Lod.  You  muftforfake  this  room,  and  go  with  us; 
Your  Power  and  your  Command  is  taken  off, 
And  CaJJio  rules  in  Cyprus.    For  this  Slave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  Cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  (hall  be  his.    You  mall  dofe  Prifoner  reft, 
Till  that  the  Nature  of  yout  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  State.    Come,  bring  away. 

Oth.  Soft  you  ;  a  word  or  two  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  State  fome  Service,  and  they  know't ; 
No  more  of  thar.    I  pray  you  in  your  Letters, 
When  you  (hall  thefe  unlucky  Deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me,  as  I  am.    Nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  Malice. 
Then  muft  you  fpeak, 
Of  one  that  iov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  eafily  Jealous,   but  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extream;  of  one,  whofe  Hand, 
Like  the  bafe  Indian,  threw  a  Pearl  away 
Richer  than  all  his  Tribe ;  of  one,  whofe  fubdu'd  Eyes, 
Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood, 
Drop  Tears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  Trees 
Their  Medicinal  Gum.    Set  you  down  this. 
And  fay  befides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant,  and  a  Turband-Turk 
Beat  a  Kenetiany  and  traduc'd  the  State, 
I  took  by  th'  Throat  the  Circumcifed  Dog, 
And  fmote  him,  thus.  [Stabs  himfelf* 

Lod.  Oh  bloody  Period  ! 
Gra.  All  that  is  fpoke  is  marr'd. 
Oth.  I  kill:  thee,  e'er  I  kill'd  thee :  No  way  but  this, 
Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  a  Kifs.  [Dies. 

Caf. 
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Caf.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  Weapon ; 
For  he  was  great  of  Heart. 

Lod.  Oh  Spartan  Dog  ! 
More  fell  than  Anguifh,  Hunger,  or  the  Sea, 
Look  on  the  Tragick  Loading  of  this  Bed  ; 
This  is  thy  work ;   the  Object  poifons  fight, 
Let  it  be  hid.   Gratiancy  keep  the   Houfe, 
And  feize  upon  the  Fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  fucceed  to  you.  To  you,  Lord  Governor, 
Remains  the  Cenfure  of  this  helJifri  Villain: 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,  oh  inforce  it. 
My  felf  will  ftraight  aboard,  and  to  the  State, 
This  heavy  A&,  with  heavy  Heart,  relate.  [Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  Volume. 
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